Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


A  DICTIONARY 


OF   QUOTATIONS  FROM  THE 


ENGLISH    POETS. 


KY 

HENRY    G.     BOHN, 

F.R.A.S.    F.L.S.    F.R.H.S.    F.SlS.    F.R.G.S. 

AND  HONORARY  MEMBER  OF  THE  INSTITUTE  OP  GENEVA, 

AUTHOR     OP     'a     pictorial     HANDBOOK     OF     GEOGRAPHY/ 

*  A  POLYGLOT  OP  FOREIGN  PROVERBS,'  *  THE  BIOGRAPHY 

AND    BIBLIOGRAPHY  OF  SHAKBSPEARE/  ETC. 


.  OCT  irsi  • 


LONDON : 

PUBLISHED   FOR  THE   AUTHOR  BY 

GEORGE   BELL    AND    SONS,    YORK    STREET, 

COVENT   GARDEN. 
1881. 


C?0  .    L  .   335. 


PRELIMINARY  NOTICE. 

The  present  edition  of  my  ''Dictionary  of  EnglisH 
Poetical  Qnotations"  is  a  verbatim  re-issue,  with  a  few 
slight  corrections^  of  a  rolmne  printed  for  private  dis- 
tribation  in  Joly^  1867^  of  which  the  history  is  given 
in  the  original  pre&ce  hereinafter  annexed.  That 
volume  was  printed  in  a  conventional  form,  rather 
larger  than  the  present^  under  the  auspices  of  the 
Philohihlon  Society,  of  which  sometime  previously  I 
had  the  honour  of  being  elected  a  member.  The 
edition  consisted  of  500  copies^  a  number  which  seemed 
to  me  BuflBciently  large  for  its  object ;  but  these  were 
speedily  dispersed  among  Uterary  and  social  friends, 
an  extra  demand  for  the  book  having  been  created 
by  an  elaborate  and  complimentary  review  of  it  in 
the  Times,  January  7th,  1868^  from  which  review, 
braving  the  charge  of  -egotism,  I  indulge  in  quoting 
the  subjoined  extracts.  Out  of  the  said  500  copies^ 
printed  nearly  fourteen  years  ago,  it  is  somewhat  re« 
markable  that  only  four  should  have  turned  up  at 
public  auctions,  three  of  which  sold  for  5  guineas 
each,  and  the  fourth  for  £4  14s.  6d. ;  this  last  at  the 
sale  of  the  late  Mr.  De  Lane's  library,  in  November, 
1878.  As  applications  for  the  book  continue  to  be 
made,  many  of  them  with  considerable  earnestness. 
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occasionally  conpled  with  a  remonstrance  against  my 
making  it  so  excIasivOj  I  have  at  length  consented  to 
comply  with  what  seems  to  be  a  pnblic  demand,  and 
hope  the  resnlt  will  justify  my  concession. 

It  seems^  perhaps^  necessary  that  I  shoold  say  some- 
thing about  the  verses  marked  MS.,  as  they  have 
excited  occasional  inquiry  :  they  are  all^  as  far  as  my 
memory  serves,  my  own  composition^  being  portions 
of  longer  poems  written  in  my  sentimental  days,  be- 
tween .fifty  or  sixty  years  ago,  chiefly  for  ladies' 
albums,  of  which  I  occasionally  had  several  at  a  time 
on  my  table.  Unfortunately  I  have  no  longer  any 
complete  record  of  these  poems,  for  the  volume  con- 
taining them,  as  well  as  my  wife's  album,  in  which 
there  were  many,  have  both  been  stolen,  the  attractive- 
ness of  the  volumes  to  thieves  having  no  doubt  been 
the  morocco  bindings  and  gold  fittings. 

The.  only  poetry  I  have  ventured  to  attempt  of  late 
years  has  been  a  few  translations  from  Martial, 
Petrarch,  and  Schiller,  for  various  volumes  of  my 
Standard  and  other  Libraries,  which  have  now  become 
the  property  of  my  successors  in  that  department, 
Messrs.  George  Bell  &  Sons,  at  my  old  residence  in 
York  Street,  Covent  Garden. 

Henky  G.  Bohn. 
NoBTH  End  House, 

TWXCKEXHAK. 


EXTRACT  FROM  THE  TIMES, 
January  7th,  1868. 
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"  Mr.  Bohn  has  been  snccessful  in  making  an  honest  and 
worthy  book  of  Quotations  from  English  Poets.  It  is  im- 
possible to  define  its  exact  value  without  searching  it  for 
verses  which  are  needed ;  we  have  tried  it,  however,  in  this 
"  way  to  a  limited  extent,  and  found  it  to  answer  the  demand 
upon  it  in  every  instance.  The  principle  of  the  arrange- 
ment is  reference  to  the  mbjed  of  a  verse,  and  not,  as  in 
some  cases,  to  the  chief  word  of  a  first  Ime,  or  to  initial 
"  letters.  Mr.  Bohn  has  spent  his  life  among  books,  and  has 
"  consequently  caught  the  trick  of  extracting  from  them  the 
"  valuable  essence  they  may  contain,  and  of  keeping  it  where 
it  may  readily  be  found  when  wanted  This  acquirement 
he  uses  to  the  best  advantage  in  a  volume  of  over  700  pages, 
stored  with  lines  from  nearly  450  poets.  One  special  and 
"  distinctive  merit  of  this  careful  work  is  that  in  many  in- 
"  stances  chapter  and  verse  are  given  for  the  references,  so 
*<  that  anyone  who  searches  for  a  verse  may  find  not  only  the 
'( answer,  but  the  particular  poem  in  which  it  occurs.  Mr. 
^  Bohn's  volume  has  the  rare  recommendation  of  being  en- 
"  tirely  free  from  the  rubbish  which  is  commonly  thrust  into 
"  similar  collections.  His  selections  have  been  made  from  a 
"long  and  extensive  course  of  reading,  and  it  everywhere 
"  bears  evidence  of  a  scholar's  eye  and  taste.  There  must  be, 
*'  as  we  judge,  nearly  8,000  quotations  in  this  volume,  ranging 
**  from  Chaucer  to  Tennyson,  and  they  are  all  pithy,  apposite, 
**  and  good.  We  have  not  attempted  to  verify  all  the  8,000, 
"  but  those  we  have  compared  are  faithfully  given ;  and  we 
*'  may  safely  award  cred^  to  Mr.  Bohn  for  the  accuracy,  as 
"  well  as  the  labour,  of  his  work.  The  large  number  of  ex- 
"  tracts  alone  will  show  that,  although  no  great  pretensions 
"  are  put  forward  on  behalf  of  the  work,  it  forms  a  useful 
"  addition  to  the  literature  of  the  class  to  which  it  belongs/* 


The  present  volume  is  the  result  of  a  taste  for  collecting 
poetical  quotations^  which  beset  me  in  the  days  of  my 
nonage^  now  more  than  half  a  century  ago.  At  that  time  I 
belonged  to  a  society  of  exuberant  youths^  who  rivalled 
each  other  in  spicing  their  conversation  with  scraps  of 
poetry^  sometimes  Latin^  but  oftener  English ;  and  one 
of  them^  who  had  an  extraordinary  memory,  never  failed 
to  be  profuse  in  this  kind  of  embellishment.  Being  of 
an  age  and  temperament  to  imbibe  the  contagion,  and 
naturally  emulous  of  distinction  among  my  companions, 
I  read  the  poets  diligently^  and  registered,  in  a  portable 
form,  whatever  I  thought  apposite  and  striking. 

At  that  period  there  existed  scarcely  any  books  of 
English  quotations  practically  accessible :  Allot's 
'England's  Parnassus,'  published  as  long  back  as 
1600,  and  which  gives  only  the  earlier  poets,  used  to 
sell  for  upwards  of  five  pounds.  Poole's  'English 
Parnassus,'  which  followed  in  1657,  was  compara- 
tively useless,  being  ill  digested  and  entirely  without 
authorities;  and  Hayward's  British  Muse,  published 
in  1738,  though  very  satisfactory  as  far  as  it  goes, 
and  always  within  reach  of  a  moderate  purse,  sto[i8 
short  at  Herrick,  and  consequently  omits  Milton,  Butler^ 
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Waller,  Dryden,  Addison,  Prior,  Gay,  Pope,  Swift, 
Thomson,  and  a  great  many  others  who  flourished  %vithin 
his  time ;  and  these  were  precisely  the  poets  we  most 
cared  to  cnltivate.  In  later  years,  bnt  too  late  for  my 
youthful  purposes,  Messrs.  Whittaker  brought  out  a 
Dictionary  of  Quotation^  from  the  British  Poets,  in  3 
vols,  post  8vo.,  one  for  Shakespeare  in  1823,  another 
for  Blank  Verse  in  1821,  and  the  third  for  Rhyme  in 
1825,  all  anonymous,  but  known  to  be  by  Wra.  Kingdom. 
This  work,  which  subsequently  became  my  property,  is 
a  very  carefiil  and  excellent  compilation,  and  has  been 
largely  used  by  subsequent  compilers,  English  and 
American,  especially  the  latter,  without  in  any  instance, 
as  far  as  I  can  discover,  ha%4ng  been  acknowledged  or 
even  mentioned  by  them. 

Within  the  last  few  years  there  has  been  a  perfect 
deluge  of  Quotation  books  of  every  kind,  some  con- 
sisting merely  of  short  consecutive  extracts  from  a  few 
of  our  principal  poets,  which  it  seems  to  me  any  in- 
telligent reader  might  make  quite  as  well  for  himself; 
others  inconveniently  arranged  under  initial  letters,  or 
the  principal  word  of  a  first  line,  which  often  carries 
a  quotation  far  away  from  its  natural  place;  others 
again,  without  any  authorities  whatever,  or  giving 
them  so  sparsely,  imperfectly,  or  faultily,  as  to 
render  their  books  teazing  and  of  scarcely  any  literary 
value.  The  most  exempt  from  these  short-comings, 
and  the  most  satisfactoiy,  so  far  as  my  examination 
has  extended,  is  Mr.  Gi'ocott's  small  volume  entitled 
an  'Index  to  Familiar  Quotations.'  This  gives  the 
authorities   with    exemplary  precision,   and   possesses 
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a  good  Index^  which  is  a  great  convenience  for  tracing 
required  lines ;  but  the  selection  is  very  limited^  with- 
out the  least  observance  of  chronological  order^  and 
the  arrangement^  though  professedly  according  to  sub- 
jects^ is  too  often  determined  merely  by  a  leading  word ; 
for  instance^  Pope's  fine  lines  on  Providence^  ending  with 
"whatever  is,  is  right/'  are  placed  under  the  word  "All/' 
because  they  so  commence.  Mr.  Friswell's  recent  volume 
entitled  'Familiar  Words'  has  exactly  the  same  ad- 
vantages and  disadvantages,  even  to  the  extent  of  placing 
the  same  lines  in  the  very  same  place.  But  principles 
of  arrangement  have  ever  been  open  to  discussion,  and 
some  may  prefer  what  I  disapprove  to  what  I  have 
adopted ;  neither  is  it  my  province  to  criticise  my  prede- 
cessors, and  I  do  so,  in  the  present  instance,  only  by 
way  of  shewing  my  divergence  from  their  plans. 

My  own  volume  must  speak  for  itself:  it  has  grown 
by  slow  degrees  firom  its  original  embryo  to  the  portly 
shape  it  now  assumes,  and  has  been  especially  en- 
larged since  I  came  to  the  determination,  some  four  or 
five  years  since,  to  prepare  it  for  press.  The  arrange- 
ment of  subjects,  as  will  be  seen,  is  alphabetical,  in  the 
manner  of  a  common  place  book,  and  the  quotations,  so 
far  as  printing  convenience  would  permit,  are  placed 
chronologically.  Some  few  duplications  will  be  found 
imder  synonymes ;  a  defect,  if  it  is  one,  which  I  have 
found  unavoidable. 

I  had  not  in  my  early  selections  affixed  chapter  and 
verse  references  to  the  extracts,  but  merely  the  author's 
name ;  in  some  instances  trusting  to  my  memory,  in 
others  unable  to  give  them,  owing  to  the  then  prevalent 
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want  of  editions  in  which  the  poet^s  lines  were  nnm* 
bered.  And  in  connection  with  this  explanation,  I  take 
leave  to  say  that  no  edition  of  a  poet  should  be  printed 
without  a  proper  numbering  of  the  lines  or  stanzas^  so 
as  to  aflfbrd  ready  means  of  reference ;  and  the  few 
which  I  have  myself  edited  or  published  are  so  provided ; 
but  I  regret  to  see  that  many  editions,  even  of  recent 
date,  are  in  this  respect  conspicuously  deficient.  Al- 
though I  have  endeavoured  to  remedy  my  early  neglect 
of  minute  references,  by  subsequent  reading,  I  have  not 
in  all  instances  been  successful,  even  in  respect  to  poets 
with  which  I  presumed  myself  to  be  perfectly  familiar, 
such  as  Butler,  whose  Hudibras,  I  have  had  occasion  to 
read  through,  for  editorial  purposes,  some  three  or  four 
times.  I  hope,  however,  to  remedy  whatever  omissions 
or  imperfections  may  fix)m  time  to  time  be  discovered 
by  an  Appendicula  of  CurtB  posteriores ;  for  which  object 
I  court  criticism  and  communications. 

I  have  only  to  add  that  this  volume,  whatever  its 
merits  or  demerits,  will  have  cost  me,  independently  of 
my  personal  labour,  several  hundred  pounds ;  and  that  it 
is  not  printed  for  sale  but  exclusively  for  presents  to 
my  friends  and  acquaintances,  or  persons  of  public 
esteem,  with  whom  I  have  had,  or  may  hereafter  have, 
social  relations. 

HENRY  G.  BOHN. 

North  End  House,  Twicse>'Hau. 
July,  1867. 
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Gary,  Henry  Francis,  1772—1844. 
Cawthorn,  James,  1719 — 1761. 

Ohapican,  G^rge,  1557 — 1634.  C  and  P.  Casar  and  Pompey,  a  Tragedy, 
Chatterton,  Thomas,  1752—1770. 

Chattobr,  Geoffrey,  1328—1400.     C.  T.  Canterbury  Tales. 
Chxtrchill.  Charles,  1781 — 1764.     Ap.  Apology. — Cand.  Candidate-^ 

Farew.  Farewell. — Ni.  Night. — Ros.  Roseiad. 
CiBBBR,  Colley,  1671—1757.    Dou.  Gal.  Double  Gallant,  a  Comedy. 
Clare,  John,  1793— 18(^4. 
Clark,  Willis  Ghiylord,  (American),  1810—18^11. 
Cleveland,  John,  1613—1659. 

Coleridoe,  Samuel  Taylor,  1772—1834.  Anet.  Mar.  Aneieni  Mariner, 
Collins,  WillUm,  •1720—1756. 
COLMAN,  George,  1733—1794. 
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CoiMAJf,  George,  (the  joiinger)^  I76d-*I886.      B.  G.    Broad 

P,  V.   Poetical  VagarUt. 
CousoVy  C.  C,  •1790—1882. 
CouBS,  Goam^  1788—1858. 

OoiTGBKrs,  Willum;  1672— 1729.   Mo.  Br.  MowrtUug  Bride,  a  Tragedy. 
OooK,  EHtt,  1818-liTiiig. 
CoBBn,Bidiop,  Biebard,  1582—1636. 
Conov,  Charles,  1630—1687. 

ConoK,  Nathaniel,  1707—1788.     Vie.  Vieione,  in  Veree, 
Cowley,  Abraham,  1618 — 1667.    David,  Davideis,  an  Rittorical  Poem. 
CowTVB,  William,  1731—1800.       Qmo.  Qmnereation.-^Exp.  Expoetu- 

laiioH.-^Pr.  Br.   Progreee  qf  Error.— Ret.  Betirement.-^T.  T.  Table 

TaU.— Raven.  Tate  rf  the  Raven.— Ta.  Taek.—Tiroe.  Tirocinium. 
CftABBS,  Qeorge,  1754—1832.     Bo.  Borough^  a  Poem.— Strug.  Conac 

Slrugglea  qf  Coneeienee.—Ta.  H.  Taiee  if  the  HaU. 
OsASHAW,  Riehard,  1618^1650.    SITqw.  Si^e  to  the  Temple. 
Cbiboh,  Thomaa,  ^669— 1701. 

Cbolt,  QenrfOt  1785—1864.    Peric.  and  Axp.  Periclee  and  Aepaeia. 
Cbowvi,  John,  *16iO— *1703.    Amd.  Stats.  Atuiitioue  6Uateemea.— 

Dor,  DariMiy  a  Tragedg, 
CtmxEKUXD,  Bichard,  1782—1811.    Menander. 
CjTSva&BMM^  Allan,  1784— 18i2. 
Bava,  Bichard  Henrj  ( American),  1787—1879. 
DABOiurs,  Bobert,  1590—1660. 
Daniel,  Samnel,  1562—1619.    B,  qf  South.  Earl  of  Southampton.— 

PhiL  PhUotas,  a  Tragedy. 
DAB07,  James,  1700—1762.     Love  and  Ambition. 
Daxwht,  Erssmas.  1781—1802. 
DaTBVavt,   Sir  William,   1605—1668.     Dietr.  Diitreeeea,  a  Iragi- 

Comedg.—Chmd.  Gondibert. 
Datixs,  Sir  John,  1569—1626. 
Dawxs,  Bofni  (Amerioan),  1808—1859. 

DxFOS,  Daniel,  1661—1781.     T.  B.  Eng.     True  Bom  Engliehman. 
DncKBB,  Thomas,   •IdSO— •1639.    Honett  Who.    Honest    Whore,  a 

Comedg.-^OId  For.  Old  FortunatuSt  a  Comedy. 
DnrHAX,  Sir  John,  1615—1668. 
Dmna,  John,  1657—1734. 
Db  Vxbb,  Sir  Aubrej,  1814— liTing. 
Ddddt,  Charles,  1745—1814. 
DmxBS,  Mrs.  Anna  Peyre.  (Araericau),  1880 — Allying. 
DODDBISOX,  Philip,  1702—1751. 
Doi>8LR,  Bobert,  1703—1764. 
Dovra,  John,  1578—1631. 
DoBSST.    See  Saoktillb. 
Dow,  Alexander,  •1740—1779.    Sethona. 
Dbak    Joseph  Bodman  (American),  1795—1820. 
Dbattov,  Miefaael,  1563—1681. 
Dbuxmohi),  William,  of  Hawthomdeo,  1585—1619. 
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Dbtdbn,  John,  1631 — 1700.  A6.  Abnlom  and  Ackiiophel,  a  Poetn, 
— Aurtn,  Aurenffztbe,  a  Tragedy, — Cym,  and  Iph,  Cynum  and  Ipli- 
pema,  from  Boeeado.-^Jhn.  Seb,  Dim  Sebattkm,  a  Drayedy, — 
J).  Cfvite,  Duke  pf  OuUe,  a  Tragedy. — Ind,  Xngf,  Jndiam  Emperor,  m 
Tragi'Comedy.'^Mar.  ii  ia  M,  Marriaye  it  la  Mode,  a  Comedy.-^ 
(Ed,  (Edipui,  a  Tragedy, — PaU  and  Ar,  PaUnum  and  Areite.'^ 
Pyth.  Phil.  Pyiha^irean  Philonphy,  a  Poem^-^I^,  Rioal  Ladia$.-*- 
^Mm.  F.  SpantMh  Friar,  a  Tragi'Comedy, 

DuKOOiCBE,  William,  1689— 1769.  Jw,  Brut.  Luehu  JwUut  Brutua, 
a  l^edy, 

Dtxb,  John,  1700—1758. 

1>TEB,  Sir  Edward,  •ISiO— «1610. 

Blxiott,  Ebeneser,  1781—1849. 

Bmbbsov,  Balph  Waldo,  (American),  1808— liring. 

ETHEBsai,  Sir  George,  n686— *1694. 

Faibfaz,  Sdmond,  n570— 1682. 

FALOOirBB,  William,  1730—1769.    Sh.   Skipwreek,  g  Poem. 

Fakb,  Sir  Francis,  *1650— *1715.    Sacrifice,  a  Tragedy. 

Fakbhaw,  Sir  Richard,  1608—1666. 

Fabqvhab,  Qeorge,  1678—1707. 

Fknton,  Eljjah,  1683—1780. 

FEELDliro,  Henrr,  1707—1754.     T.  Thu,  Tom  Thumb,  a  Burlesgus. 

Flatxak,  Thomas,  1638—1672. 

Fletohsb,  OUes,  1582— 16S8. 

Flbtohxb,  John,  1576 — 1625. 

Flitchbb,  Phineas,  1584—1650. 

Foots,  Samuel,  1722—1777. 

Fox,  Charles  James,  1749—1806. 

FoBD,  John,  1586—^1640.    £oo«'«  Saer.  Lwe'e  Sacrifice,  a  IVagedy. 

Fbavcis,  Philip  (translator  of  Horace),  •1710—1773. 

Fbanckliit,  Dr.  Thomas,  1721—1784. 

Fbaveldt,  Dr.  Benjamin,  1705—1790.    Poor  R.  Poor  Richard. 

FBEBXAir,  Sir  Balph,  •1620— •1660.    Imper.  Ingferial,  a  Tragedy. 

Fbowdb,  Philip,  *1670— 1738.  Sa.  Fall 'of  Sagimlum,  a  Tragedy.-^ 
Phil.  PhUotaa,  a  Tragedy. 

Gabbiok,  Dayid,  1716—1779. 

Gabtk,  Sir  Samuel,  •1666—1719. 

Gabooiokb,  George,  •1537—1577. 

Gat,  John,  1688—1732.    Shep.  and  Philot.  Shepherd  and  PhUoeopker. 

GiFTOBD,  Bichard,  1725—1807.    Qmtengtt.  Contemplation,  a  Poem, 

GiTVOBD,  William,  1756—1826. 

Glakyillb,  Joseph,  1636—1680. 

Gloybb,  Richard,  1712— 1785.    Leon.  Leonidas. 

GooDBiCH,  Samuel  Griswold  (Peter  Parlej),  1798*1860. 

Goffb,  Thomas,  1592^1629.     Ognd't  Whirligig. 

GOLDSIOTR,  Oliyer,  1728—1774.  Dee.  V.  Deeerted  VUlage.^Ep.  to 
Sie.  EpUogue  to  the  Sietert,  a  Comedy. -^Retal.  RetaUation.'^h^ 
Stoopi.  SheStocpe  f  Comgucr.^Trav.  Traveller.^V.  W.  Viear  cf 
Wakefield. 
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€h>in]i8A7.,  Bobert,  IGOO— 1646.    Zodoo  Spwrxa,  Duke  vf  MiUm. 

OoTTLD,  Hannah  Flagg,  (American),  •ISOS— 1866. 

OsAHAXB,  James,  1765—1811.    Sab,  Sabbath,  a  Poem. 

GsAinriLLX.    See  Lakbdowke. 

Gbatxs,  Bichard,  1715—1804. 

Obat,  Thomaa,  1716—1771.    £7.  EUgy  in  a  Country  Churchyard. 

Qnmg,  Matthew,  1697—1787. 

GBxnnc,  Bobert,  1550—1592. 

Obstillk,  Sir  Falke.    5mBbooes,  Lord. 

Habikotov,  William,  1605—1645.     Queen  of.  Ar.  Queen  of  Arrayon, 

a  Tragedy » 
Halb,  Sarah  Joaepha,  (American),  1795 — ^liring. 
Halhbd,  Nathaniel  Drassey,  1751—1830. 
Haixbcx,  Fita-Grecne,  (American),   1795—1869.      Bozzarix.    Marco 

Bozzarie, 
Hall,  John,  1627—1656. 
Hall,  Loniaa  Jane,  (American),  1802 — ^liying. 
Hamxcitd,  Anthony,  1668 — 1738. 
HABBiKG«nr,  Sir  John,  1561—1612. 
Hastotos,  Ladj  Flora,  1806—1889. 
Hatabd,  William,  1710—1778.    K.  C.  /.   King  Charlee  the  First,  a 

Tragedy. — Reg,  Regutue,  a  Tragedy. — Seanderbey. 
Hatbbs,  Joseph,  1650—1701.     Fa,  M,   Fatal  Mietake. 
Hatlbt,  WiUiam,  1745—1820. 
Haywood  (or  Heywoqd),  Eliaa,  1693—1756.    F.  Cap,    Fair  Capticee, 

m  Tragedy. 
Hbath,  Bobert,  •1600— •1660.     CUtr.  Ctaraetella,  a  Poem. 
Hbbbb,  Bishop  Beginald,  1783—1826. 
Hbxakb,  Felicia  Dorothea,  1794—1835. 
Hbxikos,  William,  1630—1687,    Jeunf  T,  Jewe*  Tragedy, 
Hbbhbbt,  George,  1598—1682.     Temp,  Temple, 
Hbbbbbt,  Hon.  William,  1778—1847. 
Hbbbbbt  of  Chbbbubt,  Lord,  1581 — 1G48. 
Hbbbick,  Bobert,  1591 — 1674,    Am.  O.  Amatory  Odes. — Aph.   Apho- 

rieme.^Hetp.  Hetperides. 
Hbbtbt.  Eleanor  Lonisa  (Mrs.  Kibble),  1811—1859. 
Hbbvkt,  T.  K.,  1804—1859. 
Houobtoh,  Lord.    See  BfiLVES,  Moncktou. 
Hetwood,  John,  •1500—1565. 

Hbywood.  Thomas,  •1570—1659.    Roy.  King.  Royal  King,  a   Tragi- 
comedy, 
Hi&oovb,  Beril,  1670—1735.       Gen.  Conq.    Generous  Conqueror,    a 

Tragedy. 
Hill,  Aaron,  1685—1750. 
Hillhovbb,  James  A.  (American),  1789 — 1841. 
HoTTMA^r,  Charles  Fenno,(American),  1806— llring. 
Hooo,  James,  1772—1835. 
Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  (American),  1809— living. 
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HOLFOSD,  Mist  (now  Hrs.  Hodson),  *1790— ltTiiig(F).  Mar,Avj.  J/«r- 

goTtt  of  Anjou^  a  Poem, 
HoLPOBD,  Mm.  M,  •177&— •1820. 
HoxE,  John,  1722—1808.    Do.  Douglas,  a  Trogedg. 
Hood,  Thomas,  1798—1845. 
Hook,  Theodore  Edward,  1788—1841. 
HoPKnrs,  Charlee,  1664—1699. 
HowABD,  Sir  Bobert,   1626—1698.       X>.  Lenua.   Dale    of  Urma^a 

IVagedg, — Surpr.  Surprital^  a  Comedy, 
HowsLL,  James,  1594—1666. 
HowiTT,  Mary,  1800— liTisg. 
HowiTT,  William,  1795—1879. 
HuiCFHBST,  David,  (American;,  1753—1818. 
Hunt,  Leigb,  1784—1861. 
HuBDis,  James,  1763 — 1801. 
Jeffbkys,  Oeorge,  1678—1755. 
Jephsox,  Bobert,  1736—1803.    Bra,  Braganza. 
Johnson,  Charles,  1679—1748. 
Johnson,  Dr.   Samuel,   1709 — 1784.      Ir,   Irene,  a  Tragtdg.-^Lo/uL 

London^  a  Poem. —  V.  H.  W.    Vaniigqf  Human  JFithee, 
JONBS,  John,  •1600— •1660.     Adrat.  Adnata^  a  Tragi-Comedg 
JoNKS,  Sir  William,  1746—1794. 
JONSON,  Ben,  1574—1637.     Cgnth,  Rev,  Cgnthia'e  Revels,  a  Comedi/.-^ 

Every  Man.  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  a  Comedy.-^Ep.  on  Co.  of 

Pern.   Epitaph  on  the  Countess  of  Pembroke. — S^.   Sejanus,  a  Tragedy. 

SiL  Wo.   Silent   Woman,  a  Comedy. ^  Tale  of  T.    Tale  of  a   Tub,  a 

Comedy. 
Keats,  John,  1796—1821. 
Keble,  Ber.  John,  1789—1866. 
Kenney,  James,  1780— ia49. 
Kent,  James,  1700—1776. 
Kino,  Bishop  Henry,  1591— 166D. 
Kino,  William.  1663—1712. 
Lamb,  Charles,  1775—1834. 
Laub,  Hon.  George,  I78t — 1834. 
Landon,  Letitia  Elizabeth  (Mrs.  Mc  Lean),  1802— IS39. 
Lanohobnb,  Dr.  John,  1735—1779. 
Lanbdowne,  Lord  (George  Granville),  1667 — 1735. 
Lee,  Nathaniel,  ^1656 — 1691.     Cues.  Borg.   Citsar  Borgia,  a  Tragedy, — 

Alex.  Deathof  Alexander  the  Great  {or  *  The  Rival  Queens*),  a  Tragedy, 
Lewis,  Motthew  Gregory,  1775—1818. 
LiLLO,  George,  1693—1739. 
Lilly  (Lyly),  John,  1554—1602. 

Lloyd,  Bobert,  1733—1764.     Ths  Poet,  an  EpistU  to  ChurehUl. 
Lodge,  Thomas,  ♦1563—1625. 
LoOAN,  John,  1748—1788. 
LoNOPBLLOw,  Henrr  Wads  worth,  (American),  1807— hving.    Birds  of 

K,  The  Birds  of  kilUngworth. 
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XiOVKLAcx,  Sir  Kichard,  1618—1668. 

IiOWXLi^  Ja^es  BosseU,  (Americui],  ISld-JiTinr. 

XxseAXX,  John,  •1876-.«14ei, 

Lrrxmoir,  Lord«  1709— 1773» 

Xttiov,  Lord.    &»  BnxwxB. 

Hackat,  Charles,  18U— liring. 

ICaddsn,  Br.  SamusL  1686^1763.   Tktmki.  T%emltioeie$,  m  l^edtr. 

Haujstt,  David,  •1700—1765.    JBur.  Emydiee,  a  TVoffedy. 

KAitLOWXyGhrirtopher,  1564—1593.     iMtft  D.    Laatt  Dommkm,  a 

Masmiqn,  Shabnr]07, 1601-7-1639*    Jni,  The  Aniiputry,  m  Comedy. 
HAX8TOK,  John,  •1575— n63S.      Jnt.  and  MeL    Antonio  and  Mel' 

Uda^aPlay. 
2CAsmr,  Benjamin,  1699—1768.     TiMotei. 
Haktbll,  Andrew,  1620—1678. 
Maboh,  William,  1725—1797. 
KAssoaxB,  FhiUp,  1584—1640.      Duke  MiL   DvH  o/  2iaan,  a  7V«* 

^jr.     Piet.  The  Picture,  a  Tragi-comedy 
XAnmnr,  Charles  Bohert,  1782—1824. 
Kat,  Thomas,  1595—1650. 
KxBBiTT,  Thomas,  1775—1845. 
HnuTAix,  John  Herman,  1779—1844. 
Htddlstov,  Thomas,  1570—1627. 
HiucAir,  Henry  Fart,  Dean  of  St.  Paul's,  1791— 186a 
Hiurn,  Bichard  Mosckton  (Lord  Hoaghton),  1809— liTxng. 
Mnrov,  John,  1608—1674.      Com.  CamuM.—P.L.  Paradiee  Lo^t.-^ 

P.  M.  Paradiee  Regained. — S.  Ag.  Sameon  Agometee. 
Mom,  David  Macheth,  {peeud.  Delta),  1798—1851. 
HoHTAOUS,  Lady  3Iary  Wortley,  1690—1762. 
HoinrGOXEBT,  James,  1771—1854.      Wand.  Sunt.   Wanderer  of  Swit- 

zerlandf  a  Poem. 
HoFTGoiOBT,  Bohert,  1807—1855. 
KooBB,  Edward,  1711—1757.    ^id.  andB.  Spider  and  Bee. 
HooBS,  Thomas,  1779— 1852»      IntoL  Intolerance,  a  Satfre.--^ 

L.  R.  LaUa  Rooih. — Sunfl.  Sunflower,  a  Song. 
MoxB,  Hannah,  1745—1833. 
HOBB,  Sir  Thomas,  1480—1535. 
HoEEU,  Qeoffgd  P.,  (American),  1802—1864. 
HuBPHT,  Arthur,  1727—1805. 
JSabbbs,  Thomas,  160C— 1641. 
VsmxE,  Alexander,  1554—1614. 

^ciBTOK,  Carolina  Elizabeth  Sarah,  (LadjStirlinffMaairan).  1808— 1877 

OiJ>3axoH,  John,  1673— 1742.  '  *  "  ''* 

Obbeey,  Eeul  of,  1621—1679. 

OaBOBKr,  Francis,  •1589—1659.' 

Osoooxf,  Prands  Sargent,  (American),  1812—1850. 

Otwat,  Thoxab,  1651—1685.    CaL  Mai.  Caiue  Marine,  a  Tragedy.^ 

Or.  Orphan^  a  Tragedy. —  Ven.  Pree.  Venice  Preeerved,  a  Tragedy. 
OTKBBtTBT,  Sir  Thomai,  1581-1613.     W.  Wffe,  a  Poem. 

b 
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Paritell,  Thomas,  1679—1718.    //.   Hermit,'~Per,  V.  Pervitesiwn 

VenertM. 
Pegob,  Samuel.  1731—1800. 
Pbbcival,  James  Gates,  (American),  1795 — 1867. 
Peter  Phtdas.    5^  Woloot. 
PHILIP8.  Ambrose,  1671— 1749.   To,  Paatorait, 
Philips,  Catherine,  1631—1664.    Fr^d.  FHendahip,  a  Poem. 
Philips,  John,  167&— 1708.    SpLS,  The  Splendid  ShilUng.-^Cy.  Cyder^ 

a  Poem, 
Piozzi,  Mrs.,  1740-1821. 
POE,  Sdgar  Allan  (American),  1809— 1840* 
PoLLOX,  Bobert,  1799—1827.      Co.  qf  T.   Coune  of  Time, 
PoXFBBT,  John,  1667—1708.       Lo9e  IW.  Love  Triumphant, 
Pope,   Alexander,  1688 — 1744.    Apol,  Apology. — Dun,  Dunciad,^Fl, 

and  Ab,  Etoita  and  Abdard.'-Arbt.  Epitlleto  Arbuihnot,^E.C.  Eenay 

on  CritieUm,—E,  M,  Estay  on  Man, — Im,  Nor,  Imitations  qf  Horace, 

M,  B.  Moral  E$9ay8,^R.  of  L.  Rape  of  the  Lock. — Sat,  Satires  of 

Horace. —  W,  Forest.   Windsor  Forest, 
Pbaed,  Winthorp  Mackworth,  1802—1839. 
Pbiob,  Matthew,  1664—1721.    H.  and  E.  Henry  and  Emma, 
Phootob,  Bryan  Walter,  (pseud,  Barry  CoruwaU),  1790— 1874* 
Pyb,  James  Henry,  1745—1818. 
QUABLES,  Francis.  1592—1644. 
Baleigh,  Sir  Walter,  1552—1618. 
Bakbat.  AUan,  1689—1768.     G.  Shep,  Gentle  Shepherd, 
Bandouph.  Thomas,  1605—1636.    Amyn,  Amynias,  a  Pastoral-^eal, 

Lov.    Jealous  Lover,  a  Comedy, — Jf.  Look.  Glass,    Muse^  looking 

Glass,  d  Drama, 
BrreoN.  Joseph,  1762—1803. 
Boohester,  Earl  of  (John  Wilniot),  1647—1680. 
BoOERS,  Samuel,  1762—1856.    P.  M.  Pleasures  of  Memory,  a  Poem. 
BoBOOE,  William,  1763—1881.    Nu,  h'urse,  a  Poem. 
BOBOOXXOK,  Earl  of,  •1638—1684. 
BowB,  NiohoUw,  1673—1718.      Ami,  Step,   Ambitious  Stepmother,  a 

Tragedy.-^Pair  Pen,  Fair  Penitent,  a  Tragedy,--!,  S,  Jane  Shore,  a 

Tragedy. '^Tamer I.  Tamerlane,  a  Tragedy. 
BussBLL,  Lord  John  (now  Earl),  1792— 1878L 
BowiAiTDS,  Samuel,  •1680— •1663.    K,  qf  C.  Knave  of  Chbs. 
Saoktille,  Charles  (Earl  of  Dorset),  1637—1706. 
Satage,  Bichard,  1698—1743.      Sir  T,  Ov,    Sir  Thomas  Overbury,  a 

Tragedy. 
Scott,  John  (of  Amwell).  1739—1783. 
SOOTT,  Sir  Walter,  1771—1832.      Lady  qfL,  Lady  qfthe  Lake,-~Lay, 

iMy  qfthe  Last  Minstrel,^L,  L   Lord  of  the  Jsks.-^Mar,  Marmion. 

Ro,  Rokeby, 
Sbdley,  Sir  Charles,  1689—1701. 
Sewel,  George.  •1680—1726. 
Shakerley.    See  Uabkiok. 
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Sbakebpxaxb,  •Wmiam,  1564—1616.  Pi^TB:  M'm  W.  M*  WM 
that  EndM  WiU.^Ant.  Cleop.  Antony  and  Oeopctra^—An  Y,  L.  At 
Yon  like  it, — Com.  Er.  Comedy  qf  Erron.-^Corioi,  CknrioUtnui, — 
Cmni.  CymheHne.—Ham.  Hamiet.~-H.JV.  p.  I.  King  Henry  IV., 
Part  Ut.^H.  IV.  p.  2.  King  Henry  IV.,  Fart  Znd.-^H.  V  Kmjg 
Henry  V.—H.  VI.  p.  1.  A'm^  Henry  VI.,  Part  1*<  — ^  V^^-  P-  »• 
King  Henry  VL  Part  2nd.-'H.  VI.  p.  3.  King  Henry  VI.  PartSrd.— 
H.  VIII.  King  Henry  VI H.—KJokn.  King  Jokn.—Lear.  King  Lear. 
— JKc.  //.  King  Richard  II.— Rie.  III.  King  Richard  III.— Jul.  C. 
Jnliue  CtBear.—Lov^e  L.  L.  Lowfe  Labour  Loet.—Maeb.  Macbeth.-^ 
M.for  M.  Meaemre  for  Meaaure.—M.  qf  Ven.  Merchant  of  Venice,—' 
Mer.  W.  Merry  Wivee  qf  Windeor.^Mid.  N.  Mideummer  Nighte 
J)ream.~-M.  Ado.  Much  Ado  about  Nothing.— 0th.  QtheOo.—Peric. 
Perielety  Prince  qf  Tyre.-^Rom.  Borneo  and  Juliet. —Tom.  S.  Taming 
^ the Shrem.— Temp.  Tempeet.'-Timon.  Timonrf Athene. -^TU.Aii^. 
Titus  Andromcue.—TroiL  TVoifta  and  Creeeida.—T.  Nt.  Tw^h 
yight.—Two  G.  Two  Gentlemen  qf  Verona.-^  Wint.  T.  Winter' 9  Tale. 
^PoBXfl:  Pae.  P.  Paaeionate  Pilgrim.— R.  qf  L.  Rape  qf  Lucrece.^ 
Son.  Sonnet9.—V.  and  A.  Venue  and  Adonis. 

BsEFWiELD,  John.    See  Buckingham,  Duke  of. 

Shxllkt,  Percy  BTuhe,  1792—1822. 

Shxvbtons,  William.  1714—1763. 

SttttiDAir,  Bichard  Brinsley,  1751— 1816. 

BniBtKT,  Jamct,  1596— 1666.     H.  P.    Hyde  Park,  a  Comedy.— Wtt. 
Fa.  One.  Witty  Fair  One,  a  Comedy. 

SHiatiT,  WiUiam,  *1700— •1760.    Par.  Parricide,  a  Tragedy. 

BiGOXTBirxY,  Lydia  Huntley,  (American),  1791— 1868, 

Sjcabt,  Chriitopber,  1722—1770. 

Smith,  Edward,  1668—1710. 

81CITH,  Henry,  •1670— •1730.    Pr.  of  P.  Princess  qf  Parma. 

Smith,  Horace,  1780—1849.    R.  A.  Rejected  Addresses. 

Smith,  James,  1775 — 1839. 

Smith,  Mrs.  E.  Oakes,  (American),  •1820— liWng. 

Smith,  William,  •1580— •1630.    Hect.  Hector  in  Germany,  a  Play. 

Smoulbtt,  Tobias,  1721—1771.    Reg.  Regicide,  a  Tragedy. 

SOMBKVILCB.  William,  1692—1742. 

SoiHBBY,  William,  1767— 1833.    Ob.  Oberon. 

Southebks,  Thomas,  1660—1746.  Fat.  M.  Fatal  Marriage,  a  Tra - 
gedy.—Fate  Ckgt.  Fate  qf  Capua,  a  Tragedy. -^Loy.  Bro.  lAyat 
Brother,  a  Tragedy. — Oron.  Oronooko,  a  Tragedy. 

Southsy,  Kobert,  1774—1843.     Carse  A'.  Curse  qf  Kehama, 

Soitthwxll,  Bobert,  1560—1595. 

Sfshseb,  Edmund,  1553—1599.     F.  Q.  Fairie  Queen. 

Sfsvceb,  Hon.  William  Bobert,  1772—1834. 

SFBA0UE,  Charles,  (American),  1791— liying. 

SnLCDroTiXBT,  Bishop  Edward,  1685—1699. 

Stilluioflsbt,  Benjamin,  1700—1771. 

SrsBiJira  or  STiBUNe,  Earl  of,  1580—1640.    Jul.  C.  Julius  Oesar,  a 
Tragedy. 

Stbxbt,  Alfred  B.  (American),  1811— liWnp. 

SrCKUNO,  Sir  John,  1609—1641.     Gobi   Goblins,  a  Comedy. 


XX  ALPHABETICAL  LIST  OT  A17THOB8   QUOTXO. 

Swirm Air,  Joseph,  *1600— *1630»      Woman  H.  TAe  Woman  Hmhr,  a 

Comedy 
Swift,  Jonathan,  1667—1745.     Cad,  Van,  Cadmm  and  Vantita, 
Stdniet,  8ir  PhiUp.  1664—1686. 
Stlyesteb,  Joshua,  1668—1618. 
Talfoiu),  Sir  Thomas  Noon,  1795—1864. 

Tatb,  Nahum,  1652—1715.    Zoy.  Gen,  Loffol  General,  a  Tragedy, 
Tatlob,  John  (Water  Poet),  1580—1654. 
TEinrrsov,  Alfred,  1809— liTing.    Jn  Mem,  In  Memoriam, 
Thoksott,  James,  1700—1748.      jiy,   yigamemnon,  a  Tragedy, — Cajtt, 

Ind.    Casile  of  Indolence, — Cor.   Corioianme,  a  Tragedy, — Ed,  and  EL 

Edward  and  Eleonora^  a  IVagedy. — Jut,  Spr,  Sum.  Wini,   Seaeona, — 

Tan.  and  Sig.  Tknered  and  Sigiemund,  a  Tragedy. 
TiCKELL.  Thomas,  1686—1740. 
I'lOHE,  Mrs.  Mary,  1773—1810. 
ToBiw,  John,  1779—1804. 
TouBVEm,  Pierre  Le,  1736— -1788. 

TsAFF,  Dr.  Joseph,  1679—1747.    jihram,  Ahramukt  a  Tragedy. 
Thumbull,  John,  1750— 1881.    M'FingaU, 
TuKE,  Sir  Simon,  1610—1678.    Adneni.  Tke  Adeentwree  of  Five  Hourei 

a  Comedy. 
TrPFXB,  Martin,  Farquhar,  1810 — ^living. 
Tdbbebtile,  G^rge,  •1580— •leOO. 
TirasBB,  Thomas,   1615— ^ISSO.    Pte,  Hue,    JFme  Hundred  Fointt  of 

Good  Hutbandry. 
Ubquhabt,  Sir  Thomas,  1613—1661. 
Wallsb,  Edmund,  1605—1687. 
Walfole,  Horace,  1717—1797.    Myst,  M,  The  Myeteriom  Mother,  m 

Tragedy, 
Walfole.  Sir  Eobert,  1676—1757. 
Wabe,  Henry,  Jun.  (American),  1794—1848. 
Wabnbb,  William,  1558—1608. 
Watson,  J.  T.  (American),  •1779—1860. 
Wattb,  Alario  Attila,  1797—1864. 
WATI3,  Dfw  Isaac,  1674—1748. 
Websteb,  John,  •ISSO— •1662. 
Wkevbb,  John,  •1576— •1682. 
WniTE,  Henry  Kirke,  1785—1806. 
Whitebxad,  William,  1715—1785. 
Willis,  Nathaniel  Parker,  (American),  1807—1866. 
WiTHSB,  George,  1588—1667. 
WoLCOT,  Dr.  John  {jteemL  Peter  Pindar),  1738—1819. 
WooDBBiDOE,  WiUiam  (American),  1794—1845. 
WooDWOBTH,  Samuel  (American),  1785 — 1843. 
WoEDBWOBTH,  William,  1770—1850.    My  H.  Leape.  My  Heart  Leape, 

— F.  T,  Perianal  Talk.-^Ree.  and  Jndep,  Beeoluiion  and  Independence. 
WoTTOir,  Sir  Henry,  1568—1689. 
Touxa,  Edward,  1684—1765.    Bum.  Butirit,  King  of  Egypt.— L   ef 

F.  Love  of  Fame.—N.  T.  Night  Thoughtt.^keo,  Revenge,  a  Tragedy, 

—  Hro.  the  Brothers,  a  Tragedy, 
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ABDICATION. 

I  give  thiB  hearj  weight  from  off  my  head. 
And  this  uiwieldy  sceptre  from  my  hand, 
The  pride  of  kingly  sway  from  out  my  heart ; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wash  away  my  balm^ 
With  mine  own  hands  I  giye  away  my  crown. 
With  mine  own  tongoe  deny  my  sacred  state. 
With  mine  own  breath  release  all  duty's  rites. 

ABSSVCX.  Shakespeare^  Sio,  /i  XT.  1. 

What  I  keep  a  week  away  t  Seren  days  and  nights  P 
Eight  score  eight  hours  P  and  lover's  absent  hours. 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times  P 
O  weary  reckoning  I  8h,  Oik,  m.  I. 

It  so  falls  out. 
That  what  we  haye  we  prise  not  to  the  worth 
WliUes  we  enjoy  it ;  but,  being  lacked  and  lost. 
Why  dien  we  rack*  the  value.  Sk,  J£,  Ado,  it.  4. 

Absence  not  long  enough  to  root  out  quite 

All  love,  increases  love  at  second  sight        2!  3fojr»  Hemry  il 

Though  sbsent,  present  in  desires  they  be. 
Our  soul  much  further  than  our  eyes  can  see. 

Michael  Drayton, 
Though  lost  to  sight,  to  memory  dear. 

l%e  authorehip  of  ihia  familiar  eayiny  i»  unknown, 
but  itparUdcee  very  much  of  the  preceding  coupUi. 

"FIt  swift,  je  hours,  you  measure  time  in  Tain, 

Till  you  bring  back  Leonidas  again : 

Be  swifter  now  ;  and,  to  redeem  that  wrong. 

When  he  and  I  are  met,  be  twice  as  long.      Dry.  Mar.  alaM, 

Iiove  reckons  hours  for  months,  and  days  for  years ; 

And  every  little  absence  is  an  age.  Dry,  Amphitrion, 

All  flowers  will  droop  in  absence  of  the  sun 

That  wak'd  their  sweets.  Dry.  Aurengzehe, 

Condemn'd  whole  years  in  absence  to  deplore. 

And  image  charms  he  must  behold  no  more.       Pope^  Eloisa. 

•  Overrate. 


2  ABSENCE — ABSTIITEKCE. 

ABSKECE^contintud, 
No  happier  task  these  faded  eyes  pursne ; 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  they  now  can  do.  Pope,  Elcisa. 

Of  all  afBiction  taught  a  lover  yet 

'Tis  sure  the  hardest  science  to  forget !  Pope,  Eloisa, 

Xe  flowers  that  dro(^,  forsaken  by  the  spring ; 

Ye«birds  that,  left  by  summer,  cease  to  sing ; 

Ye  trees  that  fade,  when  autumn  heats  remove. 

Say,  is  not  absence  death  to  those  who  love  ?  Pope* 

Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see, 
My  heart,  untravell'd,  fondly  turns  to  thee ; 
Still  to  my  brother  turns,  with  ceaseless  pain. 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain. 

»  Ooldsmith,  Traveller,  7. 

Not  to  understand  a  treasure's  worth 
Till  time  has  stol'n  away  the  slighted  good, 
Is  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  feel, 
And  makes  the  world  the  wilderness  it  is.      Coieper,  Task,  vi. 

Think'st  thou  that  I  could  bear  to  part 

From  thee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heart  P 

Years  have  not  seen,  time  shall  not  see 

The  hour  ^t  tears  my  soul  from  thee.     B^on,  Bride  of  Ah, 

Wives  in  their  husband's  absences  grow  subtler. 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  iii.  22. 

0  tell  him  I  have  sat  these  three  long  hours. 
Counting  the  weary  beatings  of  the  clock, 
Which  slowly  pornon'd  out  the  promis'd  time 
That  brought  him  not  to  bless  me  with  his  sight. 

Jo.  Baillie,  Bay  nor,  i.  1. 

Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder.      Moore,  Shades  ofE. 

Oh !  couldst  thou  but  know 
With  what  a  deep  devotedness  of  woe 

1  wept  thy  absence — o'er  and  o'er  again 
Thinking  of  thee,  still  thee,  till  thought  grow  pain. 
And  memory,  like  a  drop  that,  night  and  day, 
Falls  cold  and  ceaseless,  wore  my  heart  away ! 

ABRXSXKOS.  ^«^'  ^'^  ^**- 

Yet  abstinence  in  things  we  must  profess, 
Which  nature  fram'd  lor  need,  not  for  excess.  Brovme^  Past 

Against  diseases  here  the  strongest  fence 

Is  the  defensive  virtue  abstinence.  Herrieh,  Aph.  391. 


A^VKBAITOX— ACTIOSr.  3 

ABUJiJ>AHCE. 
Thick  as  autunmal  leayes  that  strew  the  brooks 
Of  Yallombrosa.*  Milton,  Far.  Lo9t,  i.  803. 

ABUSE— M»  Coziai. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old,  and  sere. 
Si-faced,  worse-bodied,  shapeless  every  where ; 
Yidons,  ungentle,  foolish,  blant,  unkind ;  * 

Stigmatical  in  making,  worse  in  mind.       8h.  Com.  Er,  it.  2. 

Than  tbre^,  thou  thimble, 

Hioa  jard,  three-quarters,  half-jard,  quarter,  nail. 
Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter  cricket  thou  t-— 
Away,  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant.     8h.  T»  8.  ly.  3. 
ACdDSHT. 
I  hare  shot  mine  arrow  o*er  the  house. 
And  hurt  my  brother.  8h.  Ham.  T.  2. 

As  the  unthought-on  accident  is  ^[uilty 
Of  what  we  wudly  do,  so  we  protess 
OuzselTes  to  be  the  slaves  of  chajice,  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows.  Sh,  Wint.  T.  iv.  3. 

AOOOUIT. 

No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 

With  all  my  impcorfections  on  my  bead.  8h.  Ham.  i.  5. 

And  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows,  save  Heaven  ?  Ib.m.  3. 

Great  things  thro*  greatest  hazards  are  achieved. 
And  then  uey  shine.  Beaumont,  Loy.  Sub. 

ACnOH— M»  Pronq^tnde. 
Away,  then ;  work  with  boldness  and  with  speed ; 
On  greatest  actions  greatest  dimgers  feed.    Marlotos,  Zutt.  D. 

Whilst  timorous  knowledge  stands  considering, 

Audacious  ignorance  hath  done  the  deed ; 

For  who  knows  most,  the  most  he  knows  to  doubt ; 

The  least  discourse  is  commonly  most  stout.       Jjaniel^  Phil. 

The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them ; 

The  good  is  oft  interrM  with  their  bones.      8h.  Jul.  €.  iii.  3 

Pleasure  and  action  make  the  hours  seem  short.    8h.  0th.  ii.  3. 

For  good. and  evil  must  in  our  actions  meet ; 

Wicked  is  not  much  worse  than  indiscreet.  Donne 

Grood  actions  crown  themselves  with  lasting  bays ; 

Who  well  deserves  needs  not  another's  praise.      Heath,  Clar. 

Of  every  noble  action,  the  intuit 

If  to  give  worth  reward — ^vice  punishment.         B,  ^  JF*.  Capt 

*  A  beautiftil  rale  eighteen  miles  firom  Florence. 

B  2 


4  ACTIOK — A1>TEV. 

Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in  ease, 

Thosecall  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  iliese,Pope,JS.  M,  vrJXL 

The  bo^T  sins  not ;  'tis  the  will 

That  males  the  action  good  or  UL  JSbrriek^  Aphar, 

ACnVITT— M»  Beeision,  Sespateh,  Energy,  Promptitnde. 
If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly.  8k.  Mmo,  i.  7« 

Wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  loss, 
Bat  cheeriy  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 

Take  the  instant  way;  ^''•^^*-  ^^V^^^-^ 

For  emulation  hath  a  thousand  sons, 
That  one  by  one  pursue :  if  you  gire  way. 
Or  edge  aside  from  ihe  direct  forthright, 
Like  to  an  enter'd  tide,  they  all  rush  by, 
And  leave  you  hindmost.  Sk*  TrM.  if  Cre»9.  m.  8. 

Celerity  is  neyer  more  admired 

Than  by  the  negligent.  SJi.  AnL  4f  Cleop,  ni.  7. 

The  wise  and  active  conquer  difficulties, 

By  daring  to  attempt ;  sloth  and  folly 

Sniyer  and  sink  at  sights  of  toil  and  hazard 

And  make  the  impossibility  they  fear.       Bone,  Ami.  8tepm, 

Bun  if  jou  like,  but  try  to  keep  your  breath : 

Work  like  a  man,  but  don't  be  worked  to  death.         Solmeg, 

A0TOB8— Mff  FlayerSb 

Look  to  the  players ;  see  them  well  bestow'd : 

They  are  the  abstract  and  brief  chroniclers  of  the  times. 

Sk,  Sam.  ii.  2. 
They  say  we  live  by  vice :  indeed  'tis  true. 
As  the  physicians  by  diseases  do. 
Only  to  cure  them.  JSemdolj)k, 

Boldly  I  dare  say. 
There  have  been  more  by  us  in  some  one  play 
Laugh'd  into  wit  and  virtue,  than  have  been 
By  twenty  tedious  lectures  drawn  from  sin, 
And  foppish  humours ;  hence  the  cause  doth  rise, 
Men  are  not  won  by  th'  oars,  so  well  as  eyes.         Randolpk. 

iJ)lSU~~te$  Farewell,  Parting. 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  shall  smile ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made.  8k,  Jul,  C  T.  L 


llien  came  the  partmg  honr,  and  wliat  arise 

Wlien  loTen  part — expreasiye  looks,  and  eyes 

Tender  and  tearful — ^many  a  fond  adieu. 

And  many  a  call  the  sorrow  to  renew.  Crabbct  Tales* 

Adieu,  adieu !  my  natiye  shore 
Fades  o'er  the  waters  Uue ; 
Hie  nigfat'winds  sieh,  the  breakers  roar. 
And  sluieks  the  wild  sea-mew. 
Ton  sun  that  sets  upon  the  sea 
We  foUow  in  his  flisht ; 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee. 

My  native  land— f^ood  night.  J^;yivfi,  CA.  S.  1. 13. 

ASKOHIXIOV— M#  Adfise. 

Sum  up  at  night  what  thou  hast  done  by  day ; 
And  in  the  morning  what  thou  hast  to  do. 
Dress  and  undress  thy  soul.    Watch  the  decay. 
And  growth  of  it.    If  with  thy  watch,  that  too 
Be  down,  then  wind  both  ud.    Since  we  shall  be 
Host  surely  judged,  make  tny  accounts  tkf^ree,Herheri,  Ttmp. 

What  could  I  more  P  [76. 

I  wam'd  thee,  I  admonish'd  thee,  foretold 
The  danger,  and  the  lurking  enemy 
That  lay  in  wait ;  beyond  this  had  been  force. 
And  force  upon  free-will  hath  here  no  place.     Milian,  yu.  77. 

Be  wise  with  speed ; 

A  {o6L  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed.  Youngs  Sat.  n.  282. 

ABTJLXEBY. 

What  men  call  gallantry,  and  gods  adultery. 

Is  much  more  common  where  the  climate's  sultty. 

ByroHt  Don  Juan,  i.  63. 

AD'VSBUTT— M»  Affliotien. 

Tis  strange  how  many  unimagin'd  charges 

Can  swann  upon  a  man,  when  once  the  Sd 

Of  the  Pandora  box  of  contumely 

Is  open'd  o'er  his  head.  Shaketpectre,  Poems, 

Such  a  house  broke ! 

So  noble  a  master  fallen !  all  gone  1  and  not 

One  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm. 

And  go  along  with  him.  8k.  TimoUf  n.  2. 

This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affected ; 

A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  sprung 

From  change  or  fortune.  8JL  TVflkw,  y.  3. 

The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  fayourite  flies. 

The  poor  advanced  makes  friends  of  enemies.    Sk.  Ham.  u  i. 8. 


d  ADTSlfBlTT. 

ADVXB8IT7— MM/wuai. 

Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adyenity, 

Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  ana  venomouB, 

Wears  jet  a  precioas  jewe^  in  his  head ; 
'   And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt, 

Finds  tongues  in  trees,  oooks  in  the  running  brooks, 

8ermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  ereiything.       Sh.  A.  Y,  n,  1. 

Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves  and  counsels. 

Be  sure  you  be  not  loose ;  for  those  you  make  friends, 

ABd  giy/yoor  heart,  to.  Vhen  they  once  perceive 

The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 

Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 

But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ye.  Sh,  K,  viu.  ii.  1. 

Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness  ! 

This  is  the  state  of  man ;  to-day  he  puts  forth 

The  tender  leaves  of  hope — ^to-morrow  blossoms. 

And  bears  his  blushing  honours  thick  upon  him ; 

The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost ; 

And  when  he  thinks,  good  easjr  man,  full  surely 

His  greatness  is  a  ripening, — ^nips  his  root. 

And  then  he  falls  as  1  do.  8h,  H.  vuu  iii.  2. 

I  have  touch'd  the  highest  point  of  all  my  greatness ; 

And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  mv  glory, 

I  haste  now  to  my  setting.    I  shall  fall 

Like  a  bright  exhalation  m  tho  evening, 

And  no  man  see  me  more  Sh,  H,  vm.  iii.  2. 

By  adversity  are  wrought 
The  greatest  works  of  admiration, 
And  all  the  fair  examples  of  renown. 
Out  of  distress  and  misery  are  grown.     Danielf  JS,  of  South, 

Love  is  maintained  by  wealth ;  when  all  is  spent, 
Adversity  then  breeas  the  discontent.       Herrick,  Aph.  144. 

Adversity,  sage  useful  guest, 

Severe  instructor,  but  the  best, 

It  is  from  thee  alone  we  know 

Justly  to  value  things  below.  Somerville, 

I  am  not  now  in  fortune's  power : 

He  that  is  down,  can  fall  no  lower.  JBuiler,  Hud. 

Who  has  not  known  ill  fortune,  never  knew 

Himself,  or  his  own  virtue.  Mallet^  Alfred* 

Affliction  is  the  wholesome  soil  of  virtue ; 
Where  patience,  honour,  sweet  humanity, 
Cahn  fortitude,  take  root  and  strongly  flourish.       MaU  Alfr. 
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The  gods  in  bounty  work  up  storms  about  us. 

That  me  mankind  ocscasion  to  exert 

T^eirnidden  strength,  and  throw  out  into  practice 

Virtues  that  shun  me  day,  and  lie  conceal'd 

In  the  smooth  seasons  and  the  cabns  of  life.     AtidUan,Ca(o, 

"Where  is  the  hero  who  ne'er  found  his  equal  P 

Or  which  the  nation  that  can  boast  a  chief 

Who  still  retum'd  victorious  from  the  field  ?       J^rawde,  8a. 

To  exult. 
Even  o'er  an  enemy  oppressed,  and  heap 
Affliction  on  the  amicteo,  is  the  mask 
And  the  mean  triumph  of  a  dastard  souL  Smolleit,  JBe<f, 

In  this  wild  world  the  fondest  and  the  best. 

Are  the  most  tried,  most  troubled,  and  distressed.       Crabife. 

I  have  not  quailed  to  danger's  brow 

When  high  and  happy — ^need  I  now  P  Byron^  Giacur 

Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe. 

Sadder  than  owl-songs  on  the  midnight  blast. 

Is  that  portentous  phrase,  "  I  told  you  so," 

Utter'd  oy  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past. 

Who  'stead  of  saying  whiut  you  now  shouTd  doy 

Own  they  foresaw  tmit  you  would  &11  at  last. 

And  solaice  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  "  honoM  mor^^** 

With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories.  B^frou,  Don  J. 

And  fellow  countrymen  have  stood  aloof—- 

In  aught  that  tries  the  heart,  how  few  withstand  the  proof ! 

Byron,  Ck.  H. 
The  good  are  better  made  by  ill, 

As  odours  crush'd  are  better  still.  Sogers,  Jacqueline 

ADVICB. 

LoTe  thyself  last ;  cherish  those  hearts  that  hate  thee ; 

Ck>miption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace. 

To  silence  enyious  tongues.  S&.  Sen,  vill.  lii.  2. 

Gire  thy  thoughts  no  tongue. 

Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 

Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vul^r. 

The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried. 

Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel : 

Bat  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 

Of  each  hew-hatch'a,  unfledtjed  comrade.  Sh,  Ham.  i.  3, 
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AB  VICX— mnftnuMl 
I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep 
As  watchman  to  mj  heart.  8h.  Sam,  i.  3, 

Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  roice ; 

Take  each  man's  censnre,  but  reserve  thy  judgment.     27i.  i.  3, 

Love  all,  trust  a  few. 
Do  wrong  to  none :  be  able  for  thine  enem^ 
Bather  in  power  than  use ;  and  keep  thy  mend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key :  be  check  d  for  silence, 
But  never  tax'd  for  speech.  8h.  AlVs  W.i.l. 

A  wretched  soul,  bruis'd  with  adversity 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  him  cty ; 
But  were  we  burden'd  with  like  weight  of  pain. 
As  much»  or  more,  we  should  ourselves  complain. 

ak.  Com.  JS.  II.  1. 

I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve.  Sh.  Much  A.  v.  1. 

Learn  to  be  wise,  and  practise  how  to  thrive : 
That  would  I  have  thee  do ;  and  not  to  spend 
Your  coin  on  evety  bauble  that  you  fancy, 
Or  every  foolish  brain  that  humours  you. 
I  would  not  have  you  to  invade  each  place. 
Nor  thrust  yourself  on  a]l  societies. 
Till  men's  affections,  or  your  own  desert. 
Should  worthily  invite  you  to  your  rank. 
He  that  is  so  respectless  in  his  courses. 
Oft  sells  his  reputation  at  cheap  market.  Ben  Jonton, 

Know  when  to  speak — for  many  times  it  brings 

Danger,  to  give  the  best  advice  to  kings.     j£trr\ck^Aph.  245. 

Take  sound  advice,  proceeding  from  the  heart 

Sincerely  yours,  ana  free  from  fraudful  art.  Dryden, 

When  things  go  ill,  each  fool  presumes  to  advise, 

And  if  more  happy,  thinks  himself  more  wise ; 

All  wretchedly  deplore  the  present  state, 

And  that  advice  seems  best  which  comes  too  late.         Sedley, 

Learn  to  dissemble  wrongs,  to  smile  at  injuries. 

And  suffer  crimes  thou  wanst  the  power  to  punish : 

Be  easy,  affable,  familiar,  friendly : 

Search,  and  know  all  mankind's  mysterious  ways ; 

This  is  the  wav,  this  only,  to  be  sue 

In  such  a  world  as  this.  Sowe,  UlyeMea, 
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iSfWUSE—ttmimued, 
No  part  of  condnct  aski  for  skill  more  nice, 
Thoiigh  none  more  coxnxnon,  than  to  give  advice ; 
Misers  themselyes  in  this  will  not  be  saving, 
Unless  their  knowledge  makes  it  worth  the  having ; 
And  where's  the  wonder  when  we  will  obtrude 
A  useless  gift,  it  meets  ingratitade.  SiittingfleeU 

The  assmninf  wit,  who  deems  himself  so  wise. 

As  his  mistaken  patron  to  advise. 

Let  him  not  dare  to  vent  his  dang'roos  thought— 

A  noble  fool  was  never  in  a  fault.  Pope, 

The  worst  men  give  oft  the  best  advice.  Bailey,  Feslus. 

AITABILITT. 

Gtotle  to  me,  and  afiable  hath  been 

Th^  condescension,  and  shall  be  honoured  ever 

With  grateful  memory.  Milton  P.  X.  viil.  248. 

AnXCTATIOV. 

Maids,  in  modesty,  say  No  to  that 

Which  they  would  have  the  profferer  construe.  Ay. 

^e,  fie ;  how  wayward  is  this  foolish  love, 

That  like  a  testy  oabe  will  scratch  the  nurse, 

And  presently,  aU  humbled,  kiss  the  rod !       8k,  Two  G.  i.  2. 

Why  Affectation — ^whj  this  mock  grimace  ? 

Go,  silly  thing,  and  hide  that  simpering  face  ! 

Thy  lisping  prattle,  and  thy  mincmg  gait. 

All  thy  false  mimic  fooleries  I  hate ; 

For  thou  art  Folly's  counterfeit,  and  she 

Who  is  light  foolish  hath  the  better  plea : 

Nature's  true  idiot  I  prefer  to  thee !  Cumberland. 

There  affectation,  with  a  sickly  mien. 

Shows  in  her  cheek  the  roses  of  eighteen.      Pope,  S.  L.  iv.  31 . 

In  man  or  woman,  but  fear  most  in  man. 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 
AU  affectation ;  'tis  niy  perfect  scorn ; 
Object  of  my  implacable  disgust.  Cowper,  Task,  ii.  415. 

AVJfJfiCTlOV—- M»  Friendship,  Love. 

Why,  she  would  hang  on  him. 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on.  Sh.  Ham.  i.  2. 

Affection  is  a  coal  that  must  be  cool'd, 

JUse,  suffer'd,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  fire.  Sk.  Poems, 

Excellent  wretch !  perdition  catch  my  soul 

But  I  do  love  thee  !  and  when  I  love  thee  not 

Chaos  is  come  again.  Sk,  0th.  in.  3. 
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AFFSCnOV'-continued. 
Of  all  the  tyrants  that  the  world  affords, 
Our  own  affections  are  the  fiercest  lords.     JE.  Stirling^Jul.  C 

What  we  lore  too  much. 
The  Heayens  correcting  this  our  zeal,  more  strong 
Thau  our  deyotion  toward  them,  take  from  us.     I^arnell,  If. 

Where  yet  was  eyer  found  a  mother, 

Who'd  giye  her  booby  for  another.  Gay,  Fable  in.  33. 

Fathers  alone  a  father's  heart  can  know, 

What  secret  tides  of  still  enjoyment  flow, 

When  brothers  loye :  but  if  their  hate  succeeds, 

They  wage  the  war ;  but  'tis  the  father  bleeds.  Young, 

The  yirtuous  man  and  honest — he's  my  brother ; 

And  he  alone ;  for  nature  neyer  meant 

By  her  affections  to  engage  our  hearts 

To  yiilany  and  baseness.  Franeis. 

Some  feelings  are  to  mortals  giyen. 

With  less  of  earth  in  them  than  heayen ; 

And  if  there  be  a  human  tear 

From  passion's  dross  refined  and  clear. 

A  tear  so  limpid  and  so  meek, 

It  would  not  stdin  an  angel's  cheek, 

'Tis  that  which  pious  fathers  shed 

Upon  a  duteous  daughter's  head.      8eoU  Isaiy  of  the  Z.  ii.  22. 

There  is  in  life  no  blessing  like  affection ; 

It  soothes,  it  hallows,  eleyates,  subdues. 

And  bringeth  down  to  earth  its  natiye  heayen  : — 

Life  has  naught  else  that  may  supply  its  place.      X.  E.  Landon. 

Years  haye  not  seen — ^time  shall  not  see 

The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee.       Byron,  B,  Ah.  i.  2. 

Each  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes,  like  a  goifi ; 

And  knew  each  brightness  was  but  the  reflection 

Of  their  unchanging  glances  of  affection.  Byron. 

AFFLICnOH— «M  Adversity. 
Let  the  galled  jade  wince,  our  withers  are  unwrun^. 

Heayen  but  tries  our  yirtue  by  affliction ;       ^^'  ^'^^'  "'•  ^' 

As  ofl  the  cloud  that  wraps  the  present  hour 

Seryes  but  to  lighten  all  our  future  days.  Browne, 

When  Proyidence,  for  secret  ends. 
Corroding  cares,  or  sharp  affliction,  sends ; 


We  most  oondade  it  best  it  ilioiild  be  so^ 
And  not  desponding  or  impstient  grow. 

Poif^ret,  To  a  Friend  in  affliction. 

We  bleed*  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  smile — 

The  mind  turns  fool,  before  the  cheek  is  dry.     Young^N.  T.  5 

AiHiction  is  the  good  man's  shining  scene ; 

Prosperity  concMls  his  brightest  ray  ; 

As  night  to  stars,  woe  lustre  gires  to  man.       Young^N.  T.  9. 

He  went,  like  one  that  hath  been  stunn'd. 

And  is  of  sense  fodiom : 

A  sadder  and  a  wiser  man 

He  rose  the  morrow  mom.  CoUridge,  Anet  Mar.  pt.  2. 

To  bear  affronts,  too  great  to  be  forgiyen. 

And  not  have  power  to  punish.  Drgden,  Sp.  Friar. 

Young  men  soon  forgiye,  and  forget  affronts ; 

Old  age  ia  slow  in  both.  Addison,  Cato. 

A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 

Will  not  affront  me,  and  no  other  can    Coieper,  Convers.  191« 

^™"«*-  The  ran  ha.  druiJc 

The  dew  that  lay  upon  the  morning  grass ; 
There  is  no  msuinff  in  the  lofty  elm 
That  canopies  my  awelling,  and  its  shade  ^ 
Scarce  cools  me.    All  is  suent,  save  the  faint 
And  interrupted  murmur  of  the  bee 
Setting  on  the  sick  flowers,  and  then  again 
InstanUy  on  the  wing.  Br^ami, 

AOE— «w  Old  Age,  Years. 

When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out.  Sh.  M,  Ado,  ni.  5. 

Time  hath  not  yet  so  dried  this  blood  of  mine, 

Nor  age  so  eat  up  my  invention, 

Nor  fortune  made  such  havoc  of  my  means, 

Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  so  much  of  friends. 

But  they  shall  find»  awaked  in  such  a  kind. 

Both  strength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind. 

Ability  of  means,  and  choice  of  friends. 

To  quit  me  of  them  thoroughly.  Sh.  M.  Ado,  ly.  1. 

His  silver  hairs 
Willpurehase  us  a  good  opinion. 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds  ; 
It  shall  be  said* — ^his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands.  Sh,  Jul.  C  lUl. 
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A0E — eontinued. 
Manhood,  when  Terging  into  Age,  grows  thonghtfn]. 
Full  of  wise  saws,  and  moral  instances.       8k.  A.  Y,  X.  n.  7. 

I  know  thee  not,  old  man :  fall  to  thy  prayers : 

How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool  ana  jester !     8k.  H.  rr.  it.  5. 

I  am  declin'd  into  the  Tale  of  yean.  Sk.  (Hk.  ni.  3. 

All  ihe  world  's  a  stage. 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players : 
They  have  their  exits  and  their  entrances ; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts, 
His  acts  being  seren  ages.  8k.  A.  Y.  X.  ii.  7. 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 

Her  infinite  yariety ;  other  women 

Cloy  th'  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungry 

Where  most  she  satisfies.  8k,  AjU.  Cleo.  ii.  2. 

You  are  old ; 
Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  yery  yerge 
Of  her  confine.  Sk,  Lear,  ii.  4. 

An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state. 

Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye  ; 

Giye  him  a  little  earth  (or  chariiy !  8k.  Hen,  vin.  ly.  2. 

When  forty  winters  shall  besiege  your  brow. 

And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field. 

Thy  youth's  proud  livery,  so  gazed  on  now. 

Will  be  a  tatter'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held.      8k,  Bom,  y.  1. 

Of  no  distemper,  of  no  blast  he  died. 

But  fell  like  autumn  fruit  that  mellow'd  long, 

Eyen  wonder'd  at  because  he  dropt  no  sooner ; 

Fate  seem'd  to  wind  him  up  for  fourscore  years; 

Yet  freshly  ran  he  on  ten  winters  more. 

Till,  like  a  clock  worn  out  with  eating  time. 

The  wheels  of  weaiy  life  at  last  stood  still.  i>rv<2tf»,G7i.  ly.l. 

Learn  to  liye  well,  or  fairly  make  your  will ; 

YouVe  play'd,  and  loy'd,  and  ate,  and  drank  your  fiU, 

Walk  sober  off,  before  a  sprightlier  age. 

Comes  titt'ring  on,  and  shoves  you  from  the  stage  : 

Leave  such  to  trifle  with  more  grace  and  ease 

Whom  folly  pleases,  and  whose  follies  please.  Pope,  Im,  Hor. 

See  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards ! 

A  youth  of  firolics,  an  old  age  of  cards.       Pope,  M,  Es.  ii.  243. 
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A  Tenerable  as^ct ! 
Age  rits  with  decent  grace  upon  his  ruage, 
And  worthily  become  Ids  silrer  locke : 
He  wears  tlie  marks  of  many  Tears  well  spent. 
Of  yirtue,  troth  well  tried,  and  wise  experience. 

The  hand  of  time  alone  disarms 

Her  fisce  of  its  superfluous  charms ; 

But  adds,  for  everj  grace  resign'd, 

A  thousand  to  adorn  ner  mind.  Broome. 

Shall  our  pale,  wither'd  hands,  be  still  stretch'd  out. 

Trembling,  at  once,  with  eagerness  and  age  P 

With  aT'nce,  and  convulsions,  grasping  luurd  P 

Grasping  at  air ;  for  what  has  earth  beside  P 

Man  wants  but  litUe ;  not  that  little  long ; 

How  soon  must  he  resign  his  rerj  dust, 

"Which  frugal  nature  lent  him  for  an  hour !      Young,  N.  T,  it. 

What  folly  can  be  ranker  P    lake  our  shadows. 

Our  wishes  lengthen  as  our  sun  declines.        Young,  N.  T.  v. 

We  see  time's  furrows  on  another's  brow. 

How  few  themselTes  in  that  just  mirror,  see !      Young,  N,  T,  t. 

O,  sir !    I  must  not  tell  mj  afe. 

They  say  women  and  music  should  never  be  dated. 

Ghldsmitky  She  Stoops,  ill. 

Though  old,  he  still  retain'd 
His  manly  sense,  and  energy  of  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wise  he  was,  but  not  severe ; 
He  still  remember'd  that  he  once  was  young.        Armstrong^ 

An  age  that  melts  with  unperceived  decay. 
And  glides  in  modest  innocence  away ; 
Whose  neaceful  Day  benevolence  endears. 
Whose  Kight  oon^tulating  conscience  cheers ; 
The  generiu  favourite  as  the  general  friend : 
Such  age  there  is,  and  who  shall  wish  its  end  P 

Johnson,  Van.  of  H.  W.  293. 

Tho*  time  has  touch'd  her  too,  she  still  retains 

Much  beauty  and  more  majesty.  Byron. 

Yet  time,  who  changes  all,  had  altered  him 

In  soul  and  aspect  as  in  age :  years  steal 

Pire  from  the  mind  as  vigour  from  the  limb  : 

And  life's  enchanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

Byron  Ch,  Mar.  iii.  8 
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AGS — continued. 
What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  ? 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deepest  on  the  orow  P 
To  Tiew  each  loved  one  blighted  from  life's  page. 
And  be  alone  on  earth  as  I  am  now.  Byron,  Ch.  H,  98. 

AOGBSBWOF. 

You  take  mj  house,  when  jou  do  take  the  prop 

That  doth  sustain  my  house ;  jou  take  mj  fife. 

When  you  do  take  the  ineans  whereby  I  live.  Sh.  M.  VI  ix*  I. 

ALACBITT— «M  Promptitada. 

A  willing  heart  adds  feather  to  the  heel, 

And  makes  the  clown  a  winged  Mercurjr. 
AT.ainr  *fo.  BailUe  D.  M,  iii.  1. 

What's  the  business. 
That  such  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley. 
The  sleepers  of  the  house  r — Speak, — speak !      Sh.Mae,  ii.  3. 

ALEXAVDBinX. 

A  needless  Alexandrine  ends  the  song, 
That,  like  a  wounded  anake,  drags  its  slow  length  alon^. 
ALLSOIAHCZ.  Pop9,  E.  Cnt,  156. 

Allegiance,  tempted  too  far,  is  like 
A  sword  well  tempered  on  an  anvil  tried. 
That  press'd  too  hardly  may  in  pieces  fly : 
An  overburthen'd  trust  may  treach'ry  prove. 
And  be  too  late  repented.  Mauinger. 

AlXXSI^—eet  Solitude. 
Alone  she  sat — alone  !  that  worn-out  word. 
So  idly  spoken  and  so  coldly  heard ; 
Yet  ail  that  poets  sing,  and  grief  hath  known, 
Of  hope  laid  waste,  knells  in  that  word — alone  I      New  Ximon, 

ALPIVE  TBATEL 

Though  sluegards  deem  it  but  a  foolish  chase, 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair, 
The  toilsome  way,  and  Ions,  long  lea^e  to  trace. 
Oh,  there  is  sweetness  in  uie  mountam  air. 
And  life  that  bloated  ease  can  never  hope  to  share. 
ALPS.  JBifron,  Ch.  E,  i.  30. 

Above  me  are  the  Alps, 
The  palaces  of  I^ature,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnacled  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalps. 
And  tnron'd  eternity  in  icy  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  falls 
The  avalanche — ^the  thunderbolt  of  snow  !— 
All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals. 
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4LP8    continued. 
Gather  around  these  tiuninits,  as  to  show 
How  earth  may  pierce  to  HeaTen,  jet  leare  Tain  man  below. 

Byron,  Ch.  H.  iii.  G2. 

Who  first  heholds  the  Alps, — that  might  j  chain 

Of  mountains,  stretching  on  from  east  to  west. 

So  massire,  yet  so  shadowy,  so  ethereal. 

As  to  belong  rather  to  heaven  than  earth — 

But  instantr^  receives  into  his  soul 

A  sense,  a  feeling  that  he  loses  not— • 

A  something  that  informs  him  't  is  a  moment 

Whence  he  may  date  henceforward  and  for  ever.        Sogers, 

AXAZZMEIT— Mv  Astonlshoient    Surprise. 
But  look !    Amazement  on  my  mother  sits ; 
O  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul : 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works.      Sh.  Ham.  iii.  4. 

They  spake  not  a  word ; 
But,  like  dumb  statues,  or  breathless  stones, 
Star'd  on  each  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale. 
AtmoL  S/i.  Bie,  in.  in.  7. 

Pretty !  in  amber  to  observe  the  forms 
Of  hairs,  or  straws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms  !  ' 

The  things,  we  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rtire. 
But  wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there.    Pope,  Ep,  to  Arb, 
AMBmOV—Mi  Fame,  eiory,  Pride.  [169. 

Baleigh,  Fain  would  I  climb,  but  that  I  fear  to  fall. 
Q-  EL  If  thy  mind  fail  thee,  do  not  climb  at  all.  Scott j  Ken,Tiy  ii 

Fling  away  ambition  ; 
By  that  sin  fell  the  angels :  how  can  man  then, 
Tne  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't  ?  8h.  K.  vm,  ni.  2. 

I  have  ventur'd 
Uke  little  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  bladders. 
This  many  summers  in  a  sea  of  glory. 
But  far  bevond  my  depth ;  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me.  Sh.  H.  vm.  in.  2. 

Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates  : 

The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  onr  stars, 

But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings.         Sh.  Jul.  C.  i.  2. 

Lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 

Whereto  the  climber  upward  turns  his  face  ; 

But  when  he  once  attains  the  utmost  ronnd, 

He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 

Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 

By  which  he  did  ascend.  Sh.  Jul.  €.  ii.  1. 
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AMJUTIOV— tfOfi/mMddl 

I  have  no  spur 
To  prick  the  sides  of  my  intent,  bat  onlj 
Vaultinff  ambition,  which  o'erleaps  itself 
And  lalu  on  the  other  side.  S&,  Ma^.  x.  7. 

They  that  stand  high,  haye  many  blasts  to  shake  them ; 
And  if  thej  fall,  they  dash  themselyes  to  pieces.  SU.  JB.  ill,  i.  3. 

Ambition's  monstrons  stomach  does  increase 
By  eatinf^,  and  it  fears  to  starye,  unless 
It  still  may  foed«  and  all  it  sees  deyour. 

Davenamt^  PlayJunue  to  let. 

To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  Hell,  than  serye  in  Heay'n. 

But  what  will  Ambition  and  Beyenge  cm,     .     .   . 

Descend  to  P    Who  aspires,  must  £>wn  as  low 

As  high  he  soar'd,  obnoxious,  first  or  last, 

To  basest  things.    Beyenge,  at  first  thoush  sweet. 

Bitter  ere  long,  back  on  itself  recoils.      Miltou,  P.  Z.  zx.  168. 

Ambition  is  a  lust  that's  neyer  quench'd. 

Grows  more  enflam'd,  and  madder  by  enjoyment. 

Ambition  is  the  dropsy  of  the  soul,  ^' 

Whose  thirst  we  must  not  yield  to,  but  control.  Sedley. 

Ambition !  the  desire  of  actiye  souls, 

That  pushes  them  beyond  the  bounds  of  nature. 

And  eleyates  the  hero  to  the  Gods.  Rowef  Am,  Step. 

Ambition  hath  but  two  steps :  the  lowest, 

Blood ;  the  highest,  enyy.  Lillys  Midas. 

Ambition  hath  one  heel  nail'd  in  hell. 
Though  she  stretch  her  fingers  to  touch  the  heayens.         /ft. 

What  yarious  wants  on  power  attend  I 

Ambition  neyer  gains  its  end. 

Who  hath  not  heard  the  rich  complain 

Of  surfeit  and  corporeal  pain  P 

And  barr'd  from  eyery  use  of  wealth, 

Enyy  the  ploughman's  strength  and  health.       (roy,  FahU,  6. 

Ambition  is  an  idol,  on  whose  wings 

Great  minds  are  carry'd  only  to  extreme ; 

To  be  sublimely  great,  or  to  be  nothing.      Southern,  Lof/.  Bro* 

The  fiery  soul  abhorr'd  in  Catiline, 

In  Decius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  diyine : 

The  same  ambition  can  destroy  or  saye, 

And  make  a  patriot,  as  it  makes  a  knaye.  Pope^  JSs,  M» 


A3CBlTI0ir.  17 

Oh,  sons  of  earth !  attempt  ye  still  to  riso, 

B^  moontainfl  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  skies  ? 

Heaven  still  with  laughter  the  Tain  toil  surreys, 

And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raise.      Pope,  £s.  M. 

Ambition  is  a  spirit  in  the  world. 

That  causes  all  the  ebbs  and  flows  of  nations, 

Keeps  mankind  sweet  by  action :  without  that. 

The  worid  would  be  a  filthy  settled  mod.  Crowne,  Amh.  8taU$m. 

Oh,  were  I  seated  high  as  my  ambition, 

I'd  place  this  naked  foot  on  necks  of  monarchs  ! 

Walpolc,  Myst,  il/. 
The  true  ambition  there  alone  resides. 
Where  justice  vindicates,  and  wisdom  guides  ; 
Where  mward  dignity  joins  outward  state, 
Our  purpose  good,  as  our  achievement  great ; 
Where  public  blessings,  public  praise  attend. 
Where  glory  is  our  motive,  not  our  end : 
Wonldst  thou  be  famed  P  have  those  high  acts  in  view. 
Brave  men  would  act,  though  scandal  would  ensueJ^«ii^,L.^ 

Esme  is  the  shade  of  immortality,  C*^^"* 

And  in  itself  a  shadow.    Soon  as  caught, 

Contemn'd,  it  shrinks  to  nothing  in  the  grasp.     Youmq^  jS>  T. 

UnnomWd  soppliant.  crowd  prefemenf.  gate.  Cm. 

Athirst  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great, 
Delusive  fortune  hears  the  incessant  odl, 
They  mount,  they  shine,  evaporate  and  fall. 

Joktuan,  F.  if.  W, 
This  sov'reign  passion,  scornful  of  restraint, 
Sven  from  Uie  oirth  affects  supreme  command, 
Swells  in  the  breast,  and  with  resistless  force, 
O'erbears  each  gentler  motion  of  the  mind.  Johnson,  Ir, 

Dream  after  dream  ensues, 
And  stin  they  dream  that  they  shall  still  succeed. 
And  still  are  disappointed.  Cowper,  Task,  iii.  127. 

On  the  summit,  see, 
Hie  seals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 
He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  tnem.    At  his  heels, 
dose  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends, 
And  with  a  dext'rous  ierk  soon  twists  him  down, 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn.   Cowper,  T.  i  v .  68. 

Ah !  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame*s  proud  temple  shines  afar, 

Beaitte,  Mint,  1. 1. 
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AKBIXIOK— Mfi/m«Af. 
He  who  ascends  on  mountain-tops,  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow ; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind, 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 

Byron,  Ch.  JR,  in.  4o. 
To  th'  expanded  and  aspiring  soul. 
To  be  but  still  the  thing  it  long  has  been. 
Is  misery,  e'en  though  enthroned  it  were 
Under  the  cope  of  high  imperial  state.      Jo,  BaiWe,  Etkvj.  ^. 

AHSBIOA. 
Poor  lost  America,  high  honours  missing, 
Knows  nought  of  smile  and  nod,  and  sweet  hand -kissing  ; 
Knows  nought  of  golden  promises  of  kings ; 
Ejiows  nought  of  coronets,  and  stars,  and  strings. 

Jt^eter  Finder, 

Who  can,  with  patience,  for  a  moment  see 

The  medley  mass  of  pride  and  misery, 

Of  whips  and  charters,  manacles  and  rights. 

Of  slavmg  blacks  and  democratic  whites.  Moore. 

Well— peace  to  the  land !  may  the  people  at  length, 

Snow  that  freedom  is  bliss,  but  that  honour  is  strength ; 

That  though  man  have  the  wings  of  the  fetterless  wind. 

Of  the  wantonest  air  that  the  north  can  unbind. 

Yet  if  health  do  not  sweeten  the  blast  with  her  bloom, 

Nor  Tirtue's  aroma  its  pathway  perfame, 

Unblest  is  the  freedom  and  dreary  the  flight, 

That  but  wanders  to  ruin  and  wantons  to  blight !  Moore. 

America !  half  brother  of  the  world ! 

With  something  good  and  bad  of  eveiyland ; 

Greater  than  thee  have  lost  their  seat — 

Greater  scarce  none  can  stand.  Bailey,  Fesitts. 

Columbia,  child  of  Britain, — noblest  child ; 

I  praise  the  glowing  lustre  of  thy  youth, 

And  fain  would  see  thy  great  heart  reconciled 

To  lore  the  mother  of  so  blest  a  birth ; 

For  we  are  one  Columbia ;  still  the  same 

In  lineage,  language,  laws,  and  ancient  fame, 

The  natural  nobility  of  earth.  Tapper,  Lyries. 

Thou,  O,  my  country,  hast  thy  foolish  ways, 

Too  apt  to  purr  at  eyery  strangers  praise, — 

But  if  the  stranger  touch  thy  modes  or  laws, 

Off  goes  the  Yelret,  and  out  come  the  claws !  Holmet. 
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AHCBflllBY'-fft  Pddigroe. 
I  hare  no  ums,  no  dusty  monuments ; 
No  broken  images  of  ancestors. 
Wanting  an  ear  or  nose ;  no  forged  tables 
Of  long  descents,  to  boast  false  honours  from.   S,  Jonson, Cat. 

Boast  not  the  title*  of  your  ancestors,  braye  youth ! 

They're  their  possessions,  none  of  yours. 

When  your  own  yirtues  equall'd  have  their  names. 

Twill  oe  but  fair  to  lean  upon  their  fames. 

For  they  are  strong  supporters ;  but  till  then. 

The  greatest  are  but  growing  gentlemen.  Ben  Joiuon, 

Your  Idndred  is  not  much  amiss,  't  is  true. 

Yet  I  am  somewhat  better  bom  than  you.  Dryden, 

The  deeds  of  long-descended  ancestors 

Are  but  by  grace  of  imputation  ours.  Dryden, 

He  that  to  ancient  wreaths  can  bring  no  more 

Form  his  own  worth,  dies  bankrupt  on  the  score.     Cleveland. 

Were  honour  to  be  soann'd  by  long  descent 

From  ancestors  illustrious,  I  could  vaunt 

A  lineage  of  the  greatest,  and  recount 

Among  my  fathers,  names  of  ancient  story. 

Heroes  and  god-like  patriots,  who  subdued 

The  world  by  arms  and  virtue ; 

But  that  be  their  own  praise : 

Nor  will  I  borrow  ment  firom  the  dead. 

Myself  an  undeserver.  Rotoe. 

What  can  ennoble  sots,  or  slaves,  or  cowards  P 

Alas !  not  aU  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards.P(^,j?.Jf.xy.215. 

He  stands  for  fame  on  his  forefather's  feet. 

By  heraldry,  proT*d  valiant  or  discreet !      Yaunff,  X.  K  s.  1. 

Let  high  birth  triumph !  what  can  be  more  great  ? 
I^othing — but  merit  m  a  low  estate.  Young. 

They  that  on  glorious  ancestors  enlarge. 

Produce  their  debt,  instead  of  their  duschargo.  Young 

I  am  one. 

Who  finds  within  me  a  nobility 
That  spurns  the  idle  pratings  of  the  great. 
And  their  mean  boast  of  what  their  lathers  were. 
While  they  themselves  are  fools  effeminate, 
The  scorn  of  all  who  know  the  worth  of  mind 
And  virtue.  Perctpal. 

0  2 
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AHOELS— For  Angeli*  Yiiits,  tee  Hope. 

Hearen  bless  thee ! 
Thou  hast  the  sweetest  fiEuse  I  ever  looked  on ; 
For,  as  I  hare  a  soul,  she  is  an  angel.        S/i.  Hen.  vni.  it.  L 

Fools  nish  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.       Fope^  JB.  C.  624. 

AKOSS— M«  Passion,  Bago,  ToDpor. 

Ajiger's  mj  meat ;  1  snp  npon  myself, 

And  so  shall  starre  with  feeding.  Sh,  Coriol.  it.  2. 

A  woman  moved  is  like  a  fountain  troubled. 

Muddy,  ill-seeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty ; 

And  while  it  is  so,  none  so  dry  or  thirsty 

Will  deign  to  sip  or  touch  one  drop  of  it.  Sh.  Tarn.  8.  2. 

Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foo  so  hot 

That  it  do  sin^e  yourself :  We  may  outrun, 

By  violent  swiftness,  that  which  we  run  at, 

And  lose  by  over-running.    Know  you  not. 

The  fire,  that  mounts  the  liquor  till  it  run  o'er. 

In  seeming  to  augment  it,  wastes  it  P  Sk,  H,  rin.  z.  1. 

AnjB^er  is  Hke 
A  fuU-hot  horse ;  who  bemg  allowed  his  way, 
fielf-mettle  tires  him.  Sh,  H.  vni,  i.  2. 

What  sudden  an^er  's  this  P  how  have  I  reap'd  it  P 

He  parted  frownmg  from  me,  as  if  ruin 

Leap'd  from  his  eyes :  so  looks  the  chafed  lion 

Upon  the  daring  huntsman  that  has  gall'd  him ; 

Then  makes  him  nothing.  Sh,  H.  Vin.  iii.  2. 

]^ever  anger  made  good  guard  for  itself.      Sh.  Ant,  Cleo,  iv.  1. 

Away  to  heaven,  respective  lenity. 

And  fire-eyed  fury  be  my  conduct  now.      Sh.  Bom.  Jul.  ni.  1. 

What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose, 

liie  passion  ending,  doth  ^e  purpose  lose.      Sh.  Ham.  iii.  2. 

O,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth ! 

Then  with  a  passion  would  I  shake  the  world. 

•«r  1   J    -xi-  -  1 V      Sh.  K.  John,  in.  4. 

You  are  yoked  with  a  Iamb, 

That  carries  anjzer  as  the  flint  bears  fire ; 

Who,  much  enforced^  shews  a  hasty  spark. 

And  straight  is  cold  again.  Sh.  Jul.  C.  tv.  3. 

Anger  in  hasty  words  or  blows, 

Its^  dischai^s  on  our  foes.  Waller, 

The  elephant  is  never  won  with  anger ; 

l^or  must  that  man,  who  would  reclaim  a  lion, 

TiJce  him  by  the  teeth.  D/yden,  All  for  Zovt^ 
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AHOTCH  -  rmtmuei. 

With  fierf  ejes,  and  witli  oontncted  brows» 

He  coin'd  bis  face  in  the  severest  stamp, 

And  fuiy  shook  his  fabric  like  an  earthquake. 

He  heaved  for  vent,  and  burst  like  bellowing  ^tna. 

In  sounds  scarce  human.  Drydmt, 

There  is  a  fatal  Fury  in  jour  visage, 

It  blazes  fierce,  and  menaces  destniction.        Bowct  Fair  P. 

When  anger  rushes,  unrestrain'd  to  action. 

Like  a  hot  steed,  it  stumbles  in  its  way ; 

The  man  of  thought  strikes  deepest,  and  strikes  safest. 

Savage^  Sir  T.  Oo. 
His  eyes  like  meteors  roll'd,  then  darted  down 
Their  red  and  angry  beams  ;  as  if  his  sight 
Would,  like  the  raging  dog-star,  scorch  the  earth. 
And  kindle  rivers  in  ite  course.  Congreve, 

Those  hearts  that  start  at  once  into  a  blaze. 
And  open  all  their  rage,  like  summer  storms 
At  once  discharged  grow  cool  again  and  calm. 

C.  Johntont  Medea, 

And  her  brow  clear'd,  but  not  her  troubled  eye ; 

The  wind  was  down  but  stiU  the  sea  ran  high.      JByron,  2>.  J*. 

Loud  complaint,  however  angrily 

It  shakes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  bo  feared, 

And  less  distrusted.  Byron,  Doge  V, 

Oh !  Anger  is  an  evil  thing. 

And  spous  the  fairest  face, — 

It  cometh  like  a  rainy  cloud 

Upon  a  sunny  place. 

One  angry  moment  often  does 

What  we  repent  for  years ; 

It  works  the  wrong  we  ne'er  make  right 

By  sorrow  or  by  tears.  ^iza  Cook. 

AHGIIHG. 

The  pleasant'st  angling  is  to  see  the  fish 

Cut  with  her  eolden  oars  the  silver  stream, 

And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait.     8h.  M,  Ado,  m.  1. 

Give  me  mine  angle ;  we'll  to  the  river  there. 
My  music  playing  far  off*,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finned  fish ;  my  bended  hooks  shall  pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws.  Sh,  Ant.  4*  Cleop.  in.  6. 

AHTBCEDSHT8. 

Men  so  noble. 
However  faulty,  yet  should  find  respect 
Eor  what  they  have  been ;  't  is  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  falhng  man.  Sh.  H.  TUU  v.  3. 
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AHnCIPATZOV. 

Whjr  Bhonld  we 
Anticii>ate  our  sorrows  ?  't  is  like  those 
Who  aie  for  fear  of  death.  Denham. 

Peace,  brother,  be  not  OTer-exc[iiisite 

To  cast  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils ; 

For,  grant  thej  be  so,  while  they  rest  unknown, 

What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grief, 

And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid  ?      Milton^  Com, 

To  swallow  gudgeons  ere  they're  catched. 
And  count  their  chidcens  ere  they're  hatched. 
AOTIPAIOT.  Butler  Sud.ni.l. 

Some  men  there  are  love  not  a  gaping  pig ; 

Some  that  are  mad  if  they  behold  a  cat. 

Masterless  passion  sways  it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes  or  loatiies.  SA.  M.  Ten.  it.  1. 

Ask  you  what  provocation  I  have  had  P 

The  strong  antipathy  of  good  to  bad.  Pope. 

AHTUlirABT— AHnQVITT. 

They  say  he  sits 
AU  day  in  contemplation  of  a  statue 
With  ne'er  a  nose ;  and  dotes  on  the  decay. 
With  greater  love  than  the  self-loved  Narcissus 
Did  on  his  beauty.  Skak^  Marmion^  Aniiq. 

What  toil  did  honest  Curio  take, 

What  strict  inquiries  did  he  make. 

To  get  one  medid  wanting  yet, 

And  perfect  all  the  Boman  set ! 

'T  is  found !  and  oh  I  his  happy  lot ! 

'T  is  bought,  locked  up,  and  lies  forgot !      Prior,  Alma,  e.  2. 

How  his  eyes  languish !  how  his  thoughts  adore 

That  painted  coat,  which  Joseph  never  wore ! 

He  shews,  on  holidays,  a  sacred  pin. 

That  touch'd  the  run,  that  touch  d  queen  Bess's  chin. 

JTounff,  Love  of  P*  IV.  12*), 

lUre  are  the  buttons  of  a  Soman's  breeches. 

In  antiquarian  eyes  surpassing  riches  : 

!Rare  is  each  crack'd,  black,  rotten,  earthen  dish. 

That  held  of  ancient  Some  the  flesh  and  flsh.      Peter  Pindar. 


But  human  bodies  are  sic  fools. 

For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools. 

That,  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them. 

They  make  enow  themsels  to  vex  them.  Burns, 
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APAXKT. 

A  man,  whose  blood 

Is  Tcry  snow  broth ;  one  who  neyer  feels 

The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  the  sense  : 

Bat  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 

With  profits  of  the  mind,  study  and  fiut.  8k,  M.for  Jf.  i.  5! 

AFPABinOV. 

Ther  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 

Of  norrid  apparition,  tall  and  ghostly. 

That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  stand 

O'er  some  new-open'd  grare,  and  (strange  to  tell,) 

Eyanishes  at  crowing  of  the  cock.  Blair,  Grave, 

APOL0CF7. 

Forgive  me,  Valentine :  if  hearty  sorrow 

Be  a  sufficient  ransom  for  offence, 

I  tender  it  here  ;  I  do  as  truly  suffer 

As  e'er  I  did  offend.  Sh.  Two  G,  t.  4. 

I  know  the  action  was  extremely  wrong ; 

I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it ; 

But  I  detest  all  fiction,  eyen  in  song. 

And  so  must  tcU  the  truth,  howe'er  you  blame  it. 

Bvrott,  Don  Juan, 
APPABBL. 

Through  tatter'd  clothes  small  yicea  do  appear : 

Bobeg  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.    Plate  sm  with  gold. 

And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks  ; 

Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  doth  pierce  it.     Sh,  Lear,  iv.  6. 

Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor. 

For  t  is  the  mind  tluit  makes  the  body  rich : 

And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest  clouds, 

So  honour  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit.      Sh.  Tarn,  S.  iy.3. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy. 

But  not  expressed  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy : 

For  the  apparel  oft  prochums  the  man.  Sh,  Ham,  i.  3« 


I  haye  done  the  state  some  seryice,  and  they  know  it, 

^o  more  of  that ;  I  pray  you  in  your  letters. 

When  you  bIiaII  these  unlucky  deeds  relate. 

Speak  of  me  as  I  am,  nothing  extenuate, 

^or  set  down  aught  in  malice.  Sh,  0th,  y.  2 

APPBAKA3ICB8. 

All  that  glisters  is  not  gold. 

Gilded  tombs  do  worms  infold.  Sh.  Mer,  V,  ii.  7 
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AFPSAXAVCS8--«ofi<mtMdl 

There  is  a  fair  behayioor  in  thee,  captain ; 

And  thouffh  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 

Doth  oft  close  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 

I  will  believe,  thou  hast  a  mind  that  suits 

With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  character.       8k.  Tw.  N.  i.  2. 

That  gloomy  outside,  like  a  rustv  chest. 

Contains  the  shining  treasure  oi  a  soid 

Eesoly'd  and  brave.  Dryden,  Don  Sehcutian, 

Appearances  to  save,  his  only  care ; 

So  things  seem  right  no  matter  what  they  are. 

Ckurehill,  Sosciad. 
By  outward  show  let's  not  be  cheated ; 
An  ass  should  like  an  ass  be  treated.         Qay,  pt.  2.  JFable  ii- 

T  is  not  the  fairest  form  that  holds 

The  mildest,  purest  soul  within ; 

'T  is  not  the  richest  plant  that  folds 

The  sweetest  breath  of  fra^*ance  in.  S.  Dawes, 

^  Appearances  deceive, 
And  this  one  maxim  is  a  standing  rule. 
Men  are  not  what  they  seem.  Havard,  Scanderheg. 

Your  thief  looks  in  the  crowd. 
Exactly  like  the  rest,  or  rather  better ; 
'Tis  only  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  dungeon. 
That  wise  men  know  your  felon  by  Ins  features. 

Byron ^  Werner^  n.  1. 
Full  many  a  stole  eye  and  aspect  stem 
Masks  hearts  where  grief  has  little  left  to  learn ; 
And  many  a  withering  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost. 
In  smiles  that  least  befit,  who  wears  them  most. 

Byrwh  Corsair. 
How  little  do  they  see  what  is,  who  fame 
Their  hasty  judgments  upon  that  which  seems.  Southey. 

Within  the  oyster's  shell  uncouth 

The  purest  pearl  may  bide  :— 

Trust  me,  you'll  find  a  heart  of  truth 

Within  that  rough  outside.  Mrs.  Osgood. 

APPBIITE. 

Our  stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  savoury.  Sh.  Cymh.  iii.  6- 

Now,  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite ; 

And  health  on  both.  Sh.  Mach.  in.  4. 
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Whj,  she  wonld  bang  on  him, 
As  if  mciease  of  appetite  liad  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on.  Sh.  Sam,  i.  2. 

His  thirst  he  slakes  at  some  pure  neighbouring  brook, 

HfoT  seeks  for  sance  where  appetite  stands  cook. 

ChurchilU  Gotham,  iii. 

AP0BXA8T. 

Think  on  th'  insolting  scorn,  the  conscious  pangs, 

The  futore  miseries  uiat  await  the  apostate ; 

So  shall  timidity  assist  thy  reason,      • 

And  wisdom  into  virtue  turn  thy  frailty.  Dr.  Johnson. 


ohm  SeUm  y,  I.  2. 


But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 
To  whom  I  do  appeal ! 
ATFLAirflB. 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo. 
That  should  applaud  again.  Bh,  3facb,  v.  3. 

Such  a  noise  arose 
As  the  shrouds  make  at  sea  in  a  stiff  temnest. 
As  loud  and  to  as  many  tunes, — hats,  cloaks, 
Doublets,  1  tldnk  flew  up ;  and  had  their  faces 
Been  loose,  tlus  day  they  had  been  lost.    Sh.  Hen.  rni.  vi.  1. 

Sings  fight  for  empire,  madmen  for  applause.  Dry  den. 

Applause 
Waits  on  success ;  the  fickle  multitude, 
like  the  light  straw  that  floats  alone  the  stream. 
Glide  with  the  current  still,  and  follow  fortune. 

T.  Franeklin,  Earl  of  Warwick. 
Oh  popular  applause !  what  art  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet,  seducing  charms  P  Cinpper,  Task, 
ABffUlOEHT.  [ii.  481. 

O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion. 

He  that  complies  agiunst  his  will. 
Is  of  his  own  opinion  still.. 

He'd  undertake  to  prove,  by  force 

Of  argument,  a  man's  no  horse. 

He  prove  a  buzzard  is  no  fowl. 

And  that  a  lord  may  be  an  owl, 

A  calf  an  alderman,  a  goose  a  justice, 

And  rooks  committee-men  and  trustees.  Butler,  i.  75. 

fieproachful  speech  from  either  side 

The  want  of  ar^pment  supplied ; 

Qliey  rail'd,  revd'd — as  often  ends 

The  contests  of  disputing  friends.  Oay,  Fable  1& 


8h.  0th.  II.  1. 
Butler,  ni.  3,  547. 
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Be  calm  in  arguinfr :  for  fierceness  makes 

Error  a  fault,  and  tmth  discourtesy.  HerherU 

Like  doctors  thus,  when  much  dispute  has  past. 

We  find  our  tenets  just  the  same  at  \BiAt,PopefMor.E.  iii.  15. 

Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree. 
And  soundest  cvsuists  doubt,  like  you  and  me. 

Pope,  Mor.  En  rii.  L 
Who  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  still  went  on  refining. 
And  thought  of  convincing,  while  they  thought  of  dining. 

Goldtmitb^  BetaU 
In  arguing,  too,  the  parson  owned  his  skill, 
For  e  en  uiough  ranquished,  he  could  argue  still ; 
While  words  of  learned  length  and  thundering  sound 
Amazed  the  gazing  rustics  ranged  around ; 
And  still  they  gazed,  and  still  tne  wonder  grew 
That  one  small  head  could  cany  all  he  knew. 
ABISTOCRACfT.  Goldsmith.  Des,  ViL  211. 

'lis  £romhigh  life  high  characters  are  drawn ; 
A  saint  in  crape  is  twice  a  saint  in  lawn.      Pope,  E.  M,  1. 185. 

ASKT— fM  Boldisrs.    War.    Warrior. 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working-daj : 
Our  gayness,  and  our  gilt,  are  all  be-smirch'd 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field. 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host.       Sh.  S.  v.  iv.  3, 

A  braver  choice  of  dauntless  spirits. 
Than  now  the  Enghsh  bottoms  have  wulb  o'er, 
Did  never  float  upon  the  swelling  tide.       Sk,  JT.  John,  ii.  1. 

Hemember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal ; — 
A  sort  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  run-aways, 
A  scum  of  Bretagnes,  and  base  lackey  peasants. 
Whom  their  o'er- cloyed  country  vomits  forth 
To  desperate  ventures  and  assur'd  destruction. 

Sk,  Eic.  ni,  V.  VL. 
ABT— ABTZ8T. 
In  framing  artist,  art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed.         Sh.  Per,  ii.  3 

The  whole  world  without  art  and  dress 

Would  be  but  one  great  wilderness.  Butler, 

His  pencil  was  striking,  resistless,  and  grand ; 
His  manners  were  gentle,  complying,  and  bland ; 
Still  bom  to  improve  us  in  every  part. 
His  pencil  our  faces — ^his  manners  our  heart. 

Goldsmith,  Eetaltation  on  Sir  Joshua  Eetfnolds. 
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For  though  I  miist  confess  an  artist  can 
GontriTe  things  better  than  another  man, 
Yet  when  the  task  is  done,  he  finds  his  pains 
Sought  but  to  fill  his  belly  with  his  brains. 
Is  this  the  gaerdon  due  to  liberal  arts, 
T*  admire  tne  head  and  then  to  starve  the  parts  P 
ABTHIGE.  Ladjf  Alimony^  a  Com,  1659. 

A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain. 

As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain  ; 

And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot, 

Solemnity's  a  cover  for  a  sot, 

I  find  the  fool  when  I  behold  the  screen. 

For  *t  18  the  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen.  Youngt  Love  ofF. 
AKKn. 

What  star  I  know  not,  but  some  star  I  find. 

Has  given  thee  an  ascendant  o'er  my  mind.  Dryden, 

ABCEIJC. 

In  hope  to  merit  heaven,  by  making  earth  a  hell.  Byratit  C.H. 

AsnBjmov.  [i.  20. 

Tib  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  Rait ; 
He  rises  on  the  toe  ;  that  spirit  of  his 
In  aspiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth.  Sh.  Trail.  ly.  5. 

Longings  sublime,  and  aspirations  high.  Byron, 

A8SUBAVCS. 

Ill  make  assurance  double  sure, 

And  take  a  bond  of  fate.  8h,  Maeh,  iv.  1. 

ABTOHUHHJUT— M»  Amasement    Surprise.   Fear. 

It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble. 

When  the  most  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 

Their  dreadful  her^ds  to  astonish  us.  Sh.  Jul,  C,  i.  3. 

Why  stand  you  thus  amaz'd  P  methinks  your  eyes 
Are  fix'd  in  meditation ;  and  all  here 
Seem  like  so  many  senseless  statues ; 
As  if  your  souls  liad  sufier'd  an  eclipse 
Betwixt  your  judgments  and  affections. 

Swetnamf  Woman  Hour, 
Prepare  to  hear 
A  story  that  shall  turn  thee  into  stone ; 
Could  there  be  hewn  a  monstrous  gap  in  natoroi 
A  flaw  made  through  the  centre  by  some  god, 
^Rirough  which  the  groans  of  ghosts  might  strike  thy  ear, 
Iliey  would  not  wound  thee,  as  this  stoiy  wiU.      Lee^  (Bdip* 

Awtnmnh'd  at  his  Toice  he  stood  amazed. 

And  flU  acoond  with  inward  horror  gazed.  Adduofi. 
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Hear  it  not,  ye  stars ! 
And  thou,  pale  moon !  turn  paler  at  tlie  sound. 

Youn^,  JV.  T.  in. 
With  wild  surprise, 
Ab  if  to  marble  struck,  devoid  of  sense, 
A  stupid  moment  motionless  she  stood.       Tkonuim,  Summer, 

A8TB0V0XEB8. 

Tliese  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights, 
That  give  a  name  to  eyerr  fixed  star, 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  shining  nights, 
Than  those  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 

8h,  Love's  X.  X. 
ASTBOVOITT. 
Devotion!  daughter  of  astronomy ! 
An  undevout  astronomer  is  mad.  Young,  N.  T,  ix. 

ATHEISK. 

Yirtue  in  distress,  and  vice  in  triumph. 
Make  Atheists  of  mankind.  Dry  den,  Cleomenea. 

Atheist,  use  thine  eyes, 
And  having  viewed  the  order  of  the  skies, 
Think,  if  thou  canst,  that  matter  blindly  hurPd 
Without  a  guide,  should  frame  the  wonorous  world.      Creech, 

By  night  an  Atheist  half  believes  a  Grod.     Young, N,  T.  T.  177. 

Forth  from  his  dark  and  lonely  hiding-place, 

(Portentous  sight  I)  the  owlet  Atheism, 

Sailing  on  obscene  wings  athwart  the  noon. 

Drops  his  blue-fringed  lids,  and  holds  them  close. 

And  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun  in  Heaven, 

Oriet  out,  "Where  is  itP"  Coleridge,  Fears  in  Solitude. 

"  There  is  no  God,"  the  foolish  saith — 

But  none,  **  there  is  no  sorrow :" 

And  Nature  oft  the  cry  of  Faith 

In  bitter  need  will  borrow. 

Eyes  which  the  preacher  could  not  school. 

By  way-side  graves  are  raised ; 

And  lips  say  "  God  be  pitiful," 

That  ne'er  said  "  God  be  praised."  3fr9,  Browning* 

ATHEV8. 

Ancient  of  days !  august  Athena !  where, 

Where  are  thy  men  of  might  P  thy  grand  in  soul  P 

G<me~-glimmerinff  through  the  dream  of  things  that  were. 

First  in  the  race  that  led  to  gloiy's  goal. 

They  won,  and  pass'd  away.  Hyron,  Ch»  XT.  n.  8. 


r 


▲TTEHTIOy— AUTHORITY.  29 

AITXHTEOV. 

My  soul  is  wrapp'd  in  dreadful  expectation, 

And  listens  to  tnee,  as  if  Fate  were  speaking.  JDvrJtam, 

As  I  Jisten'd  to  thee. 
The  bappy  lionrs  pass'd  by  ns  nnperoeived ; 
So  was  my  soul  fix'd  to  the  soft  enchantment.  J2oim« 

AvononsB. 

And  much  more  honest,  to  be  hired,  and  stand 
With  anctionaiy  hammer  in  thy  hand, 
ProYokinff  to  give  more,  and  knocking  thrice. 
For  the  old  household  stuff  of  picture  s  price.  Dryden. 

AUBIT. 

He  took  my  father  ffrossly,  full  of  bread. 

With  all  his  crimes  oroad  blown,  and  flush  as  May ; 

And  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows  saye  heaven  ? 

8k.  Ham.  ui.  8. 
I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  nour  of  all. 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran.  8h.  Coriol,  1. 1. 

AUTJUUTlCXTy. 

Nor  does  it  follow,  'cause  a  herald 
Can  make  a  gentleman  scarce  a  year  old. 
To  be  descended  of  a  race 
Of  ancient  kings  in  a  small  space, 
That  we  should  all  opinions  hold 

Authentic,  that  we  can  make  old.  Butler,  n.  3. 679. 

AVTELOBim. 

Man,  proud  man, 
Drest  in  a  little  brief  authority. 
Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assur'd, 
His  glassy  essence— like  an  angry  ape. 
Plays  sucn  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven 
As  make  the  angels  weep  !  8k,  M,fbr  M,  ii.  2. 

Thou  hast  seen  a  farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar  P 
And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur  ? 

Tbere  thou  might' st  behold  the  great  image  of  authority : 
a  dog  's  obeyed  in  office.  Sh.  Lear,  iv.  6. 

A  man  in  authority  is  but  as 

A  candle  in  the  wmd,  sooner  wasted 

Or  blown  out,  than  under  a  bushel.        BficM*^JF.  Four  P. 

Not  from  grer  hairs  authority  doth  flow. 

Nor  from  Dald  heads,  nor  from  a  wrinkled  brow ; 

But  our  past  life,  when  virtuously  spent. 

Must  to  our  age  those  happy  fruits  present.  Denian* 


80  AUTHOBIIT— iLlTTHOBa. 

AUTHOBITT—  eoHtinued, 
Authority  intoxicates, 
And  makes  mere  sots  of  magistrates ; 
Tlie  fnmes  of  it  invade  the  brain. 
And  make  men  giddy,  proadand  yain : 
By  this  the  fool  commands  the  wise, 
The  noble  with  the  base  complies. 
The  sot  assumes  the  rule  of  wit. 
And  cowards  make  the  brave  submit.  Butler,  MUe-  2Vi. 

AtJTHOSS— Mt  Books. 

How  many  great  ones  may  remember'd  be. 
Which  in  their  days  most  famously  did  flourish, 
Of  whom  no  word  we  hear,  nor  sign  now  see, 
But  as  things  wip'd  out  with  a  sponge  do  perish. 

Spenser,  Buins  qf  T^me. 
Let  authors  write  for  glorv  or  reward. 
Truth  is  well  paid,  when  sue  is  sung  and  heard.      Bp.Corbet 

Much  thou  hast  said,  which  I  know  when 

And  where  thou  stol'st  from  other  men ; 

Whereby  'tis  plain  thy  light  and  gifts 

Are  all  but  plagiary  shifts.  Butler,  Sudihras. 

No  author  ever  spared  a  brother ; 

Wits  are  gamecocks  to  one  another.  Chxy,  FahU  10. 

Authors  are  judg'd  by  strange  capricious  rules. 

The  great  ones  are  thought  mad,  the  small  ones  fools ; 

Yet  sure  the  best  are  more  severely  fated, 

For  fools  are  only  laughed  at — ^wits  are  hated. 

Blockheads  with  reason  men  of  sense  abhor ; 

But  fool  'gainst  fool  is  barb'rous  civil  war. 

Why  on  Si  authors  then  should  critics  fall. 

Since  some  have  writ  and  shewn  no  wit  at  all  P  Pope. 

Authors  alone,  with  more  than  savage  rage. 

Unnatural  war  with  brother  authors  wage.      Pope,  Apol,  27. 

An  author !  't  is  a  venerable  name ! 

How  few  deserve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim ! 

Unblest  with  sense  above  their  peers  refined. 

Who  shall  stand  up,  dictators  to  mankind  P 

Nay,  who  dare  shine,  if  not  in  virtue's  cause. 

That  sole  proprietor  of  just  applause  P  Young 

Some  write,  confin'd  by  physic ;  some,  by  debt ; 
Some,  for  'tis  Sunday ;  some,  because  'tis  wet ; 
Another  writes  because  his  father  writ. 
And  proves  himself  a  bastard  by  his  wit. 

Young,  Bp*  to  Pope,  e.  1. 
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AVTHOBS— «0ft/ifN(Mf. 

Deisn  on  the  vusing  world  to  tarn  tMne  eyes, 

Ana  pause  awnile  from  letters  to  be  wise, 

There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar  s  life  assail, 

Toil,  enrj,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jail ; 

See  nations  slowly  wise,  and  meanly  just. 

To  buried  merit  raise  the  tardy  bnst.    Johnson,  F.  S,  W.  159. 

We  that  live  to  please,  must  please  to  lire. 

Dr.  Johnson,  Prologue, 

Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars  and  feats. 

Of  heroes  little  known,  and  call  the  rant 

An  history.    Describe  the  man,  of  whom 

His  own  coerals  took  but  little  note, 

And  paint  his  person,  character  and  riews, 

As  they  had  known  him  from  his  mother's  womb. 

Covopsr,  TasJc,  ui.  130. 

IT'one  bnt  an  author  knows  an  author's  cares. 
Or  fancy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bears. 

CowpeVi  Prog.  ofE.  616. 

Without,  or  with,  offence  to  firiends  or  foes, 

I  sketch  the  world  exactly  as  it  goes.  Bgron^  Don  Juan. 

lis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print ; 
A  book's  a  book,  although  there's  nothing  in  *t. 

Byron,  JSng.  B.  51. 

AUIHOBSHIF— <M  Poems. 

He  that  writes. 
Or  makes  a  feast,  more  certainly  invites 
His  judges  than  his  friends ;  there's  not  a  guest 
But  will  find  something  wanting,  or  ill-drest. 

Howard,  Surpr.  Prologue. 

Of  all  those  arts  in  which  the  wise  excel, 
Katuro's  chief,  masterpiece  is  writing  well. 

Sheffield,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  JS.  P. 
Let  authors  write  for  glory  or  reward. 
Truth  is  well  paid,  when  she  is  sung  and  heard.    Bp,  Corbet, 

This  I  hold 
A  secret  worth  its  weight  in  gold 
To  those  who  write  as  I  write  now ; 
Not  to  mind  where  they  go,  or  how,— ^ 
Through  ditch,  through  bog,  o'er  hedge  and  stile ; 
Make  it  bnt  worth  the  reader's  while, 
And  keep  a  jmssage  fair  and  plain. 
Always  to  bring  mm  back  again.  Churdiill, 


M  AUTHOBSHIP — XVTTSUII. 

ATJTH0B8HIP — continued. 
One  hates  an  author  that's  all  author,  fellows 
In  foolscap  uniform  tum'd  up  with  ink ; 
So  very  anxious,  clever,  fine  and  jealous, 
One  don't  know  what  to  say  to  them,  or  think, 
Unless  to  puff  them  with  a  pair  of  bellows ; 
Of  coxcombry's  worst  coxcombs,  e'en  the  pink 
Are  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper. 
These  unquench'd  snuffings  of  the  midnight  taper.  JSeppo,  7^. 

But  erery  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days. 

His  wondrous  journey  to  some  foreign  court, 

And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise ; 

Death  to  his  pubfisher,  to  him  'tis  sport.  Bjft-on,  J),  Jl  v.  52m 

Our  doctor  thus,  with  stuff'd  sufficiency 

Of  all  omnigenous  omnisciency, 

Began  (as  who  would  not  begin, 

That  had  like  him  so  much  within  P) 

To  let  it  out  in  books  of  all  sorts. 

Folios,  quartos,  large  and  small  sorts.  Moore. 

Some  steal  a  thought. 

And  dip  it  round  the  edge,  and  challenge  biwi 

Whose  twas  to  swear  to  it.  Bailey^  Festmg, 

AUTUJOI. 
Not  Spring  or  Summer's  beauty  hath  such  grace 
As  I  hiEiye  seen  in  one  autumnal  face.  Donne, 

Thrice  happy  time. 
Best  portion  of  the  yarious  year,  in  which 
Nature  rejoiceth,  smiling  on  her  works, 
Loyely,  to  full  perfection  wrought.  Phillips,  Cider,  b.  2. 

*TEs  past !  no  more  the  Summer  blooms ! 

Ascending  in  the  rear. 

Behold,  congenial  Autumn  comes. 

The  Sabbath  of  the  year ! 

What  time  thy  holy  whispers  breathe, 

The  pensive  evening  shade  beneath. 

And  twilight  consecrates  the  floods ; 

While  nature  strips  her  garment  gay. 

And  wears  the  verdure  of  decay, 

O,  let  me  wander  through  the  sounding  woods !  Lo^em 

Season  of  mist  and  mellow  fruitfulness  ! 

Close  bosom  friend  of  the  maturing  sun ; 

Conspiring  with  him  how  to  load  and  bless 

With  fruit  the  vines  that  round  the  thatch-eaves  run ; 

To  bend  with  apples  the  moss'd  cottage  trees, 

And  fill  all  frait  with  ripeness  to  the  core.  KtaU^ 


AYASIGE— «M  CovttooiBMi. 

When  aU  sins,  are  old  in  us, 
And  go  upon  erutches,  coyetousness 
Poes  out  then  lie  in  her  cradle.       JDeiher,  Soneit  Wk,  j9. 2. 

The  rule,  get  money,  stiU  get  money,  boy, 

Ko  matter  by  what  means.      Sen  Jousont  Soerj^  Man,  n.  3. 

What  less  than  fool  is  man  to  prog  and  pjot. 

And  lavish  out  the  cream  of  all  his  care, 

To  gain  poor  seeming  goods  which,  being  got, 

Ma£e  finn  possession  but  a  thoroughfare  ; 

Or,  if  they  8tay»  they  furrow  thougnts  the  deeper ; 

And  being  kept  with  care,  they  lose  their  careful  keeoer. 

Quarles, 
That  cos'ning  yice,  although  it  seems  to  keep 
Our  wealth,  debars  us  from  possessing  it. 
And  makes  us  more  than  poor.  Jftfy,  Old  Couple, 

But  the  base  miser  starres  amidst  his  store. 

Broods  o*er  his  gold,  and  griping  still  at  more. 

Sits  sadly  pining,  and  belieres  he's  poor.  Drydtn, 

And  hence  one  master  passion  in  the  breast, 

Like  Aaron's  seipent,  swallows  up  the  rest.  Pope,  i?.3f.ii.l31. 

Biches,  like  insects,  when  conceal'd  they  lie, 

Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  season  fly.  P(>pe,M.E,nxM9, 

Wealth  in  the  gross  is  death,  but  life  diflus'd, 

Aa  poison  heals,  in  just  proportion  us'd  ; 

In  neaps,  like  ambergris,  a  stink  it  lies. 

But  well  dispers'd,  is  incense  to  the  skies.  Pope,M.E.iii.234i, 

Tia  strange  the  miser  should  his  cares  employ 

To  gain  those  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy ; 

Is  it  less  strange  the  prodigal  should  waste 

His  wealthto  purchase  what  ne  ne'er  can  taste  P  Pope,  3f  .  ^.i  v.  3. 

Some,  o'er-enamour'd  of  their  bags,  run  nMd» 

Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread.       Young,  N.  1\ 

Oh  cursed  lust  of  gold !  when  for  thy  sake 

The  fool  throws  up  his  interest  in  both  worlds ; 

First  starred  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  come.  Blair,  Orave, 

The  lust  of  gold  succeeds  the  lust  of  conquest ; 

The  lust  of  gold,  unfeeling  and  remorseless ! 

The  last  corruption  of  degenerate  man.        Dr.  Jokneon,  Irene* 

Who,  lord  of  millions,  trembles  for  his  store» 

And  fears  to  give  a  farthing  to  Uie  poor ; 

Proclaims  that  penury  will  be  his  fate 

And,  soowHng,  looks  on  charity  with  hate.        Peter  Pindar* 

2> 


B4  ATAIIICX— AWKWABDVXSS. 

iLYAXIOS— «tt/AftiMr. 

May  Us  soul  be  plung'd 
In  eTer-bprning  floocu  of  liquid  ffold, 
And  be  bis  ayarice  the  fiend  tbat  oamns  him !  Mnrphf,Alzuma, 

A  thirst  for  gold. 
The  beggar's  rice,  which  can  bat  orerwhebn 
The  meanest  socd.  Bjfron  FU.  tfj. 

So  for  a  ffood  old-gentlemanly  rice, 

I  think  1  must  take  up  with  ayarice.      Byr<m,  Dan  J.  i.  216. 

The  lore  of  gold,  that  meanest  zage. 
And  latest  folly  of  man's  sinking  age. 
Which,  rarely  yentoring  in  the  yan  of  life. 
While  nobler  passions  wage  their  heated  strife. 
Comes  skulking  last,  with  selfishness  and  fear. 
And  dies,  collecting  lumber  in  the  rear  I  £.  Moot^* 

AYEBSlCia-'iee  IHsUks. 

As  well  the  noble  sayagjs  of  the  field 

Might  tamely  couple  with  the  fearful  ewe ; 

Tigers  engender  with  the  timid  deer ; 

Wild  muddy  boars  defile  the  cleanly  ermine. 

Or  yultures  sort  with  dores ;  as  I  with  thee.  Zee^'Mxthridates. 

AWKWABDVS88. 

What's  a  fine  person,  or  a  beauteous  face, 

Unless  deportment  giycs  them  decent  grace  p 

Bless'd  with  all  other  requisites  to  please. 

Some  want  the  striking  elegance  ot  ease ; 

The  curious  eye  their  awkward  moyement  tires ; 

They  seem  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires.     Ckurekill,  Sosc, 

Awkward,  embarrass'd,  stifi*,  without  the  skill 

Of  moying  ^cefully,  or  standing  still, 

One  leg,  as  if  suspicious  of  his  brother. 

Desirous  seems  to  run  away  from  t'other.  ...«.  SatdtuU 


T*.  ■- .-=.     .'L.i     g  J.yyi^ 


3AMZB — BAnSHMKBTr.  tS 


He  that  of  greatest  works  is  finislier. 

Oik  does  them  bj  the  weakest  minister ; 

So  Holjr  Writ  in  babes  bath  judgment  shown. 

When  judges  have  been  babes.  8h,  AlVs  IFl  ii.  1. 


Sweet  words  I  grant,  baits  and  allarements  sweet, 

But  greatest  hc^s  with  greatest  crosses  meet.  Faiifcuc, 

How  are  the  sex  improT^d  in  amoroos  arts ! 

What  new  fonnd  snares  they  bait  for  human  hearts.     Friar* 

IA£L~M»  Dtaeiiig. 
Of  all  that  did  chance,  'twere  a  long  tale  to  tell. 
Of  the  dancers  and  drosses,  and  who  was  the  belle ; 
Bat  each  was  so  happy,  and  all  were  so  fair. 
That  night  stole  away,  and  the  dawn  caught  them  there. 

The  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine — 

The  garlands,  the  rose-odours,  and  the  flowers^* 

The  sparkling  eyes,  and  flashing  ornaments — 

The  white  arms  and  the  raren  hair — ^the  braids 

And  bracelets — swan-like  bosoms,  and  the  necklace. 

An  India  itself,  yet  dazzling  not 

The  eye  like  what  it  circled;  the  thin  robes, 

Pleating  like  li^t  clouds  'twixt  our  gaze  and  hearen ; 

The  many-twimding  feet  so  small  and  sylph-like. 

Suggesting  the  more  secret  s^metiy 

Of  we  fair  forms  which  terminate  so  well — 

All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scene. 

Its  false  and  true  enchantments — Art  and  Nature. 

Byron,  Mar,  FaU 
I  saw  her  at  a  countiy  ball ; 
There  when  the  sound  of  flute  and  fiddle 
Gare  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall. 
Of  hanos  across  and  down  the  middle. 
Hers  was  the  subtlest  spell  by  far 
Of  all  thai  sets  young  hearts  romancing ; 
She  was  our  queen,  our  rose,  our  star ; 
And  when  she  danced— oh^  heaven,  her  dancing  1 

BArammT.  Banished  P      ^^^^'^^  '^'''"^  ^''^^^ 

O  friar,  the  damned  use  that  word  in  hell ; 
Howlings  attend  it  i  how  hast  thou  the  heart. 
Being  a  dirine,  a  ghostly  confessor, 
A  sin-absolrer^  and  my  friend  profess'd. 
To  mangle  me  with  tluife  word — ^banished?     8h»  Bom.  iii.  3. 

Bound  tiie  wide  worid  in  banishment  we  roam, 
Foreed  from  our  pleasing  field  and  native  home.        Dryden, 

n  2 


86  *  B Air I8HHEST — BATTLE. 


Dreams  of  the  land  where  all  my  wishes  centre. 

Those  scenes  which  I  am  doom  a  no  more  to  know. 

Poll  oft  shall  memory  trace — ^my  soul's  tormentoi^— 

And  turn  each  pleasure  past  to  present  woe.  Mat*  €!••  LewUm 

When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land, 
In  a  mdment  I  seem  to  be  tibere ; 
But  alas  I  recollection  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despair.  Cawper. 

HABftATIf— <eg  ComniBTee.    Trada. 
Ill  giro  thrice  so  much  land 
To  any  well-deserving  friend ; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  nuurk  ye  me, 
111  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair.    jS!4.  H,  /f.  pt.  1,  lu.  1. 

Lord  Stafford  mines  for  coal  and  salt. 

The  Duke  of  Norfolk  deals  in  malt. 

The  Douglas  in  red  herrings ; 

And  noble  name  and  cultur'd  land. 

Palace,  and  park,  and  vassal  band. 

Are  powerless  to  the  notes  of  hand 

Of  Sothschild  or  the  Barings.  SaUechf  Alnmeh  CasiU. 

BASHFTOHESS  ■  -tee  Kodasty. 

Unto  the  ground  she  cast  her  modest  eye, 

And,  ever  and  anon,  with  rosy  red. 

The  bashful  blush  her  snowy  cheeks  did  dye*  Spetuer* 

To  get  thine  ends,  lay  bashfulness  aside ; 

Who  fears  to  ask,  doth  teach  to  be  deny'd.  Serrick,  Apk.  291. 

I  pity  bashful  men,  who  feel  the  pain 

Of  fancied  scorn,  and  undeserv'd  disdain. 

And  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  face. 

Of  needless  shame,  and  self-impos'd  disgrace.  CowpeTf  Conv, 

So  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  eye,  [847. 

Love  naif  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry ; 

So  sweet  the  blush  of  bashfulness. 

E'en  pity  scaxoe  can  wish  it  less.  Byron,  Bride  of  A . 

BAT. 

Now  air  is  hush*d,  save  where  the  weak-eyed  bat, 

With  short,  shrOl  shriek,  flits  by  on  leathern  wing.     ColUns. 
BATTLE— >iM  War. 

This  day  hath  made 

Huch  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Enffli8h.mother» 

Whose  sons  lie  scattered  on  the  bleeaing  ground. 

Manv  a  widow's  husband  grovelling  lies. 

Coldly  embracing  the  discolour'd  wth.  •    £^4.  K.  Jokn,  n.  2. 


BATTLE.  37 


The  eannonfl  hare  their  bowels  fbll  of  wrath ; 

And  ready  mounted  are  they,  to  spit  forth 

Their  iron  indignation.  8k.  K,  J.  lu  1. 

If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enough 

To  do  our  country  loss ;  and  if  to  live. 

The  fewer  men  the  greater  share  of  honour.     Sh.  H,  r.  ir.  3. 

Each  at  the  head 
Lerell'd  his  deadly  aim ;  their  fatal  hands 
No  second  stroke  mtended.  MilUm,  P.  Z.  ii.  712. 

Those  that  fly  may  fight  again. 

Which  lie  can  never  do  that's  slain.*  Butler  Hud.  ni.  3, 2-13. 

When  Greeks  join'd  Greeks,  then  was  the  tug  of  war  ; 
The  laboured  battle  sweat,  and  conquest  bled.  Lee,Alex»  it.  2. 

Behold  in  awful  march  and  dread  array 
.  The  lon^-extended  squadrons  shape  their  way ! 
Death,  in  approaching,  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  norror  to  the  brarest  hearts  ; 
Yet  do  their  beating  breast  demand  the  strife. 
And  thirst  of  glory  quells  the  lore  of  life.      Addison,  Camp. 

A  thousand  glorious  actions,  that  might  claim 

Triumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 

Confus'd  in  crowds  of  glorious  actions  ue. 

And  troops  of  heroes  undistinguish'd  die.      Addison,  Camp. 

luYolyed  in  clouds 
Imperrions  to  the  view,  the  battle  long 
Continued  doubtful,  'midst  the  mingling  sounds 
Of  trumpets,  neighing  steeds,  tumultuous  shouts 
Of  fierce  assailants,  ^lefol  cries  of  death, 
And  clattering  armour ;  till  at  length  the  noise 
In  distant  murmurs  died.  Smollett. 

For  men,  it  is  reported,  dash  and  Tapour 

Less  in  tiie  field  of  battle  than  on  paper ; 

Thus,  in  the  history  of  each  dire  campaign, 

More  carnage  leads  the  newspaper  than  plain.  Peter  Pindar, 

'Twaablow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch, 

For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  t'  other  flinchjB^jrron,Z).c71  viii. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  summer  is  green,         [77; 
That  host,  with  their  banners,  at  sunset  were  seen ; 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest,  when  Autumn  hath  blown, 
That  host,  on  the  morrow,  lay  withered  and  strown  !    Bp^n. 

*  See  Notes  tradng  the  pedigree  of  this  distich  and  its  parallels,  in  Iludi- 
hnA,  Sd.  Bolm,  pp.  106  and  403. 


38  BATTLB^-BXAXD* 

BATTTiK    fxmiimied. 
But  when  all  is  past,  it  is  humblinff  to  tread 
O'er  the  welterinff  field  of  the  tomoless  dead, 
And  see  worms  of  the  earth  and  fowls  of  the  air, 
And  beasts  of  the  forest,  all  gathering  there ; 
AH  regarding  man  as  their  prey, 
All  rejoicing  in  his  decay.  Byron,  Corinik.  17* 

Hark  to  the  tramp,  and  the  drum, 

And  the  moumfni  sound  of  the  barbarous  horn. 

And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  that  flit  as  they're  borne. 

And  the  neiffh  of  the  steed,  and  the  multitude's  hum. 

And  the  dash,  and  the  shout ''  they  come,  they  come  I"  lb,  22, 

Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot : 

Nothing  there,  save  death,  was  mute ; 

Stroke,  and  thrust,  and  flash,  and  cxy 

For  quarter,  or  for  victory 

Min^  there  with  the  Tolleying  thunder.        Byron,  OorMh, 

iN'o  dread  of  death*~if  with  us  die  our  foes— 

Save  that  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose : 

Come  when  it  will — we  snatch  the  life  of  life^ 

When  lost — what  recks  it — hy  disease  or  strife.  Byron,  Cort, 

It  was  a  goodly  sight 
To  see  th'  embattled  pomp,  as  with  tne  step 
Of  stateliness  the  barbed  steeds  came  on. 
To  see  the  pennons  rolling  their  long  wares 
Before  the  ^ale,  and  banners  broad  and  bright 
Tossing  their  blazonry.  Soutkey. 

Then  more  fierce 
The  conflict  grew ;  the  din  of  arms,  the  yell 
Of  savage  rage,  the  shriek  of  a^ony. 
The  groan  of  death,  commingled  in  one  sound 
Of  undistinguished  horrors.  Southey,  Madoe, 

BATTLE-FIELD. 

Then,  after  length  of  time,  the  labouring  swains, 

Who  turn  the  turfs  of  those  unhAppv  plains, 

Shall  rusty  piles  from  the  ploush'd  furrows  take. 

And  over  empty  helmets  pass  the  rake.  Dryden, 

BSAED. 
Alas,  poor  chin !  many  a  wart  is  richer.  Sh,  TroiU  i.  2. 

It  has  no  bush  below ; 

Marry  a  little  wool,  as  much  as  an  unripe 

Peacn  doth  wear : 

Just  enough  to  speak  him  drawing  towards  a  man. 

Suckling,  Oohlinst 


XSAXD— m»/mim7. 

Hi8  tawny  beard  was  th'  ej^nal  graoo 

Both  of  nis  wiadom  and  his  iace ; 

In  cat  and  die  so  like  a  tile, 

A  sadden  Tiew  it  woold  beguile ; 

The  upper  part  thereof  was  whey ; 

The  nether,  orange  mix'd  with  grey.    JBuUer,  Hud,  !•  1,  241. 

BSAUTT— JM  Lsfiiiatss,  Xnit,  Qmam«t 
And  that  same  glorious  beauty's  idle  boast^ 
Is  but  a  bait,  such  wretches  to  beguile,  ^pemer. 

Her  looks  were  like  beams  of  the  morning  sun, 

Forth-lookinff  through  the  window  of  the  east, 

When  first  tne  fleecie  cattle  hayo  begun 

Upon  the  perled  grass  to  make  their  feast»  Spemer^ 

Oh,  how  much  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem, 

Bt  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give ! 

Tne  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deem. 

For  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  lire.       Sk,  Sonnet  24 

My  beauty,  though  but  mean, 
Keeds  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  prabe ; 
Beauty  is  bougnt  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  ntter'd  by  base  sale  of  chapmen's  tongues. 

Sk,  Loves  L»L.  n.  !• 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world 
Teaches  such  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ?  SA.  Love's  L,L.  it.  3. 

Her  sunny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golaen  fleece.  Sh,  Mer.  Ten,  1. 1. 

There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  such  a  temple ; 

If  the  ill  spirit  nave  so  fair  a  house. 

Good  things  will  striye  to  dwell  with  it.  Sh.  Temp,  i.  2. 

And  as  the  bright  sun  glorifies  the  sky, 

So  is  her  face  Slumin'd  by  her  eye.  Sh,  Poems, 

Tis  beauty  truly  bldnt,  whose  red  and  white 

Nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on : 

I^yt  you  are  the  eruell'st  she  alive. 

If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave. 

And  leave  the  world  no  copy.  Sh.  Tw.  Ni,  i.  5. 

She  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  roses  newly  wash'd  with  dew.  Sh.  Tarn,  S.  ii.  1. 

She's  beautifiil ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooed : 

She  is  a  woman ;  and  therefore  to  be  won.  Sh,  K,  Yi.  i.  v.  3. 


<40  BHAUTT*, 

SSAUTT — continued 
O,  slio  doih  teach  the  torclieB  to  bom  bright ! 
Her  beauty  banes  upon  the  cheek  of  night. 
Like  a  rich  jew^  in  an  Ethiopia  ear : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  eaiih  too  dear  I  Sk,  Bom,  Jul.  i.  5. 

The  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  shame  those  stars 

As  dayhght  doth  a  bimp  ;  her  eyes  in  heayen, 

Would  through  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright^ 

That  birds  wo^ld  sing,  and  think  it  were  not  night.  Ibid  ii.  2. 

This  is  the  prettiest  low-bom  lass  that  eyer 

San  on  Ihe  .green  sward ;  nothing  she  does,  or  seems, 

But  smacks  of  something  greater  than  herself; 

Too  noble  for  this  place.  Sh.  Win.  T.  ir.  3. 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 

Her  infinite  yarieiy :  other  women  doy 

The  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungry, 

Where  most  she  satisfies.  Sk.  Ant.  Cleap.  a.  ii.  352. 

'    Beauty  is  but  a-yain  and  doubtful  good ; 
A  shining  gloss  that  fadeth  suddenly ; 
A  flower  thia-t  dies,  when  first  it  'gins  to  bud ; 
A  brittle  glass  that's  broken  presently ; 
A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flower, 
Lost,  faded,  broken,  dead  within  an  hour.  8h  Pass.  Pilgr.  IQ. 

Beauty  itself  doth  of  itself  persuade 

The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator.  Sh.  Rape  ofLu:  y. 

She  sits,  like  Beauty's  child,  whom  nature  gat 
'     For  men  to  see,  ana  seeing  wonder  at.  Sh*  JPeric.  it,  2. 

As  flowers  dead  lie  wither'd  on  the  ground ;  ' 

As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress ; — 

So  beauty,  olemish'd  once,  for  eyer's  lost, 

Li  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pain,  and  cost, 5A.  Pass.Pilgr.x. 

.    Griye  me  a  look,  giye  me  a  face. 
That  makes  sim^city  a  grace ; 
Bobes  loosely  flowing,  hair  as  free ! — 
Such  sweet  neglect  more  taketh  me 
Than  all  the  adulteries  of  art, 
That  strike  mine'eyes,  but  not  my  heart.  B.  J<mion,SiL  Wo.  1. 1. 

Beauty's  our  grief,  but  in  the  ore 

We  mint»  we  stamp,  and  then  adore ; 

Idke  heatheni  we  the  image  crown. 

And  indiscreetly  then  fall  down.  W*  Cariwngkt^ 
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Die  wlien  joa  will,  you  need  not  wear. 
At  Heaven's  court,  a  form  more  fair 
Than  beanty  at  your  birth  has  giyen ; 
Seep  but  t£e  lip8»  the  eyes  we  see. 
The  TOice  we  hear,  and  you  will  be 
An  angel  ready  made  for  heaven. 

Lard  Merhert  of  Cherhury,  Woman,  10. 

Beanfy,  then  wild  fantastic  ape, 
"Who  dost  in  ereiy  countnr  change  thy  shape ; 
Here  black,  there  brown,  nere  tawny,  and  there  white ; 
Thou  flatterer  who  comply'st  with  erery  sight. 

Who  hast  no  certam  what  nor  where, 
Bat  raiy'st  still,  and  dost  thyself  declare 
Inconstant  as  thy  she-possessors  are.  Cowley, 

Beanty'a  no  other  but  a  lovely  grace 

Of  lively  c<dours  flowing  firom  tne  face.      Serrick,  Aph,  175. 

.   Beauty  is  nature's  brag,  and  must  be  shown 

In  courts,  and  feasts,  and  high  solemnities. 

Where  most  may  wonder  at  the  workmanship. 

It  is  for  homely  features  to  keep  home ; 

They  had  theur  name  thence  ;  coarse  complexions, 

And  cheeks  of  sorry  grain,  will  serve  to  ply 

The  sampler,  and  to  tease  the  housewife  s  wool. 

What  need  a  vermeil-tinctur'd  lip  for  that, 
*    Love-darting  eves,  and  tresses  like  the  mom  ? — 

There  was  anotner  meaning  in  those  gifts.  Milton,  Comus,  74o. 

-   Beanty  is  ^N'ature's  coin,  must  not  be  hoarded, 
But  must  be  current,  and  the  good  thereof 
Consists  in  mutual  and  partaken  bliss, 
Unsavoory  in  th'  enjovment  of  itself : 
If  you  let  slip  time,  like  a  neglected  rose. 
It  withers  on  the  stalk  with  hmguish'd  head.  Milton,  ih,  739. 

Beauty  I  hk:e  the  fair  Hesperian  tree 

Laden  with  bloominf^  gold  had  need  the  guard 

Of  dragon- watch  witn  unenchanted  eye, 

To  save  her  blossoms  and  defend  her  firuit.         Milton,  ih.^*6. 

Beauty  stands 
In  the  admiration  only  of  weak  minds 
Led  captive ;  cease  to  admire,  and  all  her  plumes 
Fall  flat  and  shrink  into  a  trivial  toy. 
At  every  sudden  slighting  quite  abasV d.  Milton^  P.  B.  ii«  220. 

Beauty  with  a  bloodless  conquest  finds 

A  welcome  sovereignty  in  rudest  minds.  Waller^ 
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A  layish  planet  reign'd  when-  she  was  bom. 
And  made  her  of  such  kindred  mould  to  hear'n. 
She  seems  more  heaven  than  ours.  Ze€,(Edi§nu» 

Beauty,  like  ice,  oar  footing  does  betraj ; 

Who  can  tread  sure  on  the  smooth  slij^pety  wayP 

Pleased  with  the  passage,  we  glide  swimy  on, 

And  see  the  dangers  which  we  cannot  akiia,I)fyden,AureHpz. 

Old  as  I  am,  for  ladies'  love  unfit. 

The  power  of  beauty  I  rememberyet.  Drjfdeth  Cym»and  ipA.i.2. 

One  who  would  change  the  worship  of  all  climates. 

And  make  a  new  reli^on  where'er  she  comes. 

Unite  the  differing  faiths  of  all  the  world. 

To  idolize  her  face.  Dryden^  Lov^i  Triumph. 

Her  eyes,  her  lips,  her  cheeks,  her  shapes,  her  fcaturea 

Seem  to  be  drawn  by  Xiove's  own  hana ;  by  Loto 

Himself  in  love.  Dtydent  jBeaut^*s  JHumpU. 

All  hearts,  alike  all  faces  cannot  move, 
There  is  a  secret  sympathy  in  love. 
The  powerful  loadstone  cannot  move  a  straw, 
No  more  than  jet  the  trembling  needle  draw. 

Sedley,  Ant.  and  CU 
Is  she  not  more  than  painting  can  express, 
Or  youthful  poets  fancy  when  they  We  P  jSoire,  Fair  Pen,  ii.  !• 

From  every  blush  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks. 

Ten  thousand  little  loves  and  graces  spring.  Sowe, 

'T  is  not  a  set  of  features,  or  complexion. 

The  tincture  of  a  skin  that  I  admire : 

Beauty  soon  grows  familiar  to  the  lover. 

Fades  in  hia  eye,  and  palls  upon  the  sense       Adduon^  Cato, 

29'ature  in  various  moulds  has  beauty  cast, 

And  form'd  the  feature  for  each  different  taste : 

This  sighs  for  golden  locks  and  azure  eyes ; 

That,  for  the  gloss  of  sable  tresses  dies.      G^ay,  Dione,  iti.  1. 

In  wit,  as  nature,  what  affects  our  hearts. 

Is  not  th'  exactness  of  peculiar  parts ; 

'Tis  not  a  lip  or  eye  we  beauty  call. 

But  the  joint  force,  and  full  result  of  all.        Tope,  J?.  C,  2'io. 

Whoever  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see, 

Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  shall  be.  Pope,  JS,  C.  256. 
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Yet  graoefal  ease,  and  sweetness  Toid  of  pride, 
ICight  hide  her  fkoltf.  if  belles  had  faults  to  hide : 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  UJlt 
Look  on  her  fiiee,  and  you'll  forget  them  alL  Pope,  Bape^  n.  18* 

The  bloom  of  opening  flowers*  unsuDied  beauty. 
Softness,  and  sweetest  innocence  she  wears. 
And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  fibrst  spring, 

Bowe,  Tamerlane, 
The  hand  of  time  alone  disarms 
Her  face  of  its  superfluous  charms ; 
But  adds,  for  eyety  grace  resign'd, 
A  thousand  to  adorn  her  nmuL  Broome^ 

As  lamps  bum  silent  with  unconscious  light, 

So  inodest  ease  in  beauty  shines  most  bnght ; 

Unaiming  charms  with  ed^e  resistlAss  fall, 

And  she  who  means  no  mischief  does  it  all.  Aaron  Hill* 

If  that  be  she  who  yonder  pensire  comes. 

She  seems  some  bnght  inhabitant  of  heay'n« 

Shot  with  a  falling  star  j&om  yon  bright  region. 

To  light  the  world  below.  Aaron  Sill, 

What  tender  force,  what  dignity  dirine. 

What  virtue  consecrating  erety  feature ; 

Around  that  neck  what  dross  are  gold  and  pearl !  Young ^  Bu, 

What's  female  beauty,  but  an  air  dirine, 

Thiou^  which  the  mind's  all-gentle  graces  shine  P 

They,  tike  the  sun,  irradiate  all  between ; 

The  body  channs,  because  tiie  soul  is  seen. 

Hence  men  are  often  captires  of  a  face. 

They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace  : 

Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  mortol  man  can  bear ; 

Some  none  resist,  though  not  exceeding  fair.  Young, 

The  Spirit  of  Beauty  tmfurls  her  light. 

And  wheels  her  course  in  a  joyous  flight ! 

I  know  her  track  through  the  balmy  air, 

'By  the  blossoms  that  cluster  and  whiten  there : 

Sne  leayes  the  tops  of  the  mountain  green. 

And  gems  the  yalley  with  crystal  sheen. 

She  foyers  around  us  at  twilidit  hour. 

When  her  presence  is  felt  with  the  deepest  power ; 

She  mellows  the  luidseape,  and  crowds  the  stream 

With  shadows  that  flit  like  a  fairy  dream ; 

Still  wheeling  her  flight  through  the  gladsome  air. 

The  Spirit  of  Beauty  is  eyeiywhere !  JSi^  Dawtt, 
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Beaniy*  like  int,  to  jad^es  shotild  be  sliown ; 
BoUl  are  inost  TaLued  wnere  they  best  are  known. 

Zytielton,  Soliloquy  of  a  Becntfyf  i.  2. 
*A  tlnng  of  beanty  is  a  joy  for  erer : 
Its  loTeliness  increases ;  it  will  never 
Pass  into  nothingness.  Keats,  JEndymum,  I.  1. 

Oh,  fresh  is.  the  rose  in  the  gay  dewy  morning, 
,  And  sweet  .is  the  lily  at  evening  close : 
But  in  the  fair  presence  of  lovely  yonng  Jessie^ 
Unseen  is  the  my,  unheeded  the  rose.  Butms. 

Heart  on  her  lips,  and  soul  within  her  eyes, 
•  Soft"  as  her  clime,  and  sunny  as  her  skies.  Byran,  Beppo,  45. 

Who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  oeau^'s  cheek 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  oldP  Byron,  C.H.  iii.  II. 

We  gaze,  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  why, 

Dazded  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 

Scels  with  its  fulness  Byron, 

Who  hath  not  yroved  how  feebly  words  essay 
■  To  fix  one  ^sparJc  of  beautVs  heavenly  ray  ? 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  nis  failing  sight 
Faints  into  dimness  with  its  own  delist. 
His  changing  cheek,  his  sinking  heart  confess 
The  might — ^the  majesty  of  loveliness?  Byron,  Bride  of  A,  1. 

She  was  &foTm  of  life  and  lU;bt, 

That,  seen,  became  a  port  of  si^ht ; 

And  rose,  where'er  I  turned  mine  eye,  ^ 

The  morning- star  of  memory.  Byron,  Oiaour. 

An  eye's  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue 

Is  no  great  matter,  so  'tis  in  request, 

'T  is  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue—* 

The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 

The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair ;  and  no  man, 

Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there's  a  plain  woman. 

^fron,  Don  Juan,  xiii.  3; 
Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 
It  i^ould  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel.  Ibid,  iii.  74 

Her  glossy  hair  was  eluster'd  o'er  a  brow 

Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 

Her  evebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bows. 

Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth* 

Mounting  at  times  to  a  transparent  glow. 

As  if  her  veins  ran  lightning.  Ibid*  Z.  61. 
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She  wallcB  in  beauty,  like  the  night 

Of  doadless  climes  and  starry  skies ; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 

Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes ; 

Thns  mellow'd  to  that  tender  light 

Which  Heaven  to  gaody  day  denies.       Byron^  Hebrew  Mel. 

There  was  a  soft  and  pensive  grace, 

A  cast  of  thought  upon  her  face. 

That  suited  well  the  forehead  h^h. 

The  eyelash  dark,  and  downcast  eve : 

The  mild  expression  spoke  a  mind 

In  duty  firm*  composed,  resigned.        Scott,  Rohehy,  c.  iv.  5. 

Such  harmony  in  motion,  speech,  and  air. 

That  without  fairness,  she  was  more  than  fair.  Crahbe. 

There's  beauty  all  around  our  paths. 

If  but  our  watchful  eyes 

Can  trace  it  'midst  familiar  things. 

And  through  their  lowly  guise.  Mrs.  Sematu, 

Without  the  smile,  from  partial  beauty  won, 

Oh,  what  were  man  P— a  world  without  a  sun  ICamphellfP,  Tf. 

What  is  beauty  P    Not  the  shew  ^u.^Zt 

Of  shapely  limos  and  features.    No. 

These  are  but  flowers 

That  hare  their  dated  hours 

To  breathe  their  momentaiy  sweets,  then  go. 

'T  is  the  stainless  soul  witmn 

That  outshines  the  fairest  skin.  Sir  A,  Be  Vere  Hunt, 

Her  grace  of  motion  and  of  look,  the  smooth 

And  swimming  majesty  of  step  and  tread. 

The  symmetry  of  n>rm  and  feature,  set 

The  soul  afloat,  eyen  like  delicious  airs 

Of  flute  or  harp.  Milman. 

What  is  beauty  ?  Alas  1  'tis  a  jewel,  a  glass, 

A  bubble,  a  plaything,  a  rose, 

'TIS  the  snow,  dew,  or  air ;  'tis  so  many  things  rare. 

That  'tis  nothing,  one  well  may  suppose. 

TLs  a  jewel.  Lore's  token ;  glass  easily  broken, 

A  bubole  that  yanisheth  soon  ; 

A  plaything  that  boys  cast  aside  when  it  doys, 

A  roie  quiddy  faded  and  strewn.  ^MS. 
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BBAUTT. — eoHtmwd, 
Hiere  is  a  Bpirit  in  the  kindling  fflance 
Of  pure  ana  lofty  beauty,  which  doth  quell 
Each  darker  passion ;  and  as  heroes  feu 
Before  the  terror  of  Minerva's  lance 
So  beauty,  arm'd  with  virtue  bows  the  soul 
Witii  a  commandinff,  but  a  sweet  control, 
Makinjz  the  heart  aU  holiness  and  love. 
And  lifting  it  to  worlds  that  shine  above.  if  Si 

ED. 

In  bed  we  laugh,  in  bed  we  cry. 
And  bom  in  bed,  in  bed  we  die ; 
The  near  approach  a  bed  may  show 
Of  human  buss  and  human  woe.  Dr,  Johnson. 

I^ight  is  the  time  for  rest ; — 

How  sweet,  when  labours  close. 

To  gather  round  an  aching  breast 

The  curtain  of  repose. 

Stretch  the  tir'd  umbs  and  lay  the  head 

Down  to  our  own  delightful  bed.  Jamet  Montgomerif. 


So  work  the  honey-bees ; 
Creatures,  that  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teaeli 
The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom.  8h,  Hen,  r.  i.  2. 

The  careful  insect  'midst  his  works  I  view, 

^ow  from  the  flowers  exhaust  the  frasrant  dew, 

With  golden  treasures  load  his  little  thighs. 

And  steer  his  distant  journey  through  the  skies ; 

Some  against  hostile  drones  the  hive  defend. 

Others  with  sweets  the  waxen  cells  distend. 

Each  in  the  toil  his  destin'd  office  bears,* 

And  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  soul  appears.  Qo!/' 

Even  bees,  the  little  alms-men  of  spring  bowers, 

Xnow  there  is  richest  juice  in  poison-flowers.  Keats. 

BEQiHimro. 

JN^othing  so  difficult  as  a  beginninff 

In  poesy,  unless,  perhaps,  the  end; 

Eor  oftentimes,  when  Pegasus  seems  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  wine,  and  down  we  tend, 

Like  Lucifer  when  hurl'd  nom  hearen  for  sinning ; 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend. 

Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  far, 

Till  oar  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  are.  Bj^ty^n, 
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BeggBTSy  mounted,  ran  their  Horse  to  death.  Sk.  Sen.  vi,  3.  i.  4» 

Hif  honse  was  known  to  all  the  yagrant  train, 
He  ehid  their  wand'xings  bat  relieved  their  pain ; 
The  long  remember'd  TOggar  was  his  gaest. 
Whose  Deard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast. 

Goldsmith,  Des.  Vill. 
Base  worldlings,  that  despise  all  snch  as  need  ; 
Who  to  the  needy  beggar  still  are  dnmb, 
19^ot  knowing  onto  what  themselves  may  come. 

Heywoad^  Soy.  King, 
He  makes  a  beggar  first,  that  first  relieves  him ; 
Not  nsorers  muce  more  beggars  where  they  live. 
Than  charitable  men  that  ose  to  give.    Meywood,  Boy.  King. 

bhisf. 

Th'  nnlettered  christian  who  believes  in  gross 

Plods  on  to  heaven,  and  ne'er  is  at  a  loss.  Dtydeii. 

And  when  reli^oas  sects  ran  mad, 

He  held,  in  spite  of  all  his  learning. 

That  if  a  man  s  belief  is  bad. 

It  will  not  be  improved  by  burning.  Praed. 


Where  none  admire,  'tis  useless  to  excel ; 
Where  none  are  beaux,  'tis  vain  to  bo  a  belle. 

Lyiileton,  Soliloquy  qfa  Beauty,  L  11. 
Yet  graceful  ease,  and  sweetness  void  of  pride. 
Might  hide  her  fiiults,  if  belles  had  &ults  to  hide ; 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall, 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you*ll  forget  them  all. 
BSLU.  Bope,  Bape  ofZ.  n.  15. 

How  soft  tiie  music  of  those  village  bells, 

Palline  at  intervals  upon  the  ear 

In  cadence  sweet ;  now  dying  all  away. 

^ow  pealing  loud  again  and  louder  still. 

Clear  and  sonorous  as  the  gale  comes  on ; 

With  easy  force  it  opens  Si  the  cells 

Where  memory  slept.  Cowper,  Taeh,  vi.  G. 

When  on  the  undulating  ear  they  swim ! 

Now  loud  as  welcomes !  faint  now  as  farewells ! 

jij|d  trembling  all  about  the  breezy  dells, 

As  fluttered  l^  the  wings  of  cherubim.  Tho$.  Hood. 

Those  evening  bells !  those  evening  bells ! 

How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells 

Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time. 

When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime !  Moonh 
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Hie  bdlfl  themselres  are  the  best  of  preachers ;    - 

Their  brasen  lips  are  learned  teachers. 

From  their  pulpits  of  stone  in  the  upper  air. 

Sounding  aloft,  without  crack  or  flaw. 

Shriller  than  trumpets  under  the  law, 

l^'ow  a  sermon  and  now  a  prayer. 

The  clangorous  hsmmer  is  the  tongue. 

This  way,  that  way,  beaten  and  swung ; 

That  j&om  mouth  of  brass,  as  from  mouth  of  gold 

May  be  taught  the  Testaments,  l^ew  and  Old.      LongfeUow, 

BSnDICIIOV— «M  Blendiigs.    Osmplimimts.    GreetlBgf. 
Now  the  fair  goddess.  Fortune, 

Fall  deep  in  lore  with  thM  ;•  • 

Prosperity  be  thy  page !  8k.  CorioL  i.  o. 

The  heavens  rain  odours  on  you !  Sk.  Tw,  If,  in.  1. 

The  grace  of  heaven. 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  erery  hand. 
En  wheel  thee  round ! .  Sk.  0th.  ii.  1. 

BENEFITS. 

To  brag  of  benefits  one  hath  bestown, 

Doth  mske  the  best  seem  less,  and  most  seem  none. 

Broome,  Nov. 
A  benefit  upbraided,  forfeits  thanks.    Ladj^  Carew,  Mariam. 
BEEETOLEVCS — tee  Boantj. 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams ! 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world.   8k.  Mer.  V.  t.  1. 

Such  moderation  with  thy  bouniy  join. 

That  thou  may'st  nothing  give  that  is  not  thine  ; 

That  liberality  is  but  cast  away. 

Which  makes  us  borrow  what  we  cannot  pay.  2}enkam* 

Is  there  a  variance  P  entex  but  his  door, 

Balk'd  are  the  courts,  and  contest  is  no  more. 

Despairing  quacks  with  curses  left  the  place, 

And  vile  attorneys,  now  an  useless  race.  Pope,  Moral  Eaajf^. 

From  the  low  prayer  of  want  and  plaint  of  woe» 

O  never,  never  turn  away  thine  ear ! 

Forlorn  in  this  bleak  wilderness  below, 

Ah  I  what  were  man  should  heaven  refuse  to  hear ! 

BeatUe,  Jidimi, 

BESEBCHniO— M0  Tears* 
Fall  at  his  feet ;  cling  round  his  reverend  knees ; 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes ;  and  with  thine  tears. 
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BmXOBDIO — coHtmued, 
Melt  hiB'cold  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  in  him : 
Crush  him  in  thj  arms ;  torture  him  with  thy  softness  : 
Nor  till  thy  prayers  are  granted,  set  him  free.  Otway,  Ven.  P  r« 

BB8T.  I  profess  not  talking :  only  this. 

Let  each  sum  do  his  best.  8h,  Hem,  zr.  p.  1,  y.  2. 

Who  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows. 
Does  well,  acts  nobly — angels  could  no  more.  Young ^  N.  T,  90. 
JUCrULIG— «M  Wagers. 

I've  heard  old  cunning  stagers 
Say,  fools  for  arguments  use  wagers.  Butler,  Hud.  p.  2,  i.  297. 

Most  mexi,  tiU  by  losing  rendered  sager, 
Will  back  their  own  opinions  by  a  wager.      Byron,  Beppo,  27. 


A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page. 

Majestic  like  the  sun ; 

It  gives  a  light  to  ereiy  age ; 

It  giyes,  but  borrows  none.  Cowper, 

Most  wondrous  book  1  bright  candle  of  the  Lord ! 

Star  of  Eternity  I    The  only  star 

By  which  the  bark  of  man  can  navi^te 

Tne  sea  of  life,  and  gain  the  coast  ot  bliss 

Securely.  Bollok,  Course  qf  Time. 

Within  this  awful  yolume  lies 
The  mystery  of  mysteries : 
Happiest  they  of  human  race. 
To  whom  their  God  has  given  grace 
To  read,  to  fear,  to  hope,  to  pray, 
To  lift  the  latch,  to  force  the  way; 
But  better  had  they  ne'er  been  bom. 

Who  read  to  doubt,  or  read  to  scorn*  Seolif  Monoitery,  1. 12. 
3IBU0eBA7S7. 

His  yery  name  a  title-page,  and  next 

His  life  A  commentary  on  the  text.  Woodbridge. 

3IG0Z]^. 

Sure^tia  an  orthodox  opinion, 

That  grace  is  founded  m  dominion.  Butler,  Hud.  1,  m.  1178. 

The  good  old  man,  too  eager  in  dispute 
.    Flew  high ;  and  as  his  Christian  fury  rose, 

Damn'd  all  for  heretics  who  durst  oppose.  Drgden^  Bel,  LaieL 

Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought ; 

The  adverse  sect  deny'd  what  this  had  taught ; 

And  he  at  length  the  amplest  triumph  f^m  d. 

Who  contradicted  what  the  last  mamtam'd.  Prior,  Solom,  L 
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BIGOTRY— Mfi/MMMf. 

For  modes  of  faith  let  graceless  zealots  fight ; 

He  can't  be  wrong,  wlj^se  life  is  in  the  right.       J?ope  S.  M, 

Christians  have  burnt  each  other,  quite  persuaded 
That  all  the  Apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  i.  83. 
Shall  I  ask  the  brare  soldier,  who  fights  by  m j  side 
In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  our  creeds  agree  P  ^ 
ShaU  I  give  up  the  friend  I  have  valued  and  tried. 
If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me  F 
From  the  heretic  girl  of  my  soul  shall  I  fir. 
To  seek  somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  bliss  P 
No !  perish  the  hearts  and  the  laws  that  would  try 
Truth,  yalour,  or  lore,  by  a  standard  like  this.  Moore,  Ir,  Mel 

And  many  more  such  pious  scraps. 

To  prove  (what  weVe  long  proved  perhaps) 

That  mad  as  Christians  used  to  be 

About  the  thirteenth  century, 

There 's  lots  of  Christians  to  be  had 

In  this,  the  nineteenth,  just  as  mad !  Moore,  Tieop,  Poet  Bag. 

VnjJXQt^Me  Klasiiig. 

Still  amorous,  and  fond,  and  billing. 

Like  Philip  and  Maiy  on  a  shilling.  Butler,  Sud.  in.  i.  687. 
BILL8. 

Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills. 

The  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bills.  Byron,  Don  Juan, 

In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way. 

Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay.  JSiyron,  Don  Juan. 
BIOORAFHZB. 

After  my  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 

No  other  speaker  of  my  living  actions. 

To  keep  mme  honour  nom  corruption. 

But  such  an  honest  dironicler  as  Griffith.  8k.  Men.  r///.  yi.  2. 
BIBD8. 

The  crow  doth  sing  as  sweetly  as  the  lark. 

When  neither  is  attended ;  and,  I  think. 

The  nightingale,  if  she  should  sing  by  day. 

When  every  goose  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 

No  better  a  musician  than  the  wren.         Sk.  Mer.  Ten.  y.  1. 

But,  like  the  birds,  great  nature's  happy  commoners, 
That  haunt  in  woods,  in  meads,  and  now*ry  gardens, 
Bifle  the  sweets  and  taste  the  choicest  fruits, 
Yet  scorn  to  ask  the  lordly  owner's  leave.  Bofoe,Fair  Pen.  ii.  ;L 
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Ten  thotuand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and  one 

The  lire-long  night :  nor  those  alone  whose  notes 

Nice-finf^erMl  art  must  emulate  in  rain, 

Bat  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  snblime 

In  still  leneated  circles,  screaming  lond, 

The  jaj,  tne  pie,  and  er'n  the  boding  owl 

That  luuls  the  nightly  moon,  have  chums  for  men. 

CowpeTp  Task,  B.  i. 
Yon  call  them  thieres  and  pillasers ;  bnt  know 
They  are  the  winged  warders  of  Toiur  farms, 
Who  from  the  com  fields  drive  the  insidious  foe. 
And  frcnn  yoor  harvest  keep  a  hundred  hanns ; 
Even  the  blackest  of  them  all,  the  crow, 
Senders  good  service  as  your  men-at-arms, 
Omshinf^  the  beetle  in  his  coat  of  mail. 
And  orymg  havoc  on  the  slug  and  snaiL  Longfellow,  Bird*  ofK. 

BIBZE— ii»  Descent,  Pedigrse. 

Let  high  birth  triumph !  what  can  be  more  great  P 

Nothing — ^but  merit  m  a  low  estate. 

To  virtue's  humblest  son  let  none  prefer 

Vice,  though  descended  from  the  Conqueror.  Yo^ng^IsJ^.  1. 141. 

I've  learned  to  judge  of  men  by  their  own  deeds, 

I  do  not  make  the  accident  of  birth 

The  standard  of  their  merit.  Mr*.  Kale. 


Is  that  a  birthday  ?  'tis  alas  too  dear, 

Tis  but  the  funeral  of  the  former  year.    Fo]^^  to  Mrs.  M.  B. 

My  birthday ! — ^what  a  difierent  sound 

That  word  nad  in  my  youthful  ears ; 

And  now  each  time  tlie  day  comes  round. 

Less  and  less  white  its  mark  appears.  Moore. 

Another  Tear!  another  leaf 

Is  turned  within  life's  volume  brief. 

And  je^  not  one  bright  page  appears 

Of  mine  within  that  book  of  jean.  JBoffman,  Am. 

Why  should  we  count  our  life  by  years. 

Since  years  are  short,  and  pass  away  I 

Or,  why  by  fortune's  smiles  or  tears. 

Since  tears  are  vain,  and  smiles  decay  I 

O I  coont  by  virtae»-*these  shall  last 

When  life's  lame-footed  race  is  o'er ; 

And  these,  when  earthlv  joys  are  past. 

May  cheer  us  on  a  brighter  shore.  Mrs.  Hale,  Anu 
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BLAOmrAXDS. 

They  eack  poU'd  different  ways,  with  many  an  oath, 

"  Arcadei  Bmbo,"  id  eit— 'blackguardsboth.  Byron^  ^*  <^-  iv.93. 


Great  men  may  jeit  with  taints ;  'tis  wit  in  them ; 

Bat,  in  the  less,  fonl  profanation. 

That  in  the  captain's  bat  a  choleric  word. 

Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy.    8k.  M.far  M,  n.  2. 

Should  each  blasphemer  quite  escape  the  rod, 

Becaase  the  insult's  not  to  man,  but  Qod  P  Pope. 


Angels  preserve  my  dearest  father's  life ; 

Bless  it  with  lo^  uninterrupted  days  I 

Oh  1  may  he  live  till  time  itself  decay— 

Till  good  men  wish  him  dead,  or  I  offend  him !  Otway, 

Heward  him  for  the  noble  deed,  just  heavens, 

For  this  one  action  guard  him,  aiid  distinguish  him 

With  signal  mercies,  and  with  great  deliverance  ; 

Save  him  from  wrong,  adversity,  and  shame ; 

Let  never-fading  honours  flourish  round  him. 

And  consecrate  nis  name  ev'n  to  time's  end : 

Let  him  know  nothing  but  what's  good  on  earth, 

And  everlasting  blessedness  hereaJter.  S<we. 

O,  still  mv  fervent  prayer  will  be, 

"  Heaven  s  choicest  blessings  rest  on  thee."        Mis§  Gould, 

BLnmHXBS. 

Oh !  happiness  of  blindness,  now  no  beauty 

Inflames  my  lust ;  no  other's  good,  my  envy ; 

Or  misery,  my  pity ;  no  man's  wesdth 

Draws  my  respect ;  nor  poverty,  my  scorn ; 

Yet  still  I  see  enough !  man  to  himself 

Is  a  large  prospect,  raised  above  the  level 

Of  his  Jbw  creeping  thoughts.  Denkam,  Soph^, 

O  dark,  dark,  dark,  amid  the  blaze  of  noon ; 

Irrevocably  dark !  total  eclipse. 

Without  all  hope  of  day.  MiUon,  Sanuon  AgomiMlei. 

O,  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most  complain ! 

Bimd  among  enemies,  O  worse  than  chains* 

Dungeons,  or  beggary,  or  decrepid  ase  1 

Light,  the  prime  worl  of  God,  to  me  s  extinct. 

And  ail  her  various  objects  of  delight 

Annull'd,  which  might  in  part  my  grief  have  eas'd.  lb.  S.  A* 
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Thus  with  the  year 
Seascmi  Tetom,  but  not  to  me  retums 
Jhj,  or  the  sweet  approach  of  ev'n  or  mom. 
Or  sight  of  yemal  bloom,  or  summer's^  rose. 
Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  face  diTine ; 
Bat  doads  instead,  and  ever-daring  dark 
Snrroonds  me,  from  the  cheerfbl  ways  of  men 
Cat  off,  and  for  the  book  of  knowledlge  fair 
Presented  with  an  aniversal  blank 
Of  nature's  works,  to  me  expung'd  and  raised, 
A^d wisdom  afcone  entrance  quite  shut  out.  MiUom,  P.  L,  ni.  40. 

These  eyes,  thou^  clear 
To  outward  Tiew  of  blemish  or  of  spot. 
Bereft  of  light,  their  seeing  have  forgot ; 
Kor  to  their  idle  orbs  doth  sight  appear 
Of  sun,  or  moon,  or  star,  throughout  the  year^ 
Or  man,  or  woman.    Yet  I  argue  not 
Against  heaven's  hand  or  will,  nor  bate  a  jot 
Of  heart  or  hope ;  but  still  bear  up,  and  steer 
Eight  onward.  Milton,  Sofuut  zxn.  1. 


Condition,  circumstance,  is  not  the  thing. 

Bliss  is  ihe  same  in  subject  or  in  king.  Pope, 

The  spider's  most  attenuated  web  ^ 

Is  cora,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 

On  earUily  blu» ;  it  breaks  at  every  breeze.  Fb«n^,JV.r.  1.178. 

Alas !  the  heart  that  inly  bleeds. 

Has  nought  to  fear  from  outward  blows ; 

Who  iam^from  all  he  knows  of  bliss. 

Cares  litfle  into  what  abyss.  Bjfron. 

BLVX. 

O,  "  darkly,  deeply,  beautifUly  blue," 

As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 

BLU1TRS8.  -^r^'  -^*  •^"^*'  ^^'  ^^^' 

Bndeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit. 

Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 

With  better  appetite.  Sk.  Jul.  C.  i.  2. 

I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth. 

Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech. 

To  stir  men's  blood :  I  only  speak  right  on.   8h,  Jul.  C.  iii.  4. 

These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  their  plainness 

Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends. 

Than  twenty  sillv  duckling  observants. 

That  stretch  their  duties  nicely.  Sh.  Lear,  n.  z. 
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BLVVmBB^coniinued. 
'Tis  not  enoogli  jour  counsel  still  be  true ; 
Slant  tnitlui  more  mischief  thftn  nice  falsehoods  do. 

BiTriHnrs  ^'^-  ^-  ^  *'*• 

A  crimson  blush  her  beauteous  face  o'erspread, 

YaiyinjB^  her  cheeks,  by  turn,  with  white  and  red ; 

The  dnring  colours,  never  at  a  stay, 

Kun  here  and  there,  and  flush,  and  fade  away.  PameU, 

From  every  blush  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks, 

Ten  thousand  little  loves  and  graces  spring 

To  revel  in  the  roses.  Mowe,  Tamerlane, 

The  rising  blushes,  which  her  cheek  o'erspread, 

Are  openmg  roses  in  the  lily's  bed.  Gay,  JHone,  n.  3. 

Do  good  by  stealth,  and  blush  to  find  it  fame.  Pope. 

With  every  chanee  his  features  played, 

As  aspens  show  the  light  and  shade.        Scotl,  Bokehy,  ni.  6. 

Though  looks  and  words, 
By  the  strone  mastery  of  his  practised  will. 
Are  overmleo,  the  mounting  blood  betrays 
An  impulse  in  its  secret  spnng,  too  deep 
For  his  control.  Soutkey. 

Playful  blushes,  that  seem  naught 

But  luminous  escapes  of  thougnt.  Moore, 

BOABTDIO—Mtf  Braggart 

The  empty  vessel  makes  the  greatest  sound.  Sk,  Hen.  r.  n.  4. 

The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin, 

While  the  beast  lived,  was  killed  with  hunting  him.     lb.  iv.  3. 

What  cracker  is  this  same,  that  deafs  our  ears 

With  this  abundance  of  superfluous  breath  P  Sh.  K.  John,  ii.  1. 

Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed. 
That  spits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks,  and  seas ; 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions. 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy  dogs.        Sh.  K,  John,  u,  2. 

Nay,  an  thou'lt  mouth, 
111  rant  as  well  as  thou.  8h.  Skm.  v.  1 . 

A  mad-cap  ruffian,  and  a  swearing  jack. 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  fkce  the  matter  out  Sk.  Tarn.  S.  n.  1. 

The  honour  is  overpaid. 
When  he  that  did  the  act  is  commentator.  Shirley. 

We  rise  in  glory,  as  we  sink  in  pride : 

Where  boasting  ends,  there  dignity  begins.     Young^  y.  T.  8. 
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In  conTenatioa  lioldnefls  now  bears  swajt 

But  know,  ^at  nothing  can  bo  foolish  be 

As  empty  boldness  ;  therefore,  first  assay 

And  stnff  thy  mind  with  solid  bravery ; 

Then  march  on  gallant.    Get  substantial  worth, 

Boldness  gilds  fiiely,  and  will  set  it  forth,  KerheH, 

BOVl). 

Ill  have  my  bond ;  I  will  not  hear  thee  speak ; 
m  have  my  bond ;  and  therefore  speak  no  more. 

^  Sh.  J£er.  V.  iii.  3. 

BOOKBISBniO. 
Was  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bonnd.  Sk.  Bom.  Jul.  iii.  2. 

B00KI8HVB8B-Mee  Pedantry,  Learning. 
The  bookful  blockhead,  ignorantiy  read, 
With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  his  head. 
With  his  own  tongue  still  edifies  his  ears, 
And  always  list'ning  to  himself  appears.  Pope,  E^C,  ni.  612. 

BOOKS— iM  Authors,  Beading. 

Books  are  part  of  man's  preroeative, 

In  formal  ink  they  thou(|[ht  and  voices  hold. 

That  we  to  them  our  sohtude  may  give, 

And  make  time  present  travel  tliAt  of  old. 

Our  life,  fame  pieroeth  longer  at  the  end. 

And  books  it  &rther  backward  doth  extend.  Sir  T.  Ovtrhury. 

That  book  in  many  eyes  doth  share  the  glory. 

That  in  gold  dasps  locks  in  the  golden  story.  8h.Bom.JuL  i.  3. 

A  book !    O  rare  one ! 

Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  word,  a  garment 

Nobler  than  that  it  covers.  8k.  Cym.  v.  4 

Learning  is  more  profound 
When  in  few  solid  authors  't  may  oe  found. 
A  few  good  books,  digested  well,  do  feed 
The  mind ;  much  cloys,  or  doth  ill  humours  breed.    1?.  Heaifi. 

That  place  that  does 
Contain  my  books,  the  best  companions,  is 
To  me  a  glorious  court,  where  hourly  I 
Converse  with  the  old  sages  and  philOBophers ; 
And  sometimes,  for  variety,  I  confer 
With  kings  and  emperors,  and  weigh  their  counsels.  T.  Fletrker, 
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Books  shonld  to  one  of  these  four  ends  condoco. 

For  wisdom,  piety,  delight,  or  use.  Denham. 

'lis  in  books  the  chief 
Of  all  perfections,  to  be  plain  and  brief.  BuiUr, 

Twere  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  conld  engage 

Their  childhood,  pleased  them  at  a  riper  age ; 

The  man  approving  what  had  channed  the  boy. 

Would  die  at  last  m  comfort,  peace,  and  joy ; 

And  not  with  cnrses  on  his  nrt,  who  stole 

The  gem  of  troth  from  lus  nngnarded  sooL  Cowper,  !Rroc.  147. 

Books  cannot  always  please,  howerer  good ; 

Minda  are  not  erer  oraying  for  their  food.         Crahbe,  Bor.  24. 

I'm  strangle  contradictions ;  I'm  new  and  I'm  old, 

I'm  often  in  tatters,  and  oft  decked  with  sold. 

Though  I  never  could  read,  yet  lettered  Pm  found ; 

Though  blind,  I  enlighten  ;  though  loose,  I  am  bound. 

I'm  always  in  black,  and  I'm  always  in  white ; 

I  am  grave  and  I'm  gay,  I  am  heavr  and  li^ht. 

In  form  too  I  differ,— I'm  thick  and  I'm  thm  ; 

I've  no  flesh  and  no  bone,  yet  I'm  covered  with  skin ; 

I've  more  points  than  the  compass,  more  stops  than  the  flute ; 

I  sing  without  voice,  without  speaking  confute ; 

I'm  English,  I'm  Grerman,  I'm  f*rench,  and  I'm  Dutch ; 

Some  love  me  too  fondly,  some  slight  me  too  much ; 

I  often  die  soon,  though  I  sometimes  live  ages. 

And  no  monarch  alivelias  so  many  pages.       Sannak  Moore, 

Dreams,  books,  are  each  a  world ;  and  books,  we  know. 
Are  a  substantial  world,  both  pure  and  good ; 
Bound  these,  with  tendrils  strong  as  flesn  and  blood. 
Our  pastime  and  our  happiness  wul  grow.  Wordswortkf  P.  T.  3. 

Our  doctor  thus,  with  stuffed  sufficiency 

Of  all  omnigenus  omnisciency. 

Began,  (as  who  would  not  be^  ^ 

That  had  like  him  so  much  within  P) 

To  let  it  out  in  books  of  all  sorts,  > 

Folios,  quartos,  large  and  small  sorts.  Moore, 

'Twas  heaven  to  lounge  upon  a  couch,  said  Gray, 

And  read  new  novels  on  a  tainy  day.         Sprctgue,  Curiosity. 

See  tomes  on  tomes,  of  fancy  and  of  power, 

To  cheer  man's  heaviest,  warm  his  holiest  hour.  Sprague,  Guru 

A  blessing  on  the  printer's  art ! — 

Books  are  the  Mentors  of  the  heart.  Mrs,  Sale 
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Tlie  Immmg  soul,  the  bordexi'd  mind 

In  books  alone  companions  find.  Mrt.  Kale. 

AU  haOf  je  fields,  where  constant  peace  attends  ! 

AH  hsilt  ye  sacred  solitary  gropes  f 

All  hail,  je  books,  mj  true,  my  real  friends. 

Whose  conyersation  pleases  and  improyes.  Walth. 

The  past  bnt  liyes  in  words :  a  thousand  ages 

Were  bUmk,  if  books  had  not  eyoked  their  ghosts, 

And  kept  the  pale  imbodied  shades  to  warn  us 

Prom  fieshless  lips.  Z^ion  Bulwer^ 

The  printed  TMot,  tho'  far  too  large,  is  less 
Than  thst  which,  yet  nnprinted,  waits  the  press. 
a^mi^  From  the  Spanish  qf  Yriarte. 

O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  is  a  tir'd  horse,  a  railing  wife ; 
Worse  than  a  smoky  honse ; — ^I  had  rather  Uye 
With  cheese  and  garlic,  in  a  windmill,  far. 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  haye  him  talk  to  me, 
In  any  summer-house  in  Christendom.  8h^  H.  /r.  p.  L  iii.  1. 

BQBBownro. 

Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be. 

For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 

And  borrowing  dnlls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 

This  aboye  all, — ^To  thine  ownsdf  be  true ; 

And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day. 

Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man.  8h.  Ham,  i,  3. 

Bouns. 

There's  nothing  situate  under  Heayen's  eye. 

But  hath  his  boun^  in  earth,  in  sea,  in  sky.  £(^.  Chm,  S.  ii.  1. 

BOUHT— iM  BttSTolenae. 

TIs  pity,  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind ; 

That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

What  yon  desire  of  him,  he  partly  begs       '         •  j    >     -    - 

To  be  desir'd  to  giye.    It  much  would  please  him 

That  of  his  fortunes  you  would  make  a  staff 

To  lean  upon.  Sh.  Ant.  Cleo.  ni.  2. 

For  his  bounty, 
There  was  no  winter  in 't ;  an  autumn  'twas. 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping.  8h.  Ant.  CUo.  y.  2. 

He  that's  liberal 
To  all  alike,  tokj  do  a  good  by  chance. 
Bat  neyer  out  of  judgment.        Beaumont  4f  Letcher,  Spa.  Cu. 
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BOYHOOD— sM  Children. 
The  whining  school-bo^,  with  his  satchel, 
And  shining  momins  &ce,  creeping  like  snail 
Unwillinglj  to  school.  Sk.  At  you^  n.  7« 

O,  'tis  a  parlons  boy  ; 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable ; 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe.    8h.  Sie,  in,  in.  1. 

Ah !  happy  years !  once  more  who  would  not  be  a  boy  F 

Bvron,  Childe  Harold,  n.  23. 
A  little  curly-headed  good-for-nothing. 
And  mischief-making  monkey  from  his  birth.  Byron,  2>.  Juan* 

^^*^^*'  The  times  have  been 

That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die. 
And  there  an  end ;  but  now  they  rise  again. 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  push  us  firom  our  stools.  Sh.  Maeb,  in.  4. 

With  curious  art  the  brain,  too  finely  wrought, 
*  Preys  on  herself,  and  is  destroyed  by  thought. 

««» .  ^^ . «».        «     x^  CkurchiU,  Ep.  to  Hogarth. 

BBAOGABT—ttftf  Boasting.  ^  ^ 

What  art  thou  P    Hare  not  I 

An  arm  as  big  as  thine  P  a  heart  as  bigP 

Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger,  for  I  wear  not 

My  dagger  in  my  mouth.  8h.  Cymh.  iv.  2. 

Who  knows  himself  a  braggart, 
Let  him  hear  this :  for  it  will  come  to  pass 
That  ey'ry  braggart  shall  be  found  an  ass.  8h.  AlVt  W.  it.  3. 

Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words, 

Brags  of  his  substance,  not  of  ornament : 

They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth. 

I  know  them,  yea,      ^*'  ^^*  •^''^-  ''•  ^* 
And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmost  scruple : 
Scrambling,  outfacing,  fashion-mong'rin^  boys. 
That  lie,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave,  and  slander. 
Go  antickly,  and  show  outward  hideousness. 
And  speak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  thejT  miffht  hurt  their  enemies  if  they  durst ; 
And  this  is  all.  8h.  M.  Ado.  y,  I. 

Why,  then,  the  world's  mine  oyster, 

Which  I  with  sword  wiU  open.  Sh,  Met,  W.  n.  2. 

For  men,  it  is  reported,  dash  and  vapour 

Less  on  the  field  of  battle  than  on  paper ; 

Thus,  in  the  history  of  each  dire  campaign, 

More  carnage  leads  Ihe  newspaper  than  plain.  Peter  Pindar, 
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'Tis  not  now  who  b  stoat  and  bold  ? 

Bat  wlio  bean  hunser  best,  and  cold  P 

And  lie'f  approved  tne  most  deserving, 

Who  longest  can  hold  out  at  staxring.         Butler^  Mudihrat, 

He  that  is  valiant,  and  dares  fight, 

Though  drubb'd,  can  lose  no  honour  bj't.   Butler^  JEEudibrai 

None  but  the  brave  deserves  the  fair.  Brydeut  Alex.  Feast,  1. 

How  sl^e^  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest, 

Bj  all  their  country's  wishes  blest  I 

By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung. 

By  forms  imseen  their  dirge  is  sung.     CoUim,  Linee  in  1746. 

His  breast  with  wounds  unnumber'd  riven, 

His  back  to  earth,  his  face  to  heaven.  Byron,  Oiaour. 

The  truly  brave, 
When  thev  behold  the  brave  oppress'd  with  odds, 
Are  touch^  with  a  desire  to  shield  or  save.  Byron,  Don  Juan^ 

Fate  made  me  what  I  am — ^may  make  me  nothing,-— 

But  either  that  or  nothing  must  I  be ; 

I  will  not  live  degraded.  Byron,  Sardanapalus. 

The  brave  man  is  not  he  who  feels  no  fear ; 

For  tliat  were  stupid  and  irrational ; 

But  he  whose  noble  soul  its  fear  subdues. 

And  bravely  dares  the  danger  nature  shzinks  from. 

-L--jiiiJm-  Joanna  Baillie, 

■^^BX^^n.  gi^g^  brevity's  the  soul  of  wit. 

And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes — 

I  will  be  brief.  Sh.  Ham.  ii.  2. 

As  'tis  a  greater  mystery  in  the  art 

Of  painting,  to  foreshorten  any  part, 

Thui  draw  it  out,  so  'tis  in  books  the  chief 

Of  all  perfections  to  be  plain  and  brief. 

For  brevity  is  very  good. 

When  we  are,  or  are  not,  understood.  Butler,  Hud.  1, 1. 669. 

Stop  not,  unthinking,  every  friend  you  meet 

To  spin  your  wordy  fabric  in  the  street ; 

While  you  are  emptying  your  colloquial  pack. 

The  fiend  Lumbago  jumps  upon  his  oack.         O.  W.  Holmes 


What  I  shall  one  of  us. 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world. 
But  for  supporting  robbers  ;^Hihall  we  now 
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Contaminate  oar  fingers  with  base  bribes  F 

And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  larse  honour 

For  so  much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  thus  P 

I'd  rather  be  a  dog,  and  Day  the  moon. 

Than  sach  a  Eoman.  8L  Jml.  C  it.  3: 

Dead  falls  the  cause,  if  once  the  hand  be  mute ; 

But  let  that  speak,  the  client  gets  the  suit.  Hertich,  Aph.  275. 

Judges  and  senates  hare  been  bought  for  gold ; 

Esteem  and  lore  were  never  to  be  sold.  Pope^  JSuoy  omMoiu 

To  bribe  the  mob  with  brandy,  beer,  and  song. 

To  put  their  greasy  fists  to  court  addresses. 

Full  of  professiions  kind,  and  sweet  caresses. 

And  with  a  fiddle  lead  the  hogs  along.  Peter  Pindar, 

Sound  him  with  gold ; 
'T  wiU  sink  into  his  renal  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  up  slime,  and  mud. 
And  ooze,  too,  from  the  bottom,  as  the  lead  doth 
With  its  greased  understratum.  Bjro^t. 

Who  thinketh  to  buy  rillany  with  gold, 
Sha)l  erer  find  such  faith  so  bought — so  sold. 

BEITAnr-i^  England.  ^'"''^'^  Sapkonisba. 

Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and^  with  the  seas. 
Which  he  hath  eiren  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  nelps  only  defend  ourselves ; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselres,  our  safety  lies.  Sh,  JEC,  vi.  p.  3,  ir.  i. 

Be  England  what  she  will. 
With  all  her  faults  she  is  my  countiy  still.  Ckurekill,  Parew, 

Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  oursels  united ; 

For  never  but  by  British  hands 

Maun  British  wrangs  be  righted.  Bums,  Dumfries  Volunteers. 

Without  one  friend,  abore  all  foes, 

Britannia  gires  the  world  repose.  Cowper,  to  Sir  J.  Beynolds, 

The  sword  we  dread  not :  of  ourselres  secure. 
Firm  were  our  strength,  our  peace  and  freedom  sure. 
Let  all  the  world  confederate  all  its  nowers, 
"  Be  they  not  back'd  by  those  that  snould  be  ours," 
High  on  nis  rock  shall  Britain's  Genius  stand. 
Scatter  the  crowded  hosts,  and  rindicate  the  land. 
BBOTBnEOOS.  Canning.  The  New  3£oralily. 

Wo  few,  wo  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers.  Sk.  Sen.  v.  iv.  2> 
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SBOOX. 

Their  groyes  of  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lauds  reckon. 

Where  bright-beftmine  aanuners  exalt  the  perfmne ; 

Far  clearer  to  me  von  lone  glen  o'  green  breckan, 

Wi'  the  bum  stealing  nnder  the  kmg  yellow  broom. 
vmrnTwa  JSums,  Caledonia, 

*""^™^-   .  Here  the  architect 

Did  not  with  carious  sldll  a  pile  erect 

Of  carded  marble,  touch,  or  norphyry. 

But  built  a  house  for  hospitality ; 

^o  sumptuous  chimney >piece  of  shining  stone 

Invites  the  stranger's  eye  to  gace  upon, 

And  coldly  entertain  Ms  sifht,  but  dear 

And  cheenul  flames  dierish  and  warm  him  here.  Carew. 

The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to  pay, 

Proyides  a  home  horn  which  to  run  away. 
3UBKS  (XdmuBd).  Young,  Love  qfF.  s.  i.  171. 

Here  lies  our  good  Edmund,  whose  genius  was  such, 

We  scarcely  can  praise  it,  or  blame  it,  too  much ; 

Who,  bom  for  the  universe,  narrow'd  his  mind. 

And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind. 

Goldsmith,  RetaUation,  L  29. 

Oft  have  I  wonder'd  that  on  Irish  ground 

^o  poisonous  reptiles  ever  yet  were  found  : 

Seveal'd  the  secret  stands  of  Nature's  work ; 

She  saved  her  venom  to  create  a  Burke.    Warren  Hastings,* 

BUST— BUOHSSS— «M  Indvtiy* 

To  business  that  we  love,  we  rise  betimes, 

And  go  to  it  with  delight.  8h.  Ani.  Cleop.  iy.  4. 

Let  thy  mind  still  be  bent,  stiU  plotting,  where 

And  when,  and  how  thy  business  may  De  done. 

Slackness  breeds  worms ;  but  the  sure  traveller. 

Though  he  alights  sometimes,  still  goeth  on.  Herbert, 

BUT  TET.  |g^^  y^^^  madam, 

I  do  not  like  but  yet.    It  does  allay 

The  good  precedent ;  fie  upon  but  yet  I 

Bui  yet  is  as  a  jailor  to  bring  forth 

Some  monstrous  malefactor.  5&.  Ant,  Cleop,  ii.  5. 

BTJTT. 

Big  as  a  butt,  and  for  the  self-same  use,  ^ 

To  take  in  stores  of  strong  fermenting  juice.  Crahle, 

*  An  epigram  piodaoed  bj  him  when  writhing  imder  tho  agony  of  a  pro- 
rftcted  proiecuticxu    (Encjc  Brit.  toI.  xL  p.  1M>  7th  edition.) 


62 

cALAxmr. 


umi^d  of  thy  p«vt% 
And  iboa  wit  wedded  to  calamxtir.  £ft.  J2mi.  m.  a 

Do  not  ininlt  calmai^ ; 
It  is  a  baxb'roas  grossness,  to  ky  on 
The  weieht  of  scorn*  whm  heayy  misery 
Too  mudi  ahready  weig^  men's  fortones  down.  Daniel,  ThiL 

Xnow,  he  that 
Foretells  his  own  calamity,  and  makes 
Events  before  they  come,  twice  orer  doth 
Endure  the  pains  of  eyil  destiny.  Sir  W,  DavenatUf  DUtrtues. 

How  wisely  fate  ordain'd  for  human  kind 

Calamity  I  which  is  the  perfect  glass 

Wherein  we  truly  see  ana  know  ourselyes.i^.  Law  agU  Lovers. 

CALX. 
The  tempest  is  o'erblown,  the  skies  are  clear, 
And  the  sea  charm'd  into  a  calm  so  still. 
That  not  a  wrinkle  ruffles  her  smooth  fkce.  Djyden, 

Pure  was  the  temp'rate  air,  an  even  calm 

Perpetual  reign'd,  save  what  the  sephyrs  Uand 

Breath'd  o'er  the  blue  expanse.  Tkamspn,  Spring, 

So  calm,  the  waters  scarcely  seem  to  stray, 

And  yet  they  glide  like  happiness  away.  Byrtm,  Lara. 

The  wind  breathed  soft  as  lorers  sigh, 

And  oft  renew'd,  seem'd  oft  to  die, 

TVith  breathless  pause  between, 

O  who  with  speech  of  war  and  woes, 

Would  wish  to  break  the  soft  repose 

Of  such  enchanting  scene  I      8wti^  Lord  of  the  I$Ui,  iv.  13. 

How  calm,  how  beautiful  comes  on 

The  stilly  hour,  when  .ptorms  are  gone ; 

When  warring  winds  have  died  away. 

And  clouds,  beneath  the  glancing  ray. 

Melt  off,  and  leave  the  land  and  sea 

Sleeping  in  bright  tranquillity !  Moore,  Lalla  SopH. 

The  sea  is  like  a  silvery  lake. 

And,  o'er  its  calm  the  vessel  glides 

Gently,  as  if  it  fear'd  to  wake 

The  slumbers  of  the  silent  tides !  Moore. 

cALinanr. 

No  might  nor  greatness  in  mortality 

Can  censure  'scape ;  back-wounding  calumny 

The  whitest  virtue  strikes :  what  kmg  so  strong, 

Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue  ?  8n,M.M,jn.% 
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CALITMST— eM/Mtiftf. 
If  I'm  tradaced  by  iongaeSt  wliicli  neither  know 
Mj  fiumltief  nor  person,  jet  will  be 
The  chronidef  oimj  doing — let  me  say, 
T  is  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  Tirtae  most  go  through.  Sk.  Ken,  rni.  i.  2. 

Be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pore  as  snow, 

Thon  shalt  not  escape  oadnmny.  8h,  Sam.  iii.  1. 

Galnmn  J  will  sear 
Tirtne  itself:  these  shrogSy  these  hmns,  and  ha's. 

CAnK)llB.  ^'  ^"*  ^'  "•  ^* 

I  hold  it  cowardice 
To  rest  mistrastfVd,  where  a  noble  heart 
Haih  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  lore.  8k,  H.  TZ,  3.  it.  2. 

I'^e  sneeches  are  the  mstroments  of  hnayes, 

Or  fools  that  use  them,  when  the j  want  good  sense ; 

Honestj  needs  no  disgoise  nor  ornament.  Otvcay, 

Some  positiye,  persisting  fools  we  know, 

Who,  if  once  wrong,  wul  needs  be  always  so ; 

But  you  with  pleasure  own  your  errors  past. 

And  make  eacn  day  a  critique  on  the  last.  JPope,  E.  C. 

lis  great,  'tis  manly,  to  disdain  disguise  ; 

It  slu>ws  our  spirit,  or  it  proves  our  strength.     Young,  N.  T. 

Make  my  breast 
Transparent  as  pure  crystal,  that  the  world. 
Jealous  of  me,  may  see  the  foulest  thought 
My  heart  does  hold.  Buehivgham, 

The  brave  do  never  shun  the  light ; 

Just  are  their  thoughts,  and  open  are  their  tempers. 

Bowe,  Pair  Penitent. 
CAIT— JM  BvpUoitj. 

Yes,  rather  plunge  me  back  in  pagan  night. 

And  take  my  chance  with  Socrates  for  bliss. 

Than  be  the  Christian  of  a  faith  like  this, 

Which  builds  on  heavenly  cant  its  earthly  sway, 

And  in  a  convert  mourns  to  lose  a  prey.        Moore,  luioL  G8. 

A  fox,  full  fraught  with  seeming  sanctity. 
That  fear'd  an  oath ;  but,  like  uie  devil,  would  lie. 
Who  look'd  like  Lent,  and  had  the  holy  leer, 
And  durst  not  sin  before  he  said  his  prayer.  Dryden, 

GABS. 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye. 
And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie.  8h,  Bom.  Jul.  xi.  3. 
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CABS— MfKMMiei. 

Cue  if  no  cnie,  bat  nttlier  a  conosiye* 

For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied.      8k.  Sen,  vi,  1,  nr.  3 

Comfort 's  in  heaven ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth. 
Where  nothing  lires  bat  crosses,  care,  and  grief. 

8k.Biek.n.n,2. 
In  care  they  live,  and  mast  for  many  care ; 
And  sach  the  best  and  greatest  ever  are.  Lord  Broobi,  JJtdkam, 

Care  seeks  oat  wrinkled' brows  and  hollow  ejes. 

And  bailds  himself  caves  to  abide  in  them.    Beaum.  ami  FL 

Care  that  is  enter'd  once  into  the  breast, 

Will  have  the  whole  possession,  ere  it  rest.  B^onsoMt  T.^IVd. 

All  creatures  else  a  time  of  love  possess, 

Man  only  clogs  with  care  his  happiness. 

And  while  he  shoald  enjoy  his  part  of  bliss, 

With  thoaghts  of  what  may  be,  destroys  what  is.      Drydeu. 

Man  is  a  child  of  sorrow,  and  this  world. 

In  which  we  breathe,  has  cares  enough  to  plagae  as ; 

But  it  hath  means  withal  to  soothe  these  cares  ; 

And  he  who  meditates  on  others'  woe 

Shall  in  that  meditation  lose  lus  own.  Cumberland, 

Care  to  our  coffin  adds  a  nail,  no  doubt ; 

And  every  grin,  so  merry,  draws  one  out.  P.BindarJBx,  O.xv. 

Human  bodies  are  sic  foob. 

For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools. 

That  when  nae  retl  iQs  perplex  them. 

They  midc  enow  themsels  to  vex  thenk.  Burnt. 

Danger,  long  travel,  want,  or  woe. 

Soon  change  the  form  that  best  we  know ; 

For  deadly  fear  can  time  outgo. 

And  blanch  at.  once  the  hair. 

Hard  toil  can  .roughen  form  and  face, 

And  want  can  quench  the  eye's  bright  grace ; 

Kor  does  old  age  a  wrinkle  trace, 

More  deeply  turn  despair.  Sir  W.  Scott. 

Care,  that  in  cloisters  only  seals  her  eyes, 

Which  youth  thinks  folly,  age  as  wis^m  owns  : 

Fools,  by  not  knowing  her,  outlive  the  wise : 

She  visits  cities,  but  sne  dwells  on  thrones.  Datenant,  Oond. 

CABSFULHE88. 

For  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  so  well. 

They  shall  go  far  with  little.  8k.  Sam,  iv.  5. 


CABNAGB-^AUTIOK.  €5 

Nations  witli  nations  mixt  confas'dly  die, 

And  lost  in  one  promiscoons  carnage  lie.  Addison, 

CAXVDTG. 

THs  liard  to  canre  for  others  meat. 

And  not  Have  time  one's  self  to  eat. 

Though,  be  it  always  understood, 

Onr  appetites  are  roll  as  good.  Zloyd^  Author^ m  Apology. 

CATHXDBAL8— iM  Chnxeh. 

Hie  high.embower'd  roof, 
"With  antique  pillars,  massy  proof. 
And  storied  wmdows,  richly  dight. 
Casting  a  dim  religious  light.  Milton^  H  Pem,  157. 

How  reyerend  is  the  face  of  this  tall  pile. 

Whose  ancient  pillars  rear  their  marble  heads, 

To  bear  aloft  its  arch'd  and  ponderous  roof, 

Bj  its  own  wei(;ht  made  steadfast  and  immoyeable. 

Looking  tranqmlliiy;  Congrev€y  Mourning  Bride. 

CAITSX  AHD  JSFJTJECT. 

What  dire  offence  from  amorous  causes  springs. 

What  mighty  contests  rise  from  triyial  thmgs.    jPoptt  J3.  i.  1 . 

C^jnXXB^-tee  Adyiee,  Diserstion. 

In  part  to  blame  is  she, 
Who  hath  without  consent  been  only  tried. 
He  comes  too  near  that  comes  to  be  denied,  (herhurfi,  W,  36. 

Things  done  well. 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themselyes  from  fear : 
Things  done  wi^out  example,  in  their  issue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.  8h.  JBhu.  rin.  i.  2. 

Trust  none ; 
For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes, 
And  hold-&st  is  the  only  dog.  8k,  Sen.  r.  ii.  3. 

Be  adyis'd ; 
Heat  not  a  fiirnaee  for  your  foe  so  hot 
That  it  doth  singe  yourself:  we  may  outrun, 
By  yiolent  swiftness,  that  which  we  run  at. 
And  lose  by  oyer-mnning.  Sk,  Sen.  vin,  x.  1. 

Fast  bind,  fast  find ; ' 
A  proyerb  neyer  stale  in  thrifty  mind.         SA.  Mer.  V.  ii.  6. 

They  that  fear  the  adder's  sting,  will  not  come 
'27ear  his  hissing.  Chapman^  Widow^s  Tears. 
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W  CJlUTIOV — CXLIBACT. 

CAUnOV — eonlitui^m 
What,  woold'st  thou  hsve  a  serpent  stmg  thee  twice  P 

Sh.  M,  of  Ten,  ir.  1. 
When  clcmds  are  seen,  wise  men  pnt  on  their  cloaks ; 
When  great  leares  &U,  then  winter  is  at  hand ! 
When  we  snn  sets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night  ? 
Untimely  storms  make  men  expect  a  dearth : 
All  may. he  well ;  but,  if  God  sort  it  so, 
'lis  more  than  we  deserve,  or  I  expect.      8h.  Bieh.  in.  ii.  3. 

Know  when  to  speak ;  for  many  times  it  brings 

Danger,  to  give  the  best  advice  to  kings.   Serriek,  Apk.  254. 

Kone  pities  him  that's  in  the  snare. 

And  warned  before,  would  not  beware.  Herrich, 

Look  before  jou  'ere  yon  leap ; 

For  as  you  sow  y '  are  like  to  reap.  Butler^  Hud,  2,  ii.  603 . 

Weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  bliss. 

And  thank  yourself,  if  aught  should  fall  amiss.  Dryden, 

The  mouse,  that  always  trusts  to  one  poor  hole, 

Can  never  be  a  mouse  of  any  soul.  Pope,  Wife  qfBath^  298. 

More  firm  and  sure  the  hand  of  courage  strikes, 

Wlien  it  obeys  the  watchful  eye  of  caution.  Thovuon. 

Let  this  great  maxim  be  my  virtue's  guide : 
Li  part  she  is  to  blame  that  has  been  tried ; 
He  comes  too  near  that  comes  to  be  denied. 

Lady  M.  W,  Montague,  Lady* 9  Besoloe. 

A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain. 

As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain ; 

I  find  the  fool  when  I  behold  the  screen, 

For  't  is  the  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen.    Young,  Z.  of  Fa. 

Vessels  large  may  venture  more, 

Sut  little  Ixyats  snould  keep  near  shore.    Franklin,  Poor  Bic. 

All's  to  be  fear'd  where  all  is  to  be  lost.  Byroth  Werner, 

Be  wise,  discreet,  of  dangers  take  good  heed ; 
Be  cautious,  and  you  cannot  but  succeed ; 
Shun  all  rash  acts,  let  moderation  mark 
Each  enterprise  on  which  you  may  embark  ; 
And  from  your  minds  ne'er  let  there  be  ofiaced 
The  old  yet  sterling  proverb,  "  Haste  makes  Waste." 

CBTiTBAflT. 

Lady,  you  are  the  crudest  she  alive. 

If  you  will  lead  those  graces  to  the  grave, 

And  leave  the  world  no  copy.  8h.  The,  K.  i.  5. 


CSUBAOl — CHAKBTOT.ATy.  C7 

CaJBAJaT—amiimitd. 

Bat  earlier  Hftppy  is  the  rote  distiU'd* 

Than  thst,  whidi,  withering  on  the  yirgin  thorn. 

Grows,  li^es  and  dies  in  single  Uessedness.  SL  Mid.  K.  x.  1, 

Onr  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  faidi  abstain 

Bnt  OUT  destroyer,  foe  toGrod  and  manP  Jtft7fMy  P.X.nr.748. 

She,  thoojdi  in  IbU  blown  flower  of  glorions  beauty. 
Grows  coQ,  eren  in  the  summer  of  ner  age.  Drydoh  C^*  iv«  1* 
If  I  am  fiur,  'tia  for  myself  akme ; 
I  do  not  wish  to  lunre  a  sweetheart  near  me, 
Kor  would  I  call  another's  heart  my  own, 
JXar  haye  a  gallant  lov«r  to  reFere  me ; 
For  sorely  I  would  plight  mj  £lith  to  none. 
Though  many  an  amorous  cit  might  jump  to  hear  me  : 
Por  I  httre  heard  that  lorers  prove  cteceiyers, 
When  once  they  find  that  maidens  are  belieyers. 
iiui.hmvtATM  From  2£iehml  Angelo. 

itook,  how  the  floor  of  Heayen 
Is  thick  inlaid  with  patines  of  bright  gold ; 
There's  not  the  smaUest  orb,  which  thou  behold'st, 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  sings, 
Stin  ouiring  to  the  j'oung-eyed  cherubins ; 
Such  nannony  is  in  immortal  souls : 
But,  whilst  this  muddj  yesture  of  decay  ^ 
Do^  grossly  dose  it  m,  we  cannot  hear  it.  S7i.  3f.  qfVen,  y.  1. 


Ceremony  was  deyised  at  first 

To  set  a  gloss  on  faint  deeds— hollow  welcomes, 

Becanting  goodness,  sorry  e'er  't  is  shown ; 

But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  needs  none. 

8h.  Bman,  I.  2. 
Then  ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth, 
Prepar'd  to  fi^t  for  shadows  of  no  worth ; 
While  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  depend, 
Tind  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  single  friend.  Cowper. 

GSALUarOXL 

Tbere  I  throw  my  gage. 
To  prore  it  on  thee,  to  ihe  ez&meat  point 
Of  martial  daring.  Sh.,  JSic,  i7.  x.  1, 

CHAWHKRIADT. 

He  was  a  cold,  good,  honourable  man. 
Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  ereiy  thing ; 
A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  divan, 

P  2 


68  CHAMBEBUIK— OHAVaS. 

CEAMBEBLAIV— Mfi^wMMf. 
A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  king  ; 
Tall,  stately,  form'd  to  lead  the  cofirtly'  van 
On  birthdajs,  fl^orioos  with,  a  star  and  string : 
The  Tery  model  of  a  chamberlain*  Byrtnu 

CHAVGX— Mi  Pxide. 
In  mj  Bchool-daysy  when  I  had  lost  one  shall* 
I  shot  his  fellow  of  the  self-same  flight. 
The  self-same  way,  with:more  adrised  watch. 
To  find  the  other   fortii;  and  by  adTenturing  both 
I  oft  foond  both.  Sh.  Mer.  V.  x.  1. 

An  eagle,  towering  in  his  pride  of  place. 

Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at,  and  kill'd.    Sh.  Mae.  ii.  4. 

I  haye  set  my  life  upon  a  cast, 

And  I  will  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die.         8h,  Bie,  ni.  v.  4. 

UnknowinglT  she  strikes  and  kiUs  by  chance. 

Poison  is'  in  ner  eyes,  and  death  in  erery  glance.        Jhyden. 

All  nature  is. but  art  unknown  to  thee. 

All  chance  direction,  which  thou  canst  not  see. 

Pope,  E.  2f.  X.  289. 
CHAHOXL 

The  French  and  we  still  change,  but  here's  the  curse. 
They  change  for  better,  and  we  change  for  worse. 

JDryden,  Prologue  to  the  Spanish  Friar* 

Alas !  in  truth,  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind,'— 

Perhaps  was  sick,  in  Iotc,  or  had  not  dined.  Pope,  M,  S,  1. 127* 

Look  nature  through,  'tis  rerolution  all ; 

All  change,  no  death :  day  follows  night,  and  night 

The  dying  day ;  stars  rise  and  set,  and  rise ; 

Earth  takes  tn'  example.    See,  the  summer  gay. 

With  her  green  chaplet  and  ambrosial  flowers. 

Droops  into  pallid  autumn ;  winter  grey, 

Homd  with  Irost,  and  turbulent  witn  storm. 

Blows  autumn  and  his  golden  fruits  away,  ^ 

Then  melts  into  the  sprmg ;  soft  spring,  with  breath 

Favonian,  finom  warm  chambers  of  the  south, 

Itecalls  the  first ;  all,  to  reflourish,  fades. 

As,  in  a  wheel,  all  sinks  to  reascend. 

Emblems  of  man,  who  passes,  not  expires.  Young. 

Iiove  bears  within  itself  the  yery  jgerm 

Of  change ;  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  P 

That  yiolent  things  more  quickly  find  a  term. 

Is  fl^own  through  nature's  whole  analogies.  Bjfron, 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream.  Bynm,  Dream,  3. 


OHAVGX — CHAOB.  69 


How  ehang'd  since  last  her  speaking  eye 

Glane'd  g^ladness  loond  the  glitt'ring  room ; 

"WlieTe  bigh-bom  men  were  proad  to  wait, 

Wliere  bc^uiiy  watch'd  to  inutate !  Bynm,  Parinna. 

Your  coldness  I  Heed  not ;  joor  &own  I  defy ; 

^cfQX  affection  I  need  not--the  time  has  gone  by, 

"When  a  blnsh  or  a  smile  on  that  cheek  could  begoile 

My  soul  from  its  safely,  with  witchery's  wile.    Jfr#.  Otgood, 

Soses  bloom,  and  then  they  wither; 

Cheeks  are  bright,  then  fade  and  die ; 

8hapes  of  li^t  are  wafted  hither. 

Then  like  Tisions  hurry  by.  J.  G,  FercivaL 

Weep  not  that  the  world  changes — did  it  keep 

A  stable,  changeless  course,  't  were  cause  to  weep.     BrganL 

I  ask  not  what  change  has  come  oyer  thy  heart ; 

I  seek  not  what  chances  haye  doomed  us  to  part ; 

I  know  thou  hast  told  me  to  lore  thee  no  more. 

And  I  still  must  obey,  where  I  once  did  adore.         Hqffinar^ 

Kot  in  yain  the  distance  beckons. 

Forward,  forward  let  us  range ; 

Let  the  peoples  spin  for  eyer 

Down  the  rmging  grooyes  of  change.  Tewnyson, 

GHAvonre. 

The  stone  that  is  rolling  can  gather  no  moss. 

For  master  and  servant  oft  changing  is  loss.  Tuuer,  Pi».  Hus, 

CHAM. 

For  he  being  dead,  with  him  is  beauty  slain ; 

And  beauty  dead,  black  chaos  comes  again.    Sk.  F.  ^  A.  178. 

Where  eldest  Nieht 
And  chaos,  ancestors  of  nature,  hcud 
Eternal  anarchy  amidst  the  noise 
Of  endless  wars.  MiUoUf  P.  X.  ii.  894. 

Seligion,  blushing,  yeils  her  sacred  fires. 

And  unawares  Morality  expires, 

I^or  public  fiame,  nor  private,  dares  to  shine ; 

^or  numan  spark  is  left,  nor  glhnpse  diyine ! 

Lo !  thy  dread  empire.  Chaos,  is  restored ; 

Light  dies  before  tny  uncreating  word : 

Thy  hand,  great  Anarch,  lets  the  curtain  fall ; 

And  universal  darkness  buries  all.  Pope,  Dun.  ir.  64B. 
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CEATEL. 

'Wherewet  God  erects  a  himae  of  pnjen 

The  Peril  '^^'^J*  huMM  a  chapel  there : 

And 't  will  be  found  upon  ezaniinafcion» 

The  latter  has  the  largest  congreffBtion.  l}rfoe,T.B.Em§.Ll 
CSOACIIE— «M  XkUMsai,  BetneHoa. 

There  is  a  kind  of  character  in  Hhj  life^ 

Hiat  to  ilie  dbserrer  doth  thy  history 

Folly  unfold.  Sk.  M.firM.i.1. 

He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one ; 
Exceeding  wise,  fair  spoken,  and  persnading : 
LoAy,  and  sour,  to  them  that  loy  a  him  not ; 
But  to  those  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as  sommer. 

8A.  Hem.  rm.  t.  4. 
His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles ; 
His  loTC  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate ; 
His  tears,  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  fromfiraud  as  heayen  from  earth.  /6.2W.(?.n.7. 

Gnats  are  unnotioed  wheresoe'er  they  fly. 

But  eagles  gazed  upon  by  eyery  eye.      Sh^Jseap.  Btqm  ^  L. 

Errors,  like  straws,  upon  the  surface  flow ; 

He  who  would  search  for  pearls  must  diye  below. 

Drydeiit  Annus  AGrabUU,  39. 
Though  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thought  sedate ; 
As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate ; 
Profound  as  reason,  and  as  justice  clear ; 
8ofl  as  compassion,  yet  as  truth  seyere.  Saoa^e. 

Form'd  by  the  conyerse  happily  to  steer 

From  graye  to  ftkj,  from  liyely  to  seyere ; 

Correct  with  spirit,  eloquent  with  ease. 

Intent  to  reason,  or  poBte  to  please.        Pope,  E.  Jf.  it.  380. 

Of  manners  gentle,  of  afiections  mild! 

In  wit  a  man,  simplicity  a  child.  Pope^  oa  Oojf. 

Who  but  must  laugh,  if  such  a  man  there  be  P 

Who  would  not  weep,  if  Atticus  were  he  P  Papt^  Em.  to  ulr.213. 

'Kare  compound  of  oddity,  frolic,  and  fun, 

Who  relisn'd  a  joke,  and  rejoic'd  in  a  pun.  Groldsmilk^  BetaU 

His  talk  was  like  a  stream,  which  runs 

With  rapid  change  from  rocks  to  roses : 

It  flipped  from  politics  to  puns. 

It  passed  from  Mahomet  to  Moses ; 

Beginning  with  the  laws  which  keep 

The  planets  in  their  radiant  courses, 

And  ending  with  some  precept  deep 

For  dressing  eels^  or  shoeing  horses.  Praed^  The  Vtean 
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Describe  him  who  can. 
An  abridgisment  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man.  Chtdmiik,  B. 

For  erer  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  tan. 

The  laughing  herald  of  the  harmless  pun.  Byron, 

Her  glossy  hair  was  doster'd  o'er  a  brow 

Ifoi^t  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 

Her  eyebrows'  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow ; 

Her  cneek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth.    Byron,  D.  Ju. 

A  tmer,  nobler,  trustier  hearfcy 
More  loring,  or  more  loyal,  neyer  beat 
Within  a  human  breast.  Byron,  l\oo  Fosearu 

With  more  capacity  for  love,  than  eaxQi 

Bestows  on  most  of  mortal  mould  and  birth* 

His  early  dreams  of  good  out-stripp'd  the  truth. 

And  troubled  manhood  foUow'd  baffled  youth.    Byron,  Lara. 

To  those  who  know  thee  not,  no  words  can  paint ! 
And  those  who  know  thee,  know  all  words  are  faint ! 

Han.  More,  Sennbiliiy» 
He  is  so  full  of  pleasing  anecdote. 
So  rich,  so  gay,  so  poignant  in  his  wit, 
Time  vanishes  before  mm  as  he  speaks.  Joanna  Baillie. 

In  all  thy  humoTirs,  whether  grave  or  mellow^ 

Thou'rt  such  a  touchy,  testy,  pleasant  fellow. 

Hast  so  much  wit  and  mirth,  and  spleen  about  thee, 

There  is  no  living  with  thee,  nor  without  thee.  From  Martial. 

She  was — but  words  would  fail  to  tell  thee  what : 

Think  what  a  woman  should  be,  she  was  that.  Anon. 

CHASLEBIL 

Here  lies  our  sovereign  lord  the  king. 

Whose  word  no  man  relies  on ; 

Who  never  said  a  foolish  thing, 

And  never  did  a  wise  one.    Moche$ter,  Mock.  Bp.  on  Chas.  ii. 

CBASITT-^Mf  Bsggars,  BensivoleBce. 

.    For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in't ;  an  autumn  'twas, 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping.  8h.  Ant,  Cleop.  v.  2. 

He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 

Open  as  day,  for  meltmg  charity ; 

Yet,  notwithstanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flint; 

As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden 

Aa  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day.      6h.  Sen.  iv.  ii.  4. 
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'Tis  not  enough  to  heljp  the  feeble  up. 

But  to  support  him  after.  Sk.  2Xmtm,  1. 1« 

Charity  itself  fulfils  the  law. 
And  who  oan  serer  lore  from  chariiy  ?        8h»  L.  X.  X.  it.  d« 

It  was  sufficient  1]iat  his  wants  were  known, 
True  charity  makes  others'  wants  their  own. 

JSobert  Dahame,  Poor  Man't  Comfort, 
How  few,  like  thee,  enquire  the  wretched  out. 
And  court  the  offices  or  soft  humanity. 
Like  thee,  reserve  their  raiment  for  tne  naked* 
!Reach  out  their  bread  to  feed  the  cr3ring  orphan. 
Or  mix  the  pitying  tears  with  those  that  weep  I  JBowff,  Jan9  S. 

Think  not  the  good 
The  ffentie  deeds  of  mercy  thou  hast  done, 
Shall  die  forgotten  all ;  the  poor,  the  pris'ner. 
The  fatherless,  the  friendless,  and  the  widow, 
Who  daily  own  the  bounty  of  thy  hand. 
Shall  cry  to  heay'n,  and  pull  a  blessing  on  thee.  JSmm,  i^.i.S. 

Great  minds,  like  heaven,  are  pleased  in  doing  good. 

Though  the  ungrateful  subjects  of  their  favours 

Are  barren  in  return.  £otoe,  Tamerlane. 

True  happiness  (if  understood) 

Consists  alone. in  doing  good.  SomerviUe. 

In  faith  and  hone  the  world  will  disagree, 

But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity : 

All  must  be  false  that  thwart  this  one  great  end  ; 

And  all  of  God,  that  bless  mankind,  or  mend.       Pope,  JS.  Jf. 

Let  humble  Allen,  with  an  awkward  shame,  &"•  3^» 

Do  good  by  stealth,  and  blush  to  find  it  fame.  lb.  Sc^.  i.  135. 

The  generous  pride  of  virtue 
Disdains  to  weigh  too  nicely  the  returns 
Her  bounty  meets  with — Like  the  liberal  gods, 
From  her  own  gracious  nature  she  bestows, 
Kor  stoops  to  ask  reward.  T^mson,  Coriolamu,  iii. 

Let  shining  charity  adorn  your  zeal, 

The  noblert  impulse  generous  minds  can  feel.      Aaron  SilL 

.  What  numbers,  once  in  fortune's  lap  high-fed. 
Solicit  the  cold  hand  of  charity : 
To  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  in  vain  I  Tonmg,  N.  T. 

There  are,  while  human  miseries  abound, 

A  thousand  ways  to  waste  superfluous  wealth. 

Without  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  your  board. 

Without  one  hour  of  sickness  or  i^gnst.  Amuirong,  A,  P.  J9f. 
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CHABITT— «0fi«ifiiM/. 

Trae  charity,  a  plant  diYinelj  nim'd. 

Fed  by  the  lore  fixnn  which  it  rose  at  first, 

OniTiyes  against  hope,  and,  in  the  mdest  scene. 

Storms  bat  enliven  its  .unhiding  green ; 

Exuberant  in  the  shadow  it  supplies, 

Its  fruit  on  earth,  its  g^wth  aWe  the  tikiet.Cowper,C/tariti/, 

The  tmly  generons  is  the  truly  wise ;  [573. 

And  he  who  Iotcs  not  others,  Hyes  unblest.  Some,  Doufflas. 

The  drying  npa  single  tear  has  more 

Of  honest  fame,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore.  Byron,  D.J.nn.  3. 

He  who  will  not  eiye 
Some  nortion  of  his  ease,  his  blood,  his  wealth, 
For  oUier's  good,  is  a  poor  frozen  chnrl.  Joa,  BaillU,  JEth.  i.  2. 


Charms  strike  the  sight,  bnt  merit  wins  the  son!. 
CSAmXT.  Fope,  Bape  qf  the  Loch,  y.  34. 

Chaste  as  the  icicle 
That's  curdled  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow. 
And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple.  Sh,  Coriol,  y.  3. 

The  soul  whose  bosom  lost  did  neyer  tonch, 

Is  Gh)d's  fiiir  bride ;  and  maidens'  sotds  are  sneh. 

Decker,  Honeei  Wh,  p.  1. 

In  thy  fair  brow  there's  such  a  legend  writ 

Of  chastity,  as  blinds  th'  adulterous  mind.     JDrifden,  Albion. 


His  speech,  his  form,  his  action,  full  of  grace, 

And  all  his  country  beaming  in  his  face. 

He  stood,  as  some  inimitable  hand 

Wonld  striye  to  make  a  Paul  or  Tully  stand.  Covper,  T.  T.  347. 


I  thought  of  Chatterton,  th'  maryellous  boy, 
The  sleepless  soul  that  perish'd  in  his  pride. 
Of  lum  who  walk'd  in  glory  and  in  joy. 
Following  his  plough  along  the  mountain  side. 
tngATfTTfl  Wordsworth,  Bee,  and  Indep,  vii. 

In  little  trades  more  cheats  and  lying 

Are  us'd  in  selling,  than  in  buying ; 

But  in  the  great,  unjuster  dealing 

Is  us'd  in  buying,  than  in  selling.      Butler,  Ifue.  Thoughts, 

Doubtless  the  pleasure  is  as  great. 

Of  being  cheated  as  to  cheat.  Butler,  Sud.  n.  3, 1.  U 
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From  itratagem  to  strataffem  we  nm. 
And  he  knows  most,  who  latest  is  undone ; 
An  honest  man  will  take  a  knare's  adviee. 
But  idiots  only  will  be  cozen'd  twice.  Drydtm. 

CHSBRmVXBS. 

Let  me  play  the  fool ; 
With  mirth  and  laushter  let  old  wrinkles  come  ; 
And  let  my  liyer  rawer  heat  with  wine. 
Than  my  heart  cool  with  morti^ring  groans. 
Why  should  a  man  whoso  blooa  is  warm  within» 
Sit  fike  his  grandsire  cut  in  alabaster  P 
Sleep  when  ne  wakes?  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 
By  being  peevish  P  5A.  M,  of  Ven.  1. 1, 

A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

A  sad  tires  in  a  mile.  Si.  Win.  T.  iv.  2,  Son^, 

Cheerful  looks  make  every  dish  a  feast, 

And  't  is  that  which  crowns  a  welcome.  JUasslnjer. 

What  then  remains,  but  well  our  power  to  use, 
And  keep  good  humour  still,  whate'er  we  lose  P 
And  trust  me,  dear,  good  humour  can  prevail, 
When  airs,  and  flights,  and  screams,  and  scolding  fiul. 
CHIDIHO.  Foptf  E.  of  the  L, 

If  she  do  frown  't  is  not  in  hate  of  you, 
But  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  you ; 
If  she  do  chide  *t  is  not  to  have  you  give.      8h,  Tmo  G.  i.  2. 

Those  that  do  teach  your  babes. 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  easy  tasks ; 
He  might  luive  chid  me  so ;  for,  m  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding.  Sk,  Otk,  it.  2. 

Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 
When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclined  to  mirth. 
GHILDBEABIVa.  S^-  ^^-  ^'  2,  IV.  4. 

The  stealth  of  our  most  mutual  entertainment, 
With  character  too  gross,  is  writ  on  Juliet.  Sh.  If.  for  M.  i.  3. 

In  the  first  days 
Of  my  distracting  grief,  I  found  myself 
As  women  wish  to  be  who  love  their  lords.  Home,  Doughu,  i.  1. 

CEILD^— OHILDEOOD— GHUDBEV— SDUCAUOV. 
The  TOfftl  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit, 
Which,  mellow'd  by  the  stealing^  hours  of  time. 
Will  well  become  the  seat  of  majesty, 
And  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign.  8h.  JRic.  in.  iii.  7. 
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^  Behold,  mv  lordf , 
Althongh  the  print  be  little,  the  wnole  matter 
And  copT  of  the  father :  eye,  nose,  lip^ 
The  tricK  of  his  frown,  his  forehead ;  naT,  the  Taller, 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheeic ;  his  smiles, 
Hie  Tezy  moola  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger.  SL  W,  T.  ii.  3. 

The  poor  wren. 
The  most  duninatiye  of  birds,  will  fight. 
Her  yoong  ones  in  her  nest,  against  we  owL  8k.  I£ath»  it.  2. 

Hie  childhood  shews  the  man. 

As  morning  shews  the  day.        Milton,  Parad,  Beg.  it.  220. 

Children  blessings  seem,  bat  torments  are, 
When  yoong  onr  folly,  and  when  old  our  fear.  Otway,  Bon  Car. 

One  son  at  h(»ne 
Concerns  thee  more  than  many  guests  to  come ; 
If  to  some  nsefbl  art  he  be  not  bred. 
He  grows  mere  lumber,  and  is  worse  than  dead.        Dryden. 

Thanks  to  the  gods,  my  boy  has  done  his  duty  I 

— ^Portias,  when  I  am  dea^  be  sure  you  place 

His  nxn  near  mine,  Addison^  Colo. 

Beh<M  the  child,  by  nature's  kindly  law. 

Pleased  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  straw.  Pcrpe,  E.M.  u.275. 

By  sports  like  these  are  all  their  cares  beguil'd ; 

Tne  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child.        GhldtmUh,  Trav. 

A  loyely  bein^,  scarcely  form'd  or  moulded, 

Aroaewithmll  its  sweetest  leayes  yet  folded.  Jfjrron,  D,Ji  zy.43. 

Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing, 

-(IVoyided  they  don't  come  in  lufter  dinner ;) 

'Tie  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  bring 

Her  children  up  (if  nursing  ihem  don't  thin  her).  Syron,D.  J. 

Look  how  he  laiu^  and  stretches  out  his  arms. 

And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine. 

To  hau  his  father :  while  his  little  form 

Fhitters  as  wing'd  with  joy.    Talk  not  of  pain  1 

The  childless  cherubs  well  might  enyy  thee 

The  pleasures  of  a  partot.  JB^yroA,  Caia,  ui.  1. 

He  smiles,  and  sleeps !— -sleep  on 
And  smile,  thou  little,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scarce  less  young :  sleep  on,  and  smile  ! 
Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  cheering 
And  innocent  I  Byron,  Cain,  m.  1. 

liring  jewels  dropp'd  unstained  from  heayen.  Bollok. 
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GHILD--4EZU)H00D— CHILDBSH---Mji<ffiiiMf. 

The  tear  down  cbildliood's  cheek  that  flows, 

Is  like  the  dew-drop  oc  the  rose ; 

When  next  the  summer  breeze  comes  by. 

And  wayes  the  bosht  the  flower  is  dry.  Seoii,  JSokehy, 

Why  was  my  prayer  accepted  P  why  did  Hear'n 

In  anger  hear  me,  when  I  ask'd  a  son  P     ITan,  Mare,  Mote*,  1 . 

The  child  ia  father  of  the  man.  Wardewortk,  My  JZl  Leaps,  1. 7. 

Oh !  dear  to  memory  are  those  hoars 

When  erery  pathway  led  to  flowers ; 

When  sticlcs  of  peppermint  possessed 

A  sceptre's  power  to  sway  the  breast. 

And  heaven  was  ronnd  us  while  we  fed 

On  rich  ambrosial  gingerbread.  Sliza  CfooH, 

Women  know 
The  way  to  rear  np  children  (to  be  just) ; 
They  know  a  simple,  merry,  tender  knack 
Of  tyin^  sashes,  fitting  baby-shoes. 
And  strmging  pretty  words  that  make  no  sense, 
And  kissing  full  sense  into  empty  words  ; 
Which  things  are  corals  to  cut  life  upon. 
Although  such  trifles.  Mrs,  JBrowmng. 

CHOICE. 

When  better  cherries  are  not  to  be  had, 

We  needs  must  take  the  seeming  best  of  bad.  DanieL 

So  much  to  win,  so  much  to  lose. 

No  maryel  that  I  fear  to  choose.  Miee  London, 

CHOLEE. 

Must  I  giye  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  P 

Shdl  I  be  frighted  when  a  maidman  stares  P    8h,  Jul.  C,  ry.  3. 

Let  your  reason  with  your  choler  question 

What  'tis  you  go  about.  Sh,  Men.  vin.  i.  i^ 

CHBISnAH. 

A  Christian  is  the  highest  style  of  man.  Young,  N.  T.  iy.  789; 

CHBISnCAB, 

At  Christmas  play,  and  make  good  cheer. 

For  Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year.   Tueeer,  500  points,  121 

Lo  I  now  ia  come  our  joyful'st  feast ! 
Let  eyery  man  be  jolly. 
Each  room  with  iyy  leaves  is  drest. 
And  every  post  with  holly. 
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Kow  all  OUT  neiKhbonn'  chinmeja  smoke, 

And  Chmtiiuu  blocks  are  baming ; 

Their  orens  they  with  bak't  meats  choke. 

And  all  their  spits  are  turning.        Witker,  Ckruinuu  Carol, 

"Now  thrice-welcome  Christmas,  which  brings  us  good  cheer, 

Minc'dpies  and  plum  porridge,  good  ale  and  strong  beer. 

With  pig,  goose,  and  capon,  the  best  that  may  be, — 

So  well  aouL  the  weather  and  onr  stomachs  agree. 

Observe  how  the  chimneys  do  smoke  all  about ; 

The  cooks  are  providing  for  dinner,  no  doubt :. 

But  those  on  whose  tables  no  victuals  appear, 

O,  maj  they  keep  Lent  all  the  rest  of  tne  year ! 

Poor  JSobin  *  Almanack,  1695. 
Heap  on  more  wood !  the  wind  is  chill ; 
But  let  it  whistle  as  it  will. 
Well  keep  our  Christmas  merry  still.     Scott,  Marmiont  c,  6, 

GSUBCH— 'M«  Oathadial,  Otergymaa,  Beligion. 

Then  might  you  see 
Cowls,  hoods,  and  habits  witii  their  wearers  tost 
And  flutter'd  into  rags ;  then  reliques,  beads. 
Indulgences,  dispenses,  pardons,  bulls. 
The  sport  of  winds ;  all  these  upwhirFd  aloft 
Fly  to  the  rearward  of  the  world  far  off 
Into  a  limbo  large  and  broad,  since  call'd 
The  paradise  of  fools.  Milton,  P.  Z.  m.  490. 

Wbat  makes  a  church  a  den  of  thieves  P 

A  dean  and  chapter,  and  white  sleeves.  Butler,  Sud,  3, 1. 1285. 

Patience  in  want,  and  poverty  of  mind, 

Tliese  marks  of  cliurch  and  cnurchmen  he  designed, 

And  living  taught,  and  dying  left  behind.  Drf/den. 

I  met  a  reverend,  fat,  old,  gouty  friar. 

With  a  paunch  swoll'n  So  high,  his  double  chin 

Hight  rest  upon  't :  a  true  son  of  the  church ! 

Fr^-colour  d,  and  well-thriving  on  his  trade.  J)ryden,8pau.F, 

Who  buikU  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  fame. 

Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  name.  JPope,  Jf.  JS,  iii. 

Church  ladders  are  not  always  mounted  best 

By  learned  clerks  and  latinists  professed.  Cowper,  Tlroe.  878. 

*'  What  is*  a  Church  f*  Let  truth  and  reason  speak ; 

They  should  reply — "  Hie  faithful  pure  and  meek. 

From  Christian  folds,  the  one  selected  race, 

Of  all  professions,  and  of  every  place."        Crabhc,  BorongL 
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OEUBCK—mntinutd. 
WLat  is  a  cliUrchP — Our  honest  sexton  tells 
'T  is  a  tall  building,  witk  a  tower  and  bells.  Orabbe,  Boromgh, 

Why  Bboald  we  crsTe  a  hallowed  spot  P 

An  altar  is  in  each  man's  cot, 

A  church  in  eyery  grove  that  spreads 

Its  living  roof  al)oye  our  heads.  Wordnoortk, 

It  nerer  was  a  prosperous  world 
Since  priests  have  interfere  with  temporal  matters ; 
The  custom  of  their  ancestors  thej  shffht, 
And  change  their  shirts  of  hair  f<v  robes  of  gold ; 
Thus  luxury  and  interest  rule  the  church. 
Whilst  piefy  and  conscience  dwell  in  cares.  Bancroft,  F.  cfM. 

CEUBOHTABO'CElESnBY.  * 

The  solitary  silent,  solemn  scene, 

Where  C»sars,  heroes,  peasants,  hermits  lie. 

Blended  in  dust  together ;  where  the  slare 

iRests  from  his  labours ;  where  th'  insulting  proud 

Besigns  his  power ;  the  miser  drops  his  hoard ; 

Where  human  folly  sleeps.  B^}fWt  Buins  ef  Bdme. 

CHUBIISHHSSS. 

My  master  is  of  churlish  disposition. 

And  little  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven. 

By  doing  deeds  of  hospitidity.  8A.  As  You  L.  vr.  2. 

CXTIX8. 

There  with  like  haste  to  sereral  ways  they  run. 

Some,  to  undo,  and  some  to  be  undone ; 

While  luxury  and  wealth,  and  war  and  peace. 

Are  each  th  other's  ruin  and  increase ; 

As  riyers  lost  in  seas,  some  secret  vein 

Thence  reconyeys,  there  to  be  lost  again.  Denham. 

CITIZJSH. 
Beligious,  punctual,  frugal,  and  so  forth ; 
His  word  would  pass  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 
One  BoHd  dish  his  week-day  meal  affords, 
And  added  pudding  solemniz'd  the  Lord's.      Pope,  M.  E,  3. 

CiVIUTT. 

Whilst  thou  liyest,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  thy  head. 

8k.  Ten^.  m.  2. 
CLBAVUnSS. 

Even  fi^m  the  body's  purity,  the  mind 

Ileceiyes  a  secret  sympathetic  aid.  Thimion^  Summer. 
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GLBBOT— «M  Paftor. 

Babble  on,  ye  priests ;  amuse  mankind 

With  idle  tales  of  flames,  and  tort 'ring  fiends» 

And  starry  eiowns,  for  natient  suSerings  here : 

Yes»  gail  the  crowd*  ana  gain  their  earthly  soods, 

For  feign'd  reversions  in  a  heavenly  state.   IF.  Shirley ^  P^ r. 

Then  shall  they  seek  t'  avail  themselves  of  names, 

Places,  to  titles,  and  with  these  to  join 

Secolar  power,  though  feigning  stiU  to  act 

Bv  spiritual,  to  themselves  appropriating 

Tne  Spirit  of  God,  promised  alike  to  begiven 

To  all  Delievers.  Mtltan,  P.  L,  xii.  516. 

Men  of  his  coat  should  be  minding  their  prayers, 

And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themselves  airs.  Sm/t- 

If  ear  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smil'd, 

And  still  where  many  a  garden  flow'r  grows  wild. 

There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose, 

The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 

A  man  he  was  to  all  the  countiy  dear, 

Andpassing  rich  with  forty  pounos  a  year.  Goldsmith,  Des.  V.  137. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace. 

His  looks  adom'd  the  venerable  place ; 

Truth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  sway. 

And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remain'd  to  pray.  lb,  177. 

He  that  negociates  'tween  Grod  and  man, 

As  God's  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 

Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 

Of  lightness  in  his  speech.  Cowper,  Task,  2,  464. 

I  venerate  the  man,  whose  heart  is  warm, 

Whose  hands  are  pure,  whose  doctrine  and  whoso  life 

Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proof 

That  he  is  honest  in  the  sacred  cause.    Cowper,  Task,  2,  673. 

In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  man. 

And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers, 

And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 

All  affectation.    'Tis  mv  perfect  scorn : 

Object  of  my  implacable  disgust.  Cotcper,  Task,  2,  414. 

Whate'er 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myself.—I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  be  my  mediator.  Byron,  Mav^fred,  lu.  I- 
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GLXBGYXAV. 

The  proud  he  tam'd,  the  penitent  he  cheer'd : 

Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  offender  fear'd. 

His  preaehing  much,  but  more  his  practice  wrought— 

A  living  sermon  of  the  truths  he  taught — 

For  this  by  rules  severe  his  life  he  squar'd, 

That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  they  heard. 

Dryden,  Character  of  a  Good  Par*on* 
If  such  dinners  you  give, 
Youll  ne'er  want  for  parsons  as  long  as  you  live : 
I  ne'er  knew  a  parson  without  a  good  nose, 
But  the  devil's  as  welcome  wherever  he  goes.  SwifU 

Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  faith 

Wi  rattlin  an'  thumpin ! 

Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath. 

He's  stampin,  an'  he's  jxmipin  1  Sums,  Holy  Fair, 

The  royal  letters  are  a  thing  of  course ;  ^ 

A  kins,  that  would,  might  recommend  his  horse ; 

And  &an8,  no  doubt,  and  chapters  with  one  voice. 

As  bound  in  duty,  would  connrm  the  choice.      Cawper^  !Rro. 

Your  Lordship  and  your  Grace,  what  schools  can  teach 

A  rhet'ric  equal  to  tiiose  parts  of  apeech  P 

What  need  of  Homer's  verse,  or  Tully's  prose, 

Sweet  interjections  !  if  he  learn  but  tnose  P 

Let  rev'rend  churls  his  ignorance  rebuke. 

Who  starve  upon  a  dog's  ear'd  Pentateuch, 

The  Parson  knows  enough  who  knows  a  Duke.  Cotcper,  Tiro, 

In  his  duty  prompt,  at  every  call. 

He  watch'd,  and  wept,  ima  felt,  and  pray'd  for  all.  Goldsmith. 

In  short,  no  dray-horse  ever  work'd  so  hard,  £-D.  F.  186. 

From  vaults  to  orag  up  hogshead,  tun,  or  pipe, 

As  this  good  priest,  to  drag,  for  small  reward, 

The  souls  of  sinners  from  the  devil's  gripe.      JPeter  Findar, 

Around  his  form  his  loose  long  robe  was  thrown, 

And  wrapt  a  breast  bestow'd  on  heaven  alone.  Byron,  Cors,  2. 
CLERICAL  STIPEND. 

What  makes  all  doctrines  plain  and  clear  P 

About  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

And  that  which  wasprov'd  true  before, 

Prove  false  again  P  Two  hundred  more.  Butler,  S,  in.  i.  1277. 
CnXATE. 

We  enry  not  the  wanner  clime  that  lies 

In  ten  degrees  of  more  indulgent  skies ; 

Nor  at  the  coarseness  of  our  neav'n  repine. 

Though  o'er  our  heads  ihe  frozen  Pleiads  shine.        Additon. 
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4B/fUM. 

The  doadfl  eonsipi  their  treasure  to  the  fields. 

And,  softly  shaking  on  the  dimj^led  pool 

Prelnsiye  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  flow. 

In  large  effusion  o'er  a  freshened  world.       Thomson,  Spring. 

There's  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain. 

But  tells  of  stonns  to  come  or  past;-^ 

Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 

Of  a  young  war-horse  in  the  blast ; — 

There,  roll  d  in  masses  dark  and  swelling. 

As  psood  to  be  the  thunder's  dwelling.  Moore, 

OOACH. 

Go,  can  a  coach,  and  let  a  coach  be  call'd. 

And  let  the  man  who  calleth  be  the  caller, 

And  in  his  calling  let  him  nothing  call 

But  coach !  coach !  coach !  oh,  for  a  coach,  ye  gods  I 
COCEfCRffWJJiGt,  Carey,  Ckrono^otonikologot,  5. 

Hark,  hark  I  I  hear^ 

The  strain  of  strutting  chanticleer 

Cry,  Cock-a-doodle-doo.  Sh,  Temp.  i.  2. 

The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  of  the  mom, 

I>oth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 

Awake  the  god  of  day.  Sh.  Ham.  i.  1. 

COLLBCIQ&— «M  Aatiquaiy. 

A  snapper-up  of  unconsidered  trifles.     Sh.  Win.  Tale,  it.  2. 

Kature  to  each  allots  his  proper  sphere, 

But  that  forsaken,  we  like  comets  err. 

Toss'd  thro'  the  void,  by  some  rude  shock  we're  broke. 

And  all  our  boasted  fire  is  lost  in  smoke.  Conffreoe. 

Iio !  from  the  dread  immensity  of  space 

Betumin^,  with  accelerated  course. 

The  rushing  comet  to  the  sun  descends : 

And  as  he  sinks  below  the  shading  earth. 

With  awful  train  projected  o'er  the  heayens. 

The  guilty  nations  tremble.  l^mson.  Summer. 

'COIOOST. 

O,  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late ; 
'TiB  uke  a  pardon  after  execution ; 
That  gentle  physic,  giyen  in  time,  had  cur'd  me ; 
But  now  I'm  past  all  comfort  here  but  prayers. 

Sh,  Sen.  YUJ.  IT.  % 
Comfort,  like  the  golden  sun. 
Dispels  the  sullen  shade  with  her  sweet  inflnenee, 
Ana  eheen  the  melancholy  house  of  care.  Soioom 
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Sweet  as  refreshiiig  dews  or  stunmer  showers 

To  the  long  parching  thirst  of  drooping  flowen ; 

Grateful  as  tanning  gales  to  fainting  swains, 

And  soft  as  trickling  balm  to  bleeding  pains,-— 

Such  are  thy  words.  Gt'f. 

It  ifl  a  little  thing  to  speak  a  phrase 

Of  common  comfort,  which  bj  dailr  use 

Has  ahnost  lost  its  sense ;  yet  on  the  ear 

Of  him  who  thought  to  die  unmoum'd  't  will  fall 

Like  choicest  musio.  Ta^burd, 

eOMXSRTATOBS. 

The  honour's  orerpaid. 
When  he  that  did  the  act  is  commentator.  Shirley. 

These  lost  their  sense,  their  learning  to  display, 

And  those  explained  ike  meaning  quite  away.  Pope, 

How  commentators  each  dark  passage  shun. 
And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  the  sun. 

Young,  Love  qf  Fame,  vii.  97. 

Oh !  rather  give  me  commentators  plain. 
Who  with  no  deep  researches  vex  tne  brain, 
Who  from  the  dark  and  doubtful  love  to  run. 
And  hold  their  glimmering  taper  to  the  sun. 

Crabbe,  Parish  Segister,  r. 
C01IPABI80K8. 

Comparisons  are  odorous.  8h,  M»  Ado,  itt.  5. 

When  the  moon  shone,  we  did  not  see  the  candle ; 

So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  less.    8h,  M.  of  fen.  v.  I. 

In  yirtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 
Save  thine  "  incomparable  oil"  Macassar !  Byron,  D.  J.  i.  17. 
C0KPAS8I0K— M0  Pity. 
Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far ;  'tis  virtue.  Sh.  Sen.  viiu  iii.  2. 

O,  heavens !  can  you  hear  a  good  man  sroan. 

And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  him  r    Sh,  Tit,  And.  it.  7. 

Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are. 

That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm. 

How  shall  your  houseless  heads  and  unfed  sides. 

Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggedness,  defend  you 

From  seasons  such  as  these  P    Oh,  I  have  ta'en 

Too  little  care  of  this !    Take  physic,  pomp ; 

Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feel ; 

That  thou  may'st  shake  the  superflux  to  them. 

And  show  the  heavens  more  just.  Shm  Lean^t  ni«  4. 
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Pity  1  it  if  a  pitr  to  recall  to  feeling 

The  wzetch  too  happy  to  escape  to  death. 

By  the  compassionate  trance,  poor  nature's  last 

Sesonroe  against  the  tyranny  of  pain.  Byr&n, 


Come,  now  again  thy  iroes  impart, 

TeQ  all  thy  sorrows,  all  thy  sin ; 

We  cannot  heal  tiie  throbbing  heart, 

!nil  we  discern  the  wounds  within.  Crahbe, 


'Tis  beanty  truly  blent,  whose  red  and  white 

Ifatme's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on.  8h.  T.  Ni.  i.  5. 


The  histre  in  joja  eye,  heayen  in  your  cheek. 

Pleads  your  fair  usage.  8h.  Troil.  iv.  4. 

CQVCXAUUUIT— M9  Lots. 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen. 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all.  8k.  0th.  in.  2. 

T  is  not  my  talent  to  conceal  my  thoughts. 

Or  carry  smiles  and  sunshine  in  my  face. 

While  discontent  sits  heavy  at  my  heart.  Addison, 

OOMJKIT— M0  FomaU^,  Self-ooneeit. 
As  his  own  bright  image  he  surrey'd. 
He  fell  in  lore  with  the  fantastic  snade  ; 
And  o'er  the  fair  resemblance  hung  unmoy'd, 
Nor  knew,  fond  youth*  it  was  himself  lie  loy'd.       Ovid,  Mst. 

A  strong  conceit  is  rich ;  so  most  men  deem : 

If  not  to  be, 'tis  comfort  yet  to  seem.  Jfar^ton,  ^i»<oiwo  4"  •^<^- 

Oonceit  in  weakest  bodies,  strongest  works.  8h*  Ham.  nx.  4. 

This  self-conceit  is  a  most  dang'rous  shelf. 

Where  many  haye  been  shipwreck'd  unawares ; 

He  who  dotn  trust  too  mucn  unto  himself, 

Ckq  neyer  £ul  to  fall  in  many  snares.  E.  of  8terling,  Crasui, 

Drawn  by  conceit  from  reason's  plan. 

How  yain  is  that  poor  creature,  man ! 

How  pleas'd  is  ey  ry  paltry  elf  >^       ,  .„ 

To  prate  about  that  thing,  himself.  Churehtll. 

O,  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  P  Sk,  Oik,  lu  1. 


concord,  heayenly-bom  I  whose  blissful  reigti, 
H<^  this  yast  dobe  in  one  surrounding  chain  ;        ^.  ,  ,, 
Sool  of  the  world !  ThckelL 
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The  wretch,  ooiideiim*d  with  life  to  part. 
Still,  still  on  hope  relies ; 
And  eyery  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 

Bids  expectation  rise.  OoldsmM,  CaptivUjf,  n. 

OOHSITOT. 
Hare  more  than  thon  showest, 
SpeaJc  less  than  thon  knowest, 
iJend  less  than  thon  owest. 
Learn  more  than  thon  trowest. 
Set  less  than  thon  throwest.  8h,  Lear,  t.  4. 

Onr  acts  onr  angels  are»  or  good  or  ill, 

Onr  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still.  BMeker,  H.  M.  Fort. 

Learn  to  live  well  that  thon  may'st  die  so  too ; 

To  lire  and  die  is  all  we  have  to  do.  Denkam, 

The  man  who  consecrates  his  hoars 
Sy  yig'rons  effort  and  an  honest  aim, 
At  once  he  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  death ; 
He  walks  with  nature,  and  her  paths  are  peace.  Young  ^N.T.V&S, 

Who  does  the  best  hif  circnmstanoe  allows. 

Does  well,  acts  nobly;  angels  oonld  noiDxae.YomttgtN,  T.  n- 

Towhatgulphs  C^* 

A  single  deviation  from  the  toacK 
Of  human  duties  leads  even  those  who  claim 
The  homage  of  mankind  as  their  bom  due. 
And  find  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselyes  I  Byron. 

To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks  P 
Kot  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  doth  lick  r 
Kot  his  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  £bce. 
Who  'scapes  tne  larking  serpent's  mortal  sting  ? 
Kot  he  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  smallest  worm  M'iU  turn,  being  trodden  on ; 
And  doves  will  peck,  in  safeguard  of  their  brood. 
COniDEVCS.  8h.  Hen.  VI.  3,  ii.  2. 

Set  on  your  foot ; 
And,  with  a  heart  new  fir'd,  I  follow  you. 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  sufSceth, 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on.  8h,  Jul.  C.  ii.  2. 

coHiirsiov. 

With  niin  upon  ruin,  rout  on  rout. 

Confusion  worse  confounded.  Milton^  P.  X.  u.  996. 


COinriTBIAL  HAPMirBSt— COJrSCIEKOl-  ^ 

conrraxAi  EAFPnrzss.  .   .  ,  ^  \. ,. 

Then  's  a  bliss  beyond  all  tnat  the  minstrel  has  tola» 

When  two,  that  are  link'd  in  one  hearenlj  tie, 

With  heart  never  changing,  and  brow  never  cold. 

Lore  on  throogh  all  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die !       Moore. 

Oh,  the  music  and  beanty  of  life  lose  their  wortb, 

When  one  heart  only  joys  in  their  smile  »     .  , 

Bat  the  imion  of  hearts  gires  diat  pleasure  its  tHrtn* 

Which  beams  on  the  dancest  and  coldest  of  earth 

like  the  snn  on  his  own  chosen  isle ; 

It  gives  to  the  fire-side  of  winter  the  light, 

The  glow  and  the  glitter  of  spring— 

O  sweet  are  the  hours,  when  too  fond  hearts  unite. 

As  softly  they  plide,  in  their  innocent  flight 

Away  on  a  motionless  wing.  -*'^- 

OQIQUEST  X  daim  by  risht 

Of  conquest :  for  when  kings  maie  WM, 
Ko  law  betwixt  two  sov'reigns  can  decide. 
But  that  of  arms,  where  fortune  is  the  judge,  ^^ 

Soldiers  the  lawyers,  and  the  bar  the  field.  JJryaeit. 

Mark  !  where  his  carnage  and  his  conauests  cewe  ! 
He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it  peace !  Byron,  B.  of  A.  ii.  2W. 

GovBAveimniT.  . 

'Cause  grace  and  virtue  are  withm 
Prohibited  degrees  of  kin ; 

Ajid  therefore  no  true  saint  aDows  tt  -/:;;«  ;  rwi 

They  shall  be  sufiered  to  espouse.  Birffer,  Bnd.  lu.  c.  i.  i£^s. 

Leave  her  to  heaven. 
And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge,  «-.»«■ 

To  prick  and  sting  her.  «*•  ^'"^'  ^'  '" 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 
With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  awry. 
And  lose  the  name  of  action.  ^*.  Uam.  nr.  i. 

Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guil^niind ;     ^,   ^  ^_  ,  ^  « 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  an  officer.        Sh.  K.  ri.  3.  v.  o. 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel Jnst ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lock  d  up  m  steel. 
Whose  conscience  with  mjustice  is  c«rru|tej^^  ^^  ^  ^^^  ^ 
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COViOXZKCE-H!0M<mtM(7. 

I  feel  within  me 
A  peace  aboTC  all  earthly  dignities^ 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience.  8k.  Men.  riiz.  ju.  2. 

Unnatoral  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troables ;  Infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets.  SA.  Mac,  r.  1. 

The  colour  of  the  long  doth  come  and  go. 

Between  his  purpose  and  his  conscience, 

Like  heralds  twixt  two  dreadful  battles  set : 

His  passion  is  so  ripe,  it  needs  must  break.    8k.  K.  Jl  iv.  2. 

He  that  has  light  within  his  own  clear  breast, 

May  sit  i'  the  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day ; 

But  he  that  hides  a  dark  soul,  and  foul  thoughts. 

Benighted  walks  under  the  mid-day  sun ; 

Himself  is  his  own  dungeon.  Miltont  Oomiut,  381. 

0  conscience,  into  what  abyss  of  fears. 

And  honors  hast  thou  driven  me ;  out  of  which 

1  find  no  way,  from  deep  to  deeper  plung'd!  MiUonfPJL.x.  842. 

"Why  shoxdd  not  conscience  have  vacation. 

As  well  as  other  courts  o'  the  nation  P 

Have  equal  power  to  adjourn, 

Appoint  appearance,  and  retiurn  ?         Butler,  Sud.  %  ii.  317. 

The  sweetest  conscience  we  receive  at  last. 

Is  conscience  of  our  virtuous  actions  past.  Denkam. 

Here,  here  it  lies ;  a  lump  of  lead  by  day ; 

And  in  my  short,  distracted,  nightly  slumbe 

The  hag  that  rides  my  dreams.  Dtyden. 

Oh  power  of  guilt  I  how  conscience  can  upbraid  I 

It  forces  her  not  only  to  reveal. 

But  to  repeat  what  sne  would  most  conceaL  Dryde». 

Severe  decrees  may  keep  our  tongues  in  awe. 

But  to  our  thoughts  what  edict  can  give  law  P 

Even  you  yourself  to  your  own  breast  shall  teU 

Your  crimes,  and  your  own  conscience  be  your  helL  Dtyden. 

Pirates  and  conquerors  of  harden'd  mind. 

The  foes  of  peace  and  scourges  of  mankind. 

To  whom  onending  men  are  made  a  prey, 

When  Jove  in  vengeance  gives  a  land  away : 

Even  these— when  of  their  ill-got  spoils  possess*d» 

Find  sure  tormentors  in  a  guilty  breast ; 

8ome  voice  of  God,  close  whispering  within^ 

'*  Wretch !  this  is  villainy  ;  and  this  is  sin  I"  Pcp9 


oovflcmos.  97 

Some  scrapie  rose,  bat  tbos  he  eas'd  lug  thoughtt 

111  noir  gtfe  sixpence  where  I  gare  a  groat ; 

Where  once  I  went  to  ohoreh.  111  now  go  twice. 

And  am  so  clear  too  of  all  other  vice.     Pope,  Moral  JB9$ay$. 

Conscience,  what  art  thonP  thoa  tremendoas  power  ! 

Who  dost  inhabit  as  without  oar  leaTe» 

And  art  within  oarselyes,  anotiier  self» 

A  master  self,  that  Iotcs  to  domineer. 

And  treat  the  monarch  frankly  as  the  slave  ?       Toung,  JBro» 

£'en  grave  divines  sabmit  to  glittering  gold ! 

The  Mst  of  consciences  are  boaght  and  sold.  Peter  Pindar 

Bat,  at  sixteen,  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 

So  much,  as  when  we  call  oar  old  deots  in  ^ 

At  sixty  years,  and  draw  the  account  of  evilp 

And  find  a  deuced  balance  with  the  deviL       Bjfron,  D.  J,  i. 

A  quiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene  I 

Christians  have  burnt  each  other,  quite  persuaded 

That  all  the  iqpostles  would  have  done  as  they  did.    lb,  D.  J, 

Thouffh  thy  slumbers  may  be  deep» 

Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep ; 

There  are  shades  that  will  not  vanish. 

There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  bamslu    JBj^ron,  Manfred. 

There  is  no  future  pang 
Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-condexnn'd 
He  deals  cm  his  own  souL  Byron,  Mauifredn 

Yet  stOl  there  whispers  the  small  voice  within, 

-Heard  tluough  gain's  silenoe,  and  o'er  gloiy's  din : 

Whatever  creed  be  taught  or  hmd  be  ti^, 

Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  God  1  Bj^n,  leUmd* 

Oh  I  conscience !  conscience  1  man's  most  faithful  friend, 

Him  canst  ihou  comfort,  ease,  relieve,  defend : 

But  if  he  will  thy  Mendly  checks  forego. 

Thou  art,  oh  I  woe  for  him,  his  deadliest  foe !  Crahbe^SiruggU 

How  awful  is  that  hour  when  conscience  stings        [.Hf  Conse, 

The  hoaxT  wretch  who  on  his  death-bed  hears, 

Deep  in  nis  soul,  the  thundering  voice  that  wrings, 

In  one  dark,  damning  moment,  crimes  of  years  2       PereivaL 

'Tis  ever  thus 
With  noble  minds,  if  chance  they  slide  to  folly ; 
Bemorse  stings  deeper,  and  relentless  conscience 
Pours  more  <n  gall  mto  the  bitter  cup 
Of  their  severe  repentance.  Mason,  El/rida, 
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COiBUaCBBCE^eantintied. 
The  Bwe«test  oordud  we  receive  at  last, 
Is  conscience  of  our  TirtaouB  actions  past.        Ooffe,  Oreiiem 

Trust  me,  no  tortures  wMcli  the  poets  feign 

Can  match  the  fierce,  th'  unutterable  pain 

He  feels,  who,  night  and  day  devoid  of  rest. 

Carries  his  own  accuser  in  his  breast.  Juwnal,  GHffordi 

'Not  all  the  gloir,  all  the  praise. 

That  decks  the  nero's  prosperous  days. 

The  shout  of  men,  the  laurel  crown. 

The  pealing  anthems  of  renown. 

May  conscience'  dreadful  sentence  drown.        ifrs,  i[olford. 
C0K8EHT. 

She  half  consents  who  silently  denies.        Ovidy  Art  qfLove, 
C0V8IDXBATI0V.. 

What  you  hare  said, 

I  wjU  consider ;  What  you  have  to  say. 

I  will  with  patience  hear :  and  find  a  time 

Both  meet  to  hear  and  answer.  8k,  Jul,  C  i.  2. 

Consideration  like  an  angel  came. 

And  whipp'd  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him.   M.  H.  r.  i.  i. 
eOVBOLATIOV. 
Canst  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseased ; 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow ; 
Saze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ; 
And,  with  some  sweet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cleanse  the  stuff'd  bosom  of  that  perilous  stuff. 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart.  Sk,  Mach.  V.  3- 

OOHSFIBAOT. 

.    Oh  I  think  what  anxious  moments  pass  between 
The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  last  fatal  periods ; 
Oh !  'tis  a  dreadM  interval  of  time, 
Pill'd  up  with  horror,  and  big  with  death.  -       Addison,  Cato, 

Conspiracies  no  sooner  should  be  formed 
'    Than  executed.  ^  Addhon,  Cato» 

Conspiracies, 
Like  thunder  clouds,  should  in  a  moment  fonn 
And  strike,  like  lightning,  ere  the  sound  is  heu^. 

A.  Dow,  Seikona; 
OOKBTAirOT. 

I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star. 

Of  whose  true,  fix'd,  and  resting  quality 

There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament.  Si^  Jul.  0,  ni»  Z- 
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O  heKren !  were  mim 
But  constant,  he  were  perfect ;  that  one  error 
IFilla  him  with  faults ;  makes  him  mn  through  all  sins 

8k.  7\oo  O.  ▼.  4. 
When  all  things  hare  their  tnal,  you  shall  find 
Kothing  is  conafcant  but  a  Tirtnons  mind.  Shirley^  Wit.  Fa,  one, 

€k>,  bid  the  needle  its  dear  north  forsake. 

To  which  with  trembling  rev'renoe  it  doth  bend ; 

Go,  bid  the  stones  a  journey  upwards  make ; 

Go,  bid  th'  ambitions  flames  no  more  ascend ; 

And  when  these  false  to  their  old  motions  prove. 

Then  wiU  I  cease  thee,  thee  alone,  to  lore.  Coui4j^, 

True  constancy  no  tame,  no  power  can  move ; 

He  that  hath  Icnown  to  change,  ne'er  knew  to  lore.  Gro^f  Dhne. 

I  know  thee  constant. 
Sooner  111  think  the  sun  would  oease  to  cheer 
The  teeming  earth,  and  then  foraet  to  i>ear ; 
Sooner  that  riyers  would  mn  bade,  or  Thames, 
With  ribs  of  ice  in  June,  would  bhid  his  streams ; 
Or  nature,  by  whose  strength  the  world  endures, 
Would  change  her  course  before  you  alter  yours.  Dr.  Jokmou. 

Oh,  the  heart,  that  has  truly  lov'd,  never  forgets, 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close. 

As  the  sun-flower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets, 

The  same  look  which  she  tum'd  when  he  rose.  Moore,  Suvfl, 

There  is  nothing  but  death 

Our  afleetions  can  sever. 

And  tiU  life's  latest  breath 

Love  shall  bind  us  for  ever.  J".  Q.  Percival. 

OOISUMMATIQV. 

Tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.  8h.  Ham.  iii.  1. 

COHTXKFLilTIOV. 

Fixed  and  contemplative  their  looks. 

Still  turning  over  nature's  books.  Denham, 

Thus  every  object  of  creation 

Can  furnish  Junts  for  contemplation. 

And  from  the  most  minute  and  mean, 

A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean.  Ocjr- 


What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin, 
Por  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth. 
When  he  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 

8h.  ^«r/.3.  X.4 
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COMTEMFT-^contmuei, 

From  no  one  yice  exempt, 
And  most  contemptible  to  shun  contempt.  P^jft, 

Think  not  there  in  no  smile 
I  can  bestow  upon  thee.    There  is  a  smile, 
A  smile  of  nature  too,  which  I  can  spare, 
And  yet,  perhaps,  thou  wilt  not  thank  me  for  it. 

Joanma  JBailUe,  Jh  MowtfwtL 
Shall  it  not  be  scorn  to  me 
To  harp  on  such  a  moulder'd  string? 
I  am  sham'd  through  all  tolj  nature 
To  have  loy*d  so  sbght  a  thing.  TeunytoH. 

COVIEHnOV. 

Sons  and  brothers  at  a  strife ! 
What  is  your  quarrel  P  how  began  it  first  ? 
—No  quarrel,  but  a  sweet  contention.       Sh»  Sen.  vj.  3.  i.  2. 

Where  two  raging  fires  meet  together, 
They  do  consume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fiiiy : 
Though  little  fire  grows  sreat  with  little  wind, 
Yet  extreme  gusts  will  blow  out  fire  and  all.  8k.  Tom.  8.  ii.  1. 
COHTEHTXSn. 
He  that  commends  me  to  mine  own  content. 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get.       8h.  Com.  E.  i.  2. 

My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head ; 

Not  deck'd  with  diamonds  and  Indian  stones, 

Nor  to  be  seen :  my  crown  is  called  content ; 

A  crown  it  is,  that  seldom  kings  enjoy.  8h»  Hen.  vi.  3.  lit.  1. 

Poor  and  content  is  rich,  and  rich  enough ; 

But  riches  fineless  is  as  poor  as  winter 

To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor.  8h,  0th.  iii.  3. 

'Tis  better  to  be  lowljr  bom. 
And  ranee  with  humble  lirers  in  content. 
Than  to  oe  perk'd  up  in  a  glistering  grief. 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow.  8h.  Sen.  vni.  ii.  3. 

Much  will  always  wanting  be 

To  him  who  much  desires.    Thrice  happy  he 

To  whom  the  wise  indul^ency  of  heaven. 

With  sparing  hand,  but  just  enough  has  given*  Covcley. 

Cellars  and  granaries  in  vain  we  fill 

With  all  the  bounteous  summer's  store, 

If  the  mind  thirst  and  hunger  still : 

The  poor  rich  man's  emphatically  poor.  CowUy^ 
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Let's  lire  with  tiiat  small  pittance  whieh  we  haye ; 

"WIio  corets  more,  is  eyennore  a  slaye.      Merriek,  Apk.  122i 

Who  with  a  little  cajinot  be  content, 

l&idares  an  eyerlasting  puusfament.  Serriek,  Apk,  112. 

I  meddle  with  no  man's  business  but  my  own ; 

I  rise  in  the  morning  eaarlj,  study  moderately^ 

£at  and  drink  cheenolly,  liye  sooeriy, 

lUce  my  innocent  pleasures  freely.  Otwmy. 

Since  eyery  man  who  liyes  is  bom  to  die, 

jind  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity, 

With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear, 

Kor  grieye  too  much  for  tnmffs  beyond  our  care. 

like  pilgrims,  to  th'  appointed  place  we  tend ; 

The  wond's  an  inn,  ana  death  tne  journey's  end. 

Vtyden,  JPalamon  and  Areite,  3. 
Since  all  great  souls  stUl  make  tneir  own  content. 
We  to  ourselyes  may  all  our  wishes  grant ; 
For  nothing  coyeting,  we  nothing  want.  Dryden. 

They  cannot  want  who  wish  not  to  have  more : 

Who  eyer  said  an  anchoret  was  poor  P  Dryden. 

Content  is  wealth,  the  riches  of  the  mind ; 

And  happy  he  who  can  that  treasure  find.  Dry  den. 

Content  thyself  to  be  obscurely  good : 

When  yioe  preyaila,  and  impious  men  bear  sway. 

The  post  of  iionour  is  a  priyate  station.      AdduoUt  Cato,  ly. 

The  remnant  of  his  days  he  safely  past. 

Nor  found  they^  lagg'd  too  slow,  nor  flew  too  fast ; 

He  made  his  wish  with  his  estate  comply. 

Joyful  to  liye,  yet  not  afraid  to  die.  Prior. 

43oaie  place  the  bliss  on  action,  some  on  ease ; 

Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these.  JPope. 

Thrice  happy  they,  the  wise,  contented  poor, 

From  lust  oi  wealth  and  dread  of  death  secure ; 

They  ten^  no  deserts,  and  no  griefs  they  find ; 

Peace  rules  the  day  when  reason  rules  the  mind.         ColUm. 

Happy  the  man  who,  yoid  of  cares  and  strifct 

In  suten  or  in  leathern  purse  retains 

A  good  old  shilling.  John  JPkUUp$,  Splendid  SMlUntf. 

Man's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true ; 

l^ature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few : 

TThose  few  wants  answer'd,  bring  sinoere  delights ; 

But  (bols  create  themselyes  new  appetites.  Yaung. 
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OOSTEHnUUIT— fOfi^mfiMf. 
O,  pant  me.  Heaven,  s  middle  8tai»» 
Keither  too  himible,  nor  too  great ; 
More  than  enough  for  nature  s  ends, 
With  somethingleft  to  treat  my  friends.  Mallet. 

Man  wants  bat  little  here  below, 

Nor  wants  that  litUe  long.        ChkkmitA,  V.  qf  Wakefield,  8. 

Happy  the  life,  that  in  a  peaeefol  stream, 

Obscure,  unnoticed  throi^^  the  vale  has  flow'd ; 

The  heart  that  ne'er  was  charm'd  by  fortune's  gleam 

Is  eyer  sweet  contentment's  blest  abode.  PereiiMt, 

This  is  the  charm,  by  sages  often  told. 

Converting  all  it  touches  into  gold : 

Content  can  soothe,  where'er  by  fortune  placed. 

Can  rear  a  garden  in  a  desert  waste.  JBrke  White, 

He,  fairly  looking  into  life's  account. 

Saw  frowns  and  favours  wore  of  like  amount ; 

And  viewinjg  all — his  perils,  prospects,  purse — 

He  said,  "  Content —  tis  well  it  is  no  worse."  Crahhe. 

Think'st  thou  the  man  whose  mansions  hold 

The  worldlmff's  pomp  and  miser's  gold. 

Obtains  a  ricner  prize 

Than  he  who,  in  nis  cot  at  rest, 

Finds  heavenly  peace  a  willing  guest. 

And  bears  the  promise  in  his  breast 

Of  treasure  in  the  skies  P  Mrs,  Sigoumey. 

What  tho'  we  quit  all  glitt'ring  pomp  and  greatness, 
The  busy,  noisy  flattery  of  courts, 
We  shaU  enjoy  content :  in  that  alone 
Is  greatness,  power,  wealth,  honour,  all  summ'd  up. 
.       Towell,  King  of  Naplet, 

oovTBOTnEOunr. 

Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought ; 

The  adverse  sect  denied  what  this  had  taught ; 

And  he,  at  length,  the  amplest  triumph  gained. 

Who  contradicted  what  the  last  maintained.  Frier ^ 

When  subtle  doctors  scripture  made  their  prize, 

Casuists,  like  cocks,  struck  out  each  other's  eyos.     Denham, 

He  could  raise  scruples  dark  and  nice, 

And  after  solve  'em  in  a  trioe ; 

As  if  divinity  had  eatch'd 

The  itch  on  puxpote  to  be  seratch'd.     BuiUr,  Hud.  1, 1. 163; 
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Wlien  civil  dudgeon  fint  grew  Ugh, 

And  men  fell  otrt,  ther  knew  not  whj ; 

Wlien  fool  words,  jealooBies,  and  fears 

8ei  folk  together  by  the  eaars. 

And  made  them  fight,  like  mad  or  drank, 

For  dame  Beligion,  as  for  Fonk.  BtUler,  Hud*  1, 1. 1. 

^iid  controrersy  ihen,  which  long  had  slept, 

Into  the  press  from  rained  doisters  leapt.  Dryden. 

The  good  old  man,  tdo  eager  in  dispute. 

Flew  high ;  and  as  his  chnstian  mj  rose, 

Pamn'd  all  for  heretics  who  durst  oppose.    Dryden,  Be.  237. 

Destroy  his  fib,  or  sophistzy,  in  rain ; 

The  ereatare's  at  his  dirty  work  again.  Pope. 

Great  contest  follows,  and  much  learned  dust 

InToWes  the  combatants ;  each  claiming  truth. 

And  truth  disclaiming  both.  Cawper,  Taekf  lU.  16L 

COWXBIATZOK. 

Formed  by  thy  conrerse,  happily  to  steer 

From  grave  to  gay,  from  liyely  to  severe. Pop^,  JS,  If.  xv.  379. 

A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fear ; 

But  'tis  a  task  indeed  to  learn  to  hear : 

In  that  the  skill  of  conversation  lies ; 

That  shows  or  makes  you  both  polite  and  wise.  Young,  L.  P.  5. 

But  conversation,  choose  what  theme  we  may. 

And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way, 

Should  flow,  like  waters  after  summer  show'rs, 

"Nok  as  if  raised  by  mere  mechanic  powers.  Grasper,  Conv,  703* 

Discourse  may  want  an  animated  no, 

To  brush  the  surface,  and  to  make  it  flow ; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please. 

To  press  your  point  with  modesty  and  ease.  Cowper,  Con,  101. 

His  talk  is  like  a  stream  which  runs 

With  rapid  change  frran  rock  to  roses ; 

He  slips  from  pities  to  punsy 

Ptoses  from  Mahomet  to  Moses ; 

Beginning  with  the  laws  that  keep 

The  planets  in  their  radiant  courses. 

And  ending  with  some  precept  deep 

For  jdxeasing  eels  or  shoeing  horsea.  JPrmed,  The  Vicar, 


L. 
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Horace  (Francis). 


OOHTERTB. 

More  proselytes  and  conrerta  use  t'  aecnie 

To  fidse  persuasions  than  the  right  and  tnie ; 

For  error  and  mistakes  are  infinite, 

While  truth  has  but  one  way  to  be  i'  the  right.  Butler,  M,  2! 

000KB. 

Herbst  and  other  country  messes, 

Which  the  neat-handed  Irhyllis  dresses,  MiUon,  HAMeg.  85. 

Heayen  sends  us  good  meat ;  but  the  deyil  sends  cooks. 

Gartieh^  Mpigr^  on  Chldemitk's  Betaf. 

OOFnVG— C0F7I8T. 
To  copy  beauties  forfeits  all  pretence 
To  fame ;  to  copy  faults  is  want  of  sense.  CkurckiU,  Bos.  457. 

A  barren-spirited  fellow :  one  that  feeds 

On  objects,  arts,  and  imitations ; 

Which,  out  of  use,  and  staled  by  other  men. 

Begin  his  fashion.  8h,  Jul.  C  iv.  1. 

ooQirEm. 

The  maid,  whom  now  you  court  in  yain. 
Will  quickly  run  in  quest  of  man. 

I  do  confess  thou'rt  sweet,  but  find 
Thee  such  an  unthrifl  of  thy  sweets ; 
Thy  favours  are  but  like  the  wind. 
That  kisseth  everything  it  meets : 
And  since  thou  canst  with  more  than  one, 
Thou'rt  worthy  to  be  loved  by  none. 

The  vain  coquette  each  suit  disdains. 
And  glories  m  her  lovers'  pains ; 
With  age  she  fades — each  lover  flies, 
Contemn'd,  forlorn,  she  pines  and  dies. 

Perhaps  this  cruel  nymph  well  knows  to  feign 

Forbidding  speech,  coy  looks,  and  cold  disdain. 

To  raise  his  passion :  such  are  female  arts. 

To  hold  in  safer  snares  inconstant  hearts.  Ga^t  Diofte. 

Who  hath  not  heard  coquettes  complain 

Of  days,  months,  years,  misspent  in  vain  ?/ 

For  time  misused  they  pine  and  waste. 

And  love's  sweet  pleasures  never  taste.  Gay,  Fables, 

From  loveless  youth  to  unrespected  age 

"No  passion  gratified,  except  her  rage ; 

So  much  the  ftaj  still  outran  the  wit, ' 

The  pleasure  miss'd  her,  and  the  scandal  hit.  Pope,  M»  E.  2 


Herrick. 


Gay,  Fables. 
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See  liow  the  world  itg  reterans  reward? ! 

A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old  age  of  cards ; 

Fair  to  no  murposey  artful  to  no  end ; 

Young  witnout  lovers,  old  without  a  friend ; 

A  fop  their  passion,  but  their  prixe  a  sot ; 

Aliye,  lidicmous ;  and  dead,  forgot  I  Pope,  M.  E.2, 

With  ereiy  pleasing,  every  prudent  part, 

Say,  "  What  can  Chloe  wan'^  P" — she  wants  a  heart. 

She  speaks,  behaves,  and  acts  just  as  she  ought ; 

But  never,  never  reach'd  one  generous  thought.  Ibid, 

There  affectation,  with  a  sickly  mien. 

Shows  in  her  cheek  the  roses  of  eighteen ; 

PractiB'd  to  lisp,  and  hang  the  head  aside ; 

Faints  into  airs,  and  languishes  with  pride ; 

On  the  rich  quilt  sinks  with  becoming  woe, 

Wrapt  in  a  gown,  for  sickness,  and  for  show.  JPope,  Ba.  qfL 

Bris^t  as  the  sun  her  eyes  the  gazers  strike. 

And,  like  the  sun,  they  shine  on  all  alike.       Pope,  Ba.  of  L, 

Kymph  of  the  mincing  mouth,  and  languid  eye. 

And  lisping  tongue  so  soft,  and  head  awry, 

And  flutt'nng  heart,  of  leaves  of  aspen  made.  Peter  Pindar. 

Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd. 

Smiles  in  her  eves,  a)id  simpers  in  her  lips ; 

To  some  she  wnis^rs,  others  speaks  aloud ; 

To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips.      Byron,  Beppo. 

Would  you  teach  her  to  love  P 

For  a  time  seem  to  rove ; 

At  first  she  may  frown  in  a  pet ; 

But  leave  her  awhfle. 

She  shortly  will  smile. 

And  then  you  may  win  your  coquette.  Byron. 

Such  is  your  cold  coquette,  who  can't  say  **  No." 

And  won't  say  "  Yes,"  and  keeps  you  on  aod  offing 

On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow ; 

Then  sees  your  heart  wreck'd  with  an  inward  scoffing : 

^Hiis  works  a  world  of  sentimental  woe, 

And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  their  coffin.  lb,  D.  J.  xii.  63. 

Still  panting  o'er  a  crowd  to  reign. 

More  joy  it  gives  to  woman's  breast, 

To  make  ten  frigid  coxcombs  vain. 

Than  one  true  manly  lover  blest.  TKomae  Moore. 
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OOQUXTTE—AMffmuMf. 

Can  I  agaiixihat  look  recall. 

Thai  once  could  make  me  die  for  thee  ?-* 

"No,  no ! — ^the  eye  that  beams  on  all. 

Shall  nerer  more  be  priz'd  bj  me.  Tkouuu  Moore, 

She,  who  only  finds  her  self-esteem 
In  others'  admiration,  begs  an  alms ; 
Depends  on  others  for  her  daily  food, 
And  is  the  yery  servant  of  her  slares.  Joanna  BaiUie. 

COIBSJjnuaS[^$ee  BxibM. 

Oormption  is  a  tree,  whose  branches  are 
Of  an  unmeasnrable  length :  they  spread 
Ey'rywhere ;  and  the  dew  that  drops  from  thence 
Hath  infected  some  stools  of  anthority. 

JBeaumont  and  JFUiekert  Sanest  Mans  JPoriuncm 

He  who  tenipts,  thoush  in  Tain,  at  least  asperses 

The  tempted  with  disnonour  foul,  suppos'd 

iN^ot  incorraptible  of  faith,  not  proof 

Against  temptation.  JUlUou,  P.  X.  ix.  296. 

The  yeriest  hermit  in  the  nation 

May  yield*  Grod  knows,  to  strong  temptation.  JPope, 

At  length  cormption,  like  a  general  flood. 

So  long  by  watchfol  ministers  withstood. 

Shall  aelvLge  idl ;  and  avarice  creeping  on. 

Spread  like  a  low-bom  mist,  and  blot  the  siin.  J^ope, 

Those,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  British  tribes, 

Mnst  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes.     CkurckUl,  Sa^ 

Here  let  those  reign,  whom  pensions  can  incite, 

To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  white. 

Explain  their  country's  dear-bought  rights  away. 

And  plead  for  pirates  in  the  face  of  day.  JJr,  Johnaont  London^ 

This  mournful  truth  is  every  where  confess'd. 

Slow  rises  worth  by  poverty  depress'd : 

But  here  more  slow,  where  all  are  slaves  to  gold, 

Where  looks  are  merchandise,  and  smiles  are  sold.  Jb.Loudon, 

Our  supple  tribes  repress  their  patriot  throats. 
And  asK  no  questions  but  the  price  of  votes. 

Dr.  Johnson,  Vanity  qf  Human  Wishes, 
Tis  hence  you  lord  it  o'er  your  servile  senates ; 
How  low  tne  slaves  will  stoop  to  gorge  their  lusts, 
When  aptly  baited :  ev'n  the  tongues  of  patriots. 
Those  sons  of  clamour,  ofb  relax  the  nerve 
Within  the  warmth  of  favour.    M.  Brooke,  Gustavus  Vasa. 
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Tliieres  at  home  must  hang ;  bat  he  that  puta 
Into  hia  orer-gorged  and  bloated  pone 
The  wealth  of  Indian  prorinces,  escapes.  Cowper,  Task,  i.  736. 

Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 
Propitioas,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fishes. 
Wild-fowl  or  venison,  and  his  errand  speeds.  Cowper,  2!it.609. 

A  dose  state-leech,  who,  sticking  to  tiie  nation* 

As  adders  deaf  to  honour's  execration. 

Sucks  from  its  tlux>at  the  blood  by  night,  by  dar, 

Kor  till  the  state  ezpires,  will  drop  away.  Peter  Pindar, 

*Tia  pleasant  purchasing  our  fellow  creatures* 

And  aH  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dext'rous ;  some  by  features 

Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader ; 

Some  by  a  place,  as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 

The  most  by  ready  cash — ^but  all  hare  prices, 

Erom. crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  Yicea.Byron,D.XY.27> 

And  conscience,  truth,  and  honesty  are  made 

To  rise  and  fall,  like  other  wares  of  trade.       Tkomae  Moare. 

When  rogues  like  these,  the  patriot  (sparrow)  crio8| 

To  honours  and  employments  rise, 

I  court  no  fayour,  ask  no  places 

S^om  such  preferment  is  oisgraoe.  Gay,  pt.  2,  Fah»  2. 

•CO1TA0B  H0MB8. 

Beneath  our  humble  cottage  let  us  haste. 

And  there,  unenried,  rural  dainties  taste.  Pope* 

The  cottage  homes  of  England  1 
]By  thousands  on  her  plains, 
TIust  are  smiling  o'er  the  sUyery  brooks, 
Ana  round  the  munlet  fanes ; 
Through  glowing  orchards  forth  they  peep, 
£ach  m>m  its  nook  of  leayes ; 
And  fearless  there  the  lowly  sleep. 

As  birds  beneath  the  eaves.  Mrs.  Semans^ 

'CUTJCUL 

O  Amos  Cottle  1  Fhosbus !  what  a  name ! 

JByron,  EfigL  Bards  and  Scotch  Bev.  t.  399. 

49(n^r8KZl—^lM  Advise. 

I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel. 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve.  Sk,  M.  Ado,  t.  1. 

Bosom  up  my  counsel, 
Tou'll  find  it  wholesome.  8h,  Hen.  rni.  i.  L 

u 


98  CQinrssL — countbt  life. 

Ho  oa»t 
O'er  errme  deeds  and  thonglits  a  heav'nly  hiie 
Of  words,  like  gunbeama,  d«f.zling  as  thoy  pa83'd.J9jfro]i,C.£r 

COUJITIUIAyOK— jftf  Faoe. 

A  countenance  more 
In  sorrow  ilian  in  anger,  Sh.  Sam,  i.  2. 

COuflXJftT— iM  Hems. 
A  wilderness  of  sweets ;  for  Nature  hero 
Wanton'd  as  in  Her  prime,  and  play'd  at  will 
Her  yirgin  fancies,  ponring  fortn  more  sweet. 
Wild  above  role  or  art,  enormous  bliss.  Milton,  P,  Z.  v.  294.. 

God  made  the  oountrr,  and  man  made  the  town ; 
What  wonder  tiien,  that  health  and  yirtne,  gifts. 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound. 
And  least  be  threatened  in  the  fields  and  groves  P 

Cowper,  Task,  i.  749. 

Scenes  must  be  beautiful  which  daily  view'd 

Please  daily,  and  whose  novelty  survives 

Long  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years.  CowperyTask,!,  177. 

He  who  loves  not  his  country  can  love  nothing.  Byron^ 

COTJHTBT  ZJFS— M0  Betirement 
His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  hiS'  supreme  delight,  a  country  fiur.  Dryden. 

Give  me,  indulgent  gods !  with  mind  serene. 

And  goiltless  heart,  to  range  the  sylvan  scene, 

No  splendid  poverty,  no  smiling  care. 

No  well-bred  hate,  or  servile  grandeur  there.  Young,  X.  ofF.. 

Nature  111  court  in  her  sequester'd  haunts. 
By  mountain,  meadow,  streamlet,  grove,  or  cell ; 
Where  the  pois'd  lark  his  evening  dittv  chants. 
And  health,  and  peace,  and  contemplation  dweU. 

SmoUet,  Ode  to  Independence, 

How  various  his  employments,  whom  the  world 

Calls  idle,  and  who  justly  in  return 

Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too'! 

Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his  pen, 

Deli^tful  industry  enjoyed  at  home^ 

And  Nature  in  her  cultivated  trim, 

Pressed  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad.  Cowper,  T.  iii,  852^ 


IMIimHT  Un    eontmuttL 

Thej  lore  the  country,  sad  none  else,  who  seek 

Eor  their  own  sake  its  siknee  and  its  shade ; 

Delights  which  who  would  lea^e,  that  has  a  heart 

Susceptible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 

Cultured  and  capable  of  sober  thought?  Cowj^,  Tosh,  iii.  320. 

Your  lore  in  a  cottage  is  hungry. 

Your  Tine  is  a  nest  for  flies—- 

Your  milkmaid  shocks  the  graces. 

And  simplicity  talks  of  pies  I 

You  lie  down  to  your  shiidy  slumber. 

And  wake  with  a  bug  in  your  ear ; 

And  your  damsel  that  walks  in  the  morning 

Is  shod  like  a  mountaineer.  JFillu, 

OOUXAOE— JM  Astlfity,  Dazing,  Fortitada,  Talour. 
Screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking-place. 
And  well  not  faiL  8k.  Mdch- 1.  7. 

By  how  much  unexpected,  by  so  much 

We  must  awake  enaeavour  fat  defence ; 

For  courage  mounteth  with  occasion.  8h,  JT.  John,  ii.  1. 

What  man  dare,  I  dare. 
Approaeh  thou  like  the  rugged  Eussian  bear. 
The  arm'd  Bhinoceros,  or  th'  Hyrcanian  tiger. 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerres 
Shall  never  tremble.  8k,  3£aeb.  m.  4. 

You  must  not  think. 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull, 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger, 
And  tiiink  it  pastime.  8k.  Mam.  rv.  7. 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man : 

Who  dares  do  more  is  none.  8k,  Meush.  i.  7. 

I  do  know  him  Tsliant, 
And,  tonch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gunpowder. 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injury.  Skn  EJen,  r.  it.  7. 

It  is  held 
That  Talour  is  the  chiefest  Tirtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  hayer :  if  it  be. 
The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  singly  connterpois'd.  8k.  CorioL  it.  2. 

He's  truly  yaliant,  that  can  wisely  suffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breatiie ;  and  make  his  wrongs 
His  outoides ;  to  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  car^essl^ ; 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  hearty 
To  bring  it  into  da^^5er.  8/t.  Ttmon,  ni.  5. 

H  2 
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OOVBA0X— «0M<tfffMd 
He  Ib  not  wovtbj  of  the  honeycomb 
That  shnns  the  hivei  because  the  bees  have  stings.  Sk, 

A  valiant  man 
Ought  not  to  undergo,  or  tempt  a  danger. 
But  worthily,  and  by  selected  ways. 
He  undertakes  by  reason,  not  by  chance. 
His  yalour  is  the  salt  t'  his  other  yirtues, 
They're  all  unseason'd  without  it.         Ben  Jtmson,  New  Inn, 

The  intent  and  not  the  deed 
Is  in  our  power ;  and  therefore  who  dares  greatly, 
Does  greatly.  Brown,  JBarharossa^ 

What  though  the  field  be  lost. 

All  is  not  lost ;  the  ungoyemable  will. 

And  study  of  reyenge,  immortal  hate. 

And  courage  neyer  to  submit  or  yield. 

And  what  is  else  not  to  be  oyercome.      Milton,  P.  X.  i.  105. 

No  thought  of  flight, 
iN'one  of  retreat,  no  unbecoming  deed 
That  argued  fear :  each  on  himself  relied. 
As  only  in  his  arm  the  moment  lay 
Of  yictoiy.  Milton^  P.  X.  b.  6. 

He  that  is  yaliant,  and  dares  fight. 

Though  drubb'd,  can  lose  no  honour  by't.  Butler,  Hudibrat. 

All  desperate  hazards  courage  do  create. 

As  he  ]^ys  frankly  who  has  least  estate : 

Presence  of  mind,  and  courage  in  distress. 

Are  more  than  armies  to  procure  success.  Dryden.  Aurengz, 

The  braye  man  seeks  not  popular  applause, 

Nor,  oyerpower'd  with  arms,  deserts  his  cause ; 

Unsham'd,  though  foil'd,  he  does  the  best  he  can. 

Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man.  Dryden.  FaU  and  Ar. 

True  courage  dwells  not  in  a  troubled  flood 

Of  mounting  spirits  and  fermenting  blood. 

Lodged  in  the  soul  with  yirtue  oyerruled. 

Inflamed  by  reason,  and  by  reason  cooled.  AddUon» 

Mere  courage  is  to  madness  near  allied 

A  brutal  rage,  which  prudence  does  not  guide.      Slaekwtorem 

True  yalour 
Lies  in  the  mind,  the  neyer  yielding  jpuipose. 
If  Of  owns  the  blind  award  of  giddy  tortone.2%OOTiofi,Cbr.i.Ii 
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Ttob  courage  scorns 
To  rent  Ker  prowess  in  a  storm  of  words ; 
i^nd  to  the  raliant  actions  speak  alone.       SmotUti,  Begieide. 

"What,  thougli  snccess  will  not  attend  on  all» 

"Who  brarely  dares  mnst  sometimes  risk  a  falL  Smollett, 

Tnie  cooraee  is  not  in  the  bratal  force 

Of  Tolgar  Eeroes,  but  the  firm  resolve 

Of  Tirtae  and  of  reason.    He  who  thinks 

"Without  their  aid  to  shine  in  deeds  of  arms, 

Builds  on  a  sandy  basis  his  renown ; 

A  dream,  a  yaponr,  or  an  agae-fit, 

Maj  make  a  coward  of  him.  WkUekead 

He  holds  no  parley  with  nnmanly  fears ; 

Where  duty  oids,  he  confidently  steers. 

Faces  a  thoasand  dangers  at  her  call, 

And,  trosting  in  his  God,  surmounts  them  all.  Cotoper, 

"  You  fool !  I  tell  you  no  one  means  you  harm." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  *'  for  them."  Byron,  1).  J, 

And  tho'  I  hope  not  hence  unscath'd  to  go. 

Who  conquers  me,  shall  find  a  stubborn  foe.  Byron,  Bng,  Bar, 

Tho  brare  man  is  not  he  who  feels  no  fear> 
For  that  were  stupid  and  irrational ; 
But  he,  whose  noble  soul  its  fear  subdues. 
And  brayely  dares  the  danger  nature  shrinks  from. 

Joanna  BailUe,  Basil,  in.  1. 

Yet  it  may  be  more  lofty  courage  dwells 
In  one  weak  heart  which  braves  an  adverse  fate. 
Than  his  whose  ardent  soul  indignant  swells, 
Wann'd  by  the  fight,  or  cheer'd  through  high  debate. 

Mon.  Mr*.  Norton. 

COITBT— OOUJiTXKBB. 
The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth. 
Whom  I  nave  soon  to  weed  and  pluck  away.  8h.  Bie.  XL  ii.  3. 

I  hardly  yet  have  leam'd 
T'  insinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee.   Sh.  B.  ii,  rv.  4. 

Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatness'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done ; 
Wake  and  find  notlung.  8h.  Cymb.  y.  4. 

Kot  a  courtier. 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  King's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at.  Sh^  Cymh,  i.  L 
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COUBTi  OOTJBTDOUI— MM<iiuM«^ 
It  is  the  curse  of  kinffs,  to  be  attended 
By  slayes,  that  take  &eir  Komoars  for  a  warrant 
To  break  witkin  the  bloody  konse  of  life ; 
And,  on  tke  winking  of  aathorifyi 
To  understand  a  law.  Sk,  K.  John,  iv.  8. 

I  bare  been  told,  yirtae  in  courtiers'  bearts 

Suffers  an  ostracism,  and  departs.  Donne. 

True  courtiers  should  be  modest,  and  not  nice ; 

Bold,  but  not  impudent ;  pleasure  loye,  not  vice.    Ckapman. 

These  can  lie. 
Flatter,  and  swear,  depraye,  inform. 
Smile  and  betray ;  maice  giulty  men ;  then  beg 
Their  forfeit  liyes,  to  get  the  hyings ;  cut 
Men's  throats  with  whisperings ;  sell  to  gaping  suitors 
The  empiy  smoke  that  flies  about  a  palace.  Ben  Jonson, 

Those,  that  go  uphill,  used  to  bow 

Their  bodies  forward,  and  stoop  low, 

Topoise  themselyes  ;  and  sometimes  creep 

When  th'  way  is  difficult  and  steep  : 

So  those  at  court,  that  do  address 

By  low,  ignoble  offices, 

Can  stoop  at  any  thing  that's  base* 

To  wriggle  into  trust  and  grace, 

Are  like  to  rise  to  greatness  sooner 

Than  those  that  go  by  wortJi  and  honour.    BuiUr^  3IUe.  Tlu 

Courts  are  the  places  where  best  manners  flourish, 

Where  the  deserving  ought  to  rise,  and  fools 

Make  show.    Why  shomd  I  yex  and  chafe  my  spleen. 

To  see  a  gaudy  coxcomb  shine,  when  I 

Haye  sense  enough  to  soothe  him  in  his  follies* 

And  ride  him  to  advantage  as  I  please  ?  Otway. 

The  court 's  a  golden,  but  a  fatal  circle, 

Upon  whose  magic  skirts  a  thousand  deyils 

In  crystal  forms  sit  tempting  innocence. 

And  beckon  early  virtue  from  its  centre.  Zee, 

See  how  he  sets  his  countenance  for  deceit. 

And  promises  a  He  before  he  speaks.     JD/yden,  All  for  Zove» 

Of  all  court-service  leam  the  common  lot. 

To-day  'tis  done,  to-morrow  'tis  forgot.  Bryden^ 

Curse  on  the  coward  or  perfidious  tongue 

That  dares  not^  eyen  to  lungs,  avow  tne  truth !         Tkomeon. 
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<?01JST,  OOUBTTKRi ■  - eoniitutetL 

At  the  throng'd  leree  bends  theyenal  tribe ; 

With  fair  bat  faithleM  imilet  each  yamish'd  o'er, 

£ach  smooth  as  those  who  matoally  deceiye. 

And  for  their  fidsehood  each  despising  each.  Hkomson^  Liberty. 

A  conrtier^s  dependant  is  a  beggar's  dog.  SieiuUne, 

lis  the  corse  of  kings 
To  be  sQiTOiinded  by  a  renal  herd 
Of  flatterers,  that  soothe  his  darling  rices, 
And  rob  their  master  of  his  subject's  lore.  Broohe,  Sari  <f  ^ 

To  shake  with  lan^^ter,  ere  the  jest  they  hear. 

To  poor,  at  will,  the  counterfeited  tear : 

Ana,  as  their  patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat. 

To  shake  in  dog*dajs,  in  December  sweat.  Hr.  Jbhuon,  Land* 

Unhappy  lot  of  all  that  shine  at  courts ; 

Tor  fore  d  compliance,  or  for  zealous  rirtae, 

Still  odious  to  ue  monarch,  or  the  people.  Dr,  Joktuon,  Irene. 

A  lasy,  proud,  unprofitable  crew. 

The  rermin  gender'd  from  the  rank  corruption 

Of  a  luxurious  state.  Cumberlaudt  Tiwton  of  Athene. 

A  mere  court  butterfly. 
That  flutters  in  the  pageant  of  a  monarch.    JSJ^rrmi,  Sardana, 

The  thrall  and  state  at  the  palace  sate 

Are  what  mr  spirit  has  leam'd  to  nate ; 

Oh  I  the  hills  snail  be  a  home  for  me, 

I'd  leare  a  throne  for  the  home  of  the  free  I         Sliza  Cook. 


O. 

Dissembling  courtesy  I  how  fine  this  tyrant 

Can  tickle  where  she  wounds !  8i-  Cymb.  i.  2. 

When  th'  way  is  difficult  and  steep  » 

So  those  at  court,  that  do  address. 

By  low  ignoble  offices, 

Can  stoop  at  any  thing  that's  base, 

To  wriggle  into  trust  and  grace.  JBuUer,  JSudibrae. 

Would  you  both  please  and  be  instructed  too. 

Watch  well  the  rage  of  shining,  to  subdue ; 

Hear  erery  man  upon  his  favourite  theme. 

And  erer  oe  more  Imowing  than  you  seem, 

The  lowest  genius  will  affOTd  some  light, 

Or  giro  a  hmt  that  had  escaped  your  siirht.  StilUngfieeL 
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Hub  Horentine's  a  tott  sunt,  so  meek 

And  frill  of  courtesy,  that  lie  would  lend 

The  devil  his  cloak,  and  stand  i'  the  rain  himself. 

CfOUBTSHIP.  ^»*'  ^'  ■^»««»«<- 

Brine,  therefore,  all  the  forces  that  yon  may, 
And  lay  incessant  battery  to  her  heart ; 
Plaints,  prayers,  vows,  ruth,  and  sorrow,  and  dismay,— 
These  engines  can  the  proudest  lore  convert.  Spenser,  Sonnet,. 

Most  fair. 
Will  you  vouchsafe  to  teach  a  soldier  terms, 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear. 

And  plead  his  love-suit  to  her  gentle  heart  P   8h.  Hen.  F.  v.  2: 
Flatter  and  praise,  commend,  extol  their  jgraces ; 
Tho'  ne'er  so  black,  say  they  have  angels  faces. 
Hiat  man  that  hath  a  tongue  I  say  is  no  man, 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman.  Sh,  Tioo  G.  in  A. 

Gentle  lady, 
When  I  did  first  impart  my  love  to  you, 
I  freely  told  you  all  the  wealth  I  had 
San  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman ; 
And  then  I  told  you  true.  Sh.  Two  O.  iv^9i 

Say,  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
You  sacrifice  your  tears,  your  sighs,  your  heart : 
Write  till  your  ink  be  dry ;  and  with  your  tears 
Moist  it  aeain ;  and  frame  some  feeling  line. 
That  may  discover  such  integrity.        8L  2\oo  G,  qf  Ver.  iii.  2. 

She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd ; 

She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won.       8h.  lit.  And.  n.  1. 

By  your  gracious  patience, 
I  will  a  round  unvamish  d  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what  charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, 

?!^or  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  with^,) 
won  his  daughter  with.  SL  0th.  i.  3- 

O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  !  Sh,  Bom.  Jul.  iii.  2. 

Women  are  angels,  wooing : 
Things  won  are  done  ;  joy's  soul  L'es  in  the  doing : 
That  she  beloved  knows  naught,  that  knows  not  this — 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungained  more  than  it  is.  Sh.  Troil.  z.  2. 

I  do  not  love 
Much  ceremony ;  suits  in  love  should  not. 
Like  suits  in  law,  be  rook'd  from  term  to  term.  Shirley,  H.  "P 
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There  u,  sir,  a  critical  minate  in 

£r'i7  man's  wooing^  when  his  mistress  may 

Bo  won,  which  if  he  carelessly  neglect 

To  proeeeate,  he  may  wait  long  enough 

Before  he  gain  the  like  opportonity.  8.  Mttrmion,  Antiquary . 

Se  that  would  win  his  dame  must  do 

As  lore  does  when  he  draws  his  bow ; 

With  one  hand  thrust  the  lady  from. 

And  with  the  other  puU  her  home.         Butler,  Hud.  2,  i.  449. 

She  that  with  poetry  is  won. 

Is  but  a  desk  to  write  upon  ; 

And  what  men  say  of  her  they  mean 

lio  more  than  on  the  thing  they  lean.  Butler^  BJud.  2,  i.  591. 

With  easy  freedom  and  a  gay  address, 

A  pressing  lover  seldom  wants  success.  Botcc. 

Oh,  what  perfections  must  that  rirgin  share. 

Who  fairest  is  esteem'd,  where  all  are  fair.  Prior,  R.  and  E. 

Men  dream  in  courtship,  but  in  wedlock  wake.  Pope,  JSloisa. 

Now  from  the  world, 
Sacred  to  sweet  retirement,  lorers  steal. 
And  pour  their  souIb  in  transport.  Tkomeon, 

I  am  not  form'd,  by  flattery  and  praise. 

By  sighs  and  tears,  and  all  the  whining  trade 

Of  lore,  to  feed  a  fair  one's  ranity.  2%oinsont  Tancred^ 

Tmst  me — ^with  women  worth  the  being  won, 

GThe  softest  lover  ever  best  succeeds.  A»  Sill,  Alzira. 

So,  with  decorum  all  things  carried. 

Miss  fiown'd,  and  blush'd,  and  then  was  married.  Goldemilh. 

But  yet  she  Hsten'd — 'tis  enough-^ 

Who  listens  once  will  listen  twice. 

Her  heart,  be  sure,  is  not  of  ice» 

And  one  refusal 's  no  rebuff.  Byron,  Mazeppa^ 

To  pick  up  glores,  and  fans,  and  knitting-needles. 

And  list  rar  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for  smiles, 

And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  look  into 

The  eyes  of  maids  as  tho'  they  were  bright  stars.        Byrofu^ 

Like  a  lovely  tree 
She  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 
Bejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 
How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn.  Byron,  Don  Juatu 
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COTIB,TSSLP-~eoniimied, 
Woe  to  the  man  who  yentiire«  a  rebuke ! 
'Twill  but  precipitate  a  Bitnation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  wnen  they  count  on  woman.  B^ron^  D.  J,  xr? .  43 . 

Not  much  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast, 

Who  thinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  bj  sighs. 

Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idol's  eyes. 

But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise : 

Disguise  eren  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise.  Bffron^  Ch,  SarM, 

C07ZT0TI8VE88L 

When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  than  well, 

They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetousness.   Sh,  K,  J,  iv.  2, 

The  difference  'twixt  the  covetous  and  the  prodigal ! 
The  covetous  man  never  has  money. 

And  the  prodigal  will  have  none  shortly.  JDr.  Johnson. 

COWAXDIOS— #00  Battle.    Fear. 
O  that  a  mighty  man,  of  such  descent, 
Of  such  possessions,  and  so  high  esteem. 
Should  be  infused  with  so  foul  a  spirit !       8h.  Tarn.  8.  n.  2. 

How  many  cowards,  whose  hearts  are  all  as  false 
As  stairs  of  sand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules,  and  frowning  Mars, 
Who,  inward  search'd,  have  livers  white  as  milk  ? 

Sh.  Jf.  qfVen.  ni.  2. 
A  coward ;  a  most  devout  coward ;  religious  in  it. 

Sh.  Tio.  N.  ni,  4. 
Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once.      8h.  Jul.  C.  ii.  2. 

Milk*liver'd  man. 
That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrong, 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  from  thy  suffering.  8k.  Lear.  iv.  2. 

And  extreme  fear  can  neither  fight  nor  fly. 

But,  coward-like,  with  trembling  terror  me.  8h.  Hen.  f/.  v.  2. 

You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 

Whose  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard.  Sh.  K,  J.  ii.  1* 

Beproach  and  everlasting  shame 
Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes.  Sh.  Men.  v,  iv.  C. 

That  which  in  mean  man  we  entitle  patience, 

Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breasts.  Sh.  Bie.  ir.  i.  2. 

Thou  wear'st  a  lion's  hide  I  doff  it  for  shame, 

And  hang  a  calfs-skln  on  those  recreant  limbs.  Sh.  K.  J.  iii.  1. 
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Thoa  ilayet  thoa  wretch,  thoa  eowafdf 
Tlioalitlle  valuuit,  great  in  villaiiy  1 
Thoa  ever  stroiur  upon  the  stronger  Bide  I 
Thcfa  fortune's  champion,  that  doat  nerer  fight 
Bat  when  her  homoroos  huiyahip  ia  by 
To  teach  thee  safety*  Sh,  JT.  John^  uz.  L 

•  Yoa  souls  of  geese. 

That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  luve  you  run 
From  slayes  that  apes  would  beatP  Pluto  and  hell  I 
All  hurt  behind ;  ImusIu  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  fiidlit  and  agued  fear !  Mind  and  charge  home. 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  hearen,  I'll  leave  the  foe. 
And  make  my  war  on  you.  S&,  Coriol.  i.  4. 

Bat  look  for  ruin  when  a  coward  wins ; 

For  fear  and  cruelty  were  eyer  twins.  C  Aleyn. 

Let  yaliant  fools 
Brag  of  their  souls ;  no  matter  what  they  say 
A  cowaid  dares,  in  ill,  do  more  than  they.  Shirley. 

Timely  running's  no  mean  part 
Of  conduct  in  the  nuraal  art.  BuiUr^  Mud.  S,  ui.  243. 

The  good  we  act,  the  ill  that  we  endure. 

Is  all  for  fear,  to  make  ourselyes  secure ; 

Merely  for  safety  after  fame  we  thirst. 

For  all  men  would  be  cowards  if  they  durst.  JSl  qfBoeieiter, 

All  mankind  is  one  of  these  two  cowards  ; 
Either  to  wish  to  die  when  he  should  live. 
Or  liye  when  he  should  die.         Sir  £.  Howard^  Blind  Lady. 

Cowards  fear  to  die ;  but  courage  stout. 

Bather  than  liye  in  snuff,  will  be  put  out.      Sir  TF.  Balmgk. 

A  coward  is  the  kindest  animal : 

*Tis  the  most  forgiying  creature  in  a  fight.  Dryden, 

Cowards  are  cruel,  but  the  braye 

Lore  mercy  and  delight  to  saye.  C7ay. 

Ciiac'd  with  a  sword,  but  worthier  of  a  fan.      Cowper^  Task 

The  man  that  lays  his  hand  upon  a  woman,  [i*  701. 

Saye  in  the  way  of  kindness,  is  a  wretch 

Whom  't  were  gross  flattery  to  name  a  coward.     Jm.  Tobin, 

Hope,  fear,  and  loye,   IHoneymooth  h-  !• 
<Joy,  doubt,  and  hate,  may  other  spirits  moye. 
But  touch  not  his,  who,  ey'iy  wakmg  hour, 
Has  one  fix'd  dread,  and  always  feels  iU  pow'r.  CraObe. 


I 


106  COWABDICB — 6UAM3iXB[Q, 

The  coward  never  on  Iiimself  relies 

Bat  to  an  equal  for  assistance  flies.  Crahhe,  VaU  iii^ 

Oo— let  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 

Assume  the  distaff— not  the  brand.       Byron,  Br.  of  Ahydo^i 

The  coward  wretch  whose  hand  and  heart 

Can  bear  to  torture  au^ht  below^ 

Is  ever  first  to  quail  and  start 

From  slightest  pain  or  equal  foe.  Eliza  Oooh. 

OOlXCOKB^tec  Dandy* 

This  is  he 
That  kiss'd  away  his  hand  in  courtesy ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  monsieur  the  nice. 
That  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms ;  nay,  he  can  sing 
A  mean  most  meanly ;  and  in  ushering, 
Mend  him  who  can ;  the  ladies  call  him,  sweet ; 
The  stairs  as  he  treads  on  them  kiss  his  feet.  Sk.  Love  X.  X.  v.  2.. 

I  know  him  a  notorious  liar, 
Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  solely  a  coward ; 
Yet  these  fix  d  evils  sit  so  fit  in  him, 
That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  steelv  bones 
Look  bleak  in  tne  cold  wind :  withal,  Am  oft  we  see 
Cold  wisdom  waiting  on  superfluous  folly.      Sk*  AlTs  W.  1. 1. 

So  by  false  learning  is  good  sense  defac'd ; 

Some  are  bewilder  d  in  the  maze  of  schools, 

And  some  made  coxcombs,  nature  meant  but  ioolsl Pope, JS,C . 

Purblind  to  poverty  the  worldling  goes,  *■ 

And  scarce  sees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nose. 

But  from  a  crowd  can  sinsle  out  his  grace, 

And  cringe  and  creep  to  tools  who  strut  in  lace.      ChurehilL 

OSAmVSSS— M0  Cimiiing. 
When  the  fox  hath  once  got  in  his  nose, 
He'U  soon  finds  means  to  make  the  body  follow. 

Sh,  Hen.  VI.  3.  iv.  7^ 

This  is  the  firuit  of  craft : 
Like  him  that  shoots  up  high  looks  for  the  shaft. 
And  finds  it  in  his  forenead.  Middleton^ 

CRAmmTQ. 

Index-learning  turns  no  student  pale. 
Yet  holds  the  eel  of  science  by  the  tail.    Pope,  Bun,  61-279^ 
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Blest  paper  credit !  last  and  best  supply ! 

That  lexfos  oozraptioii  lighter  wing^  to  %.  JPope,  Ejp.  iii,  39. 

<JRKiyUJJT7. 

In  these  ears  of  mine, 
These  credulous  ears,  he  poured  the  sweetest  words 
That  art  or  lore  could  frame.  Beaumont  ^  Fl» 

O  credulity, 
Then  hast  as  many  ears  as  fame  has  tongues, 
Open  to  ereiy  sound  of  truth  as  falsehood.  SavarcU 

O  credulity, 
Security's  blind  nurse,  the  draiim  of  fools. 
The  drunkard's  ape,  that  feeling  for  his  way, 
£*en  when  he  thinks,  in  his  deluded  sense, 
To  snatch  at  safety,  falls  without  defence.  Mown, 


Shall  I  ask  the  biaye  soldier  who  fights  by  my  side 

In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  our  creeds  agree  P 

Shall  I  giye  up  the  friend  I  haye  yalued  and  tried, 

If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me  P  Moore, 


Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream.         Sh,  Jul,  C,  n.  1. 

Hot  an  that  heralds  rake  from  ooffin'd  cla^'. 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhjrme, 
Can  blazon  eyil  deeds^  or  consecrate  a  crime.  Byron,  Ch,H,  i.  3« 

Syeiy  crime 
Has,  in  the  moment  of  its  perpetration, 
Its  own  ayen^^  angel — dark  misgiying, 
An  ominous  smkmg  at  the  inmost  heart.  Coleridge. 

Oh,  how  win  crime  engender  crime !  throw  guilt 

Upon  the  soul,  and,  like  a  stone  cast  on 

The  troubled  waters  of  a  lake, 

"Twin  form  in  circles,  round  succeeding  round, 

Bach  wider  than  the  first.  Coltnan  the  Younger* 

When  Celia  struts  in  man's  attire. 

She  shows  too  much  to  raise  desire ; 

But  from  the  hoop's  bewitching  round. 

The  yery  shoe  has  power  to  wound.Bd,  Moore,  Spider  if  B»  27. 
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Thinss  at  the  wont  will  cease,  or  else  dimb  npward 

To  what  they  were  before.  8k,  Mae.  a^2. 

CBincxiic— oBincs. 

I  am  nothing  if  not  criticaL  8h.  0th,  ii.  1, 

Critics  axe  like  a  kind  of  flies,  that  breed 

In  wild  fig-trees,  and,  when  they're  grown  up,  feed 

Upon  the  raw  fruit  of  the  nobler  kind. 

And,  by  their  nibbling  on  the  outward  rind. 

Open  tne  pores,  and  make  way  for  the  sun 

To  ripen  it  sooner  than  'twouid  haye  done.     Butter,  MUe.  T, 

Those  fierce  inquisitors  of  wit. 
The  critics,  spare  no  flesn  that  eyer  writ ; 
But  just  as  tobth-draw'rs  find  among  the  rout, 
Their  own  teeth  work  in  pulling  otlurs  out. 
So  they,  decrying  all  of  all  that  write. 
Think  to  erect  a  trade  of  judging  by 't.  Butler. 

Critics  to  plays  for  the  same  end  resort. 

That  surgeons  wait  on  trials  in  a  court ; 

For  innocence  condemned  theyVe  no  respect, 

Proyided  theyVe  a  body  to  dissect.  Congreve, 

No  author  eyer  spared  a  brother ; 

Wits  are  game-cocks  to  one  another.  Gay,  Fahle  10. 

Neglect  the  role  each  yerbal  critic  lays, 

For  not  to  know  some  trifles  is  a  praise ; 

And  men  of  breeding,  sometimes  men  of  wit, 

T'  ayoid  great  errors  must  the  less  commit*  Po^. 

Critics  I  saw,  that  other  names  deface. 

And  fix  their  own,  with  labour  in  their  place.  lb,  Temp.JFhme,  37. 

Whoeyer  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see. 

Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  shall  be.  Pope,  E,  C.zi.  53. 

Numbers  err  in  this-^ 
Ten  censure  wrong  for  one  who  writes  amiss.  Pope,  on  Cri,  5. 

Ah  I  ne'er  so  dire  a  thirst  of  glory  boast. 

Nor  in  the  critic  let  the  man  be  lost.    Pope,  E,  on  C.  n.  121. 

Some  haye  at  first  for  wits,  then  poets  pass'd ; 

Tum'd  critics  next,  and  proy'd  plain  fools  at  last. 

Some  neither  can  for  wits  nor  critics  pass. 

As  heayy  mules  are  neither  horse  nor  ass.        Pope,  J?.CC  35. 

Some  to  conceit  alone  their  taste  confine. 

And  curious  thoughts  struck  out  at  ey'ry  line-** 

Fleas'd  with  a  work  where  nothing's  just  or  fit» 

One  glaring  chaos,  and  wild  heap  of  wit.  IM* 
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OElTiUXBK,  CBITZOB — continued. 
Let  such  teach  others,  who  themselves  excel, 
And  censiiTe  freely,  who  hare  written  well.       Pope^  JET.  C.  15. 

Damn  with  faint  praise,  assent  with  civil  leer, 

And,  without  sneerins,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer : 

WilUn^  to  woond,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike, 

Jnst  hmt  a  fault,  and  hesitate  dislike.  Fc^,  Ej>,  to  Arh.  2UK 

A  perfect  judge  will  read  each  work  of  wit 

With  the  same  spirit  that  its  author  writ ; 

Surrey  the  whole,  nor  seek  slight  faults  to  find. 

Where  nature  mores  and  rapture  warms  the  mmdi.  Pope f  £.C\ 

Till  critics  blame  and  judges  praise,  L^^^- 

The  poet  cannot  claim  his  ba^s ; 

On  me  when  dunces  are  satiric, 

I  take  it  for  a  panegyric ; 

Hated  by  fools,  and  fools  to  hate. 

Be  that  my  motto,  and  my  fate.  8wi/i» 

Who  shaU  dispute  what  the  reviewers  say  ? 

Their  word's  sufficient ;  and  to  ask  a  reason. 

In  such  a  state  as  theirs,  is  downright  treaaon.Churchill,Apo/, 

Hot,  envious,  noisy,  proud,  the  scribbling  fry, 

Bum,  hiss,  and  bounce ;  waste  paper,  ink,  and  die.      Young. 

Kot  all  on  books  their  criticism  waste : 
The  genius  of  a  dish  some  justly  taste. 
And  eat  their  way  to  fame.       Young^  Love  of  Fame,  iii.  69. 

As  turns  a  flock  of  geese,  and,  on  the  green, 

Poke  out  their  foolish  necks  in  awkward  spleen, 

(Eidiculous  in  rage !)  to  hiss  and  bite. 

So  war  their  quiUs  when  sons  of  dulness  write.  Young. 

Blame  where  you  must,  be  candid  where  you  can. 

And  be  each  critic  the  good-natured  man.  QoldMmith, 

A  man  must  serve  his  time  at  ev'ry  trade, 
Save  censure ;  critics  all  are  ready  made : 
Take  hackuey'd  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote. 
With  just  enougn  of  learning  to  misquote ; 
A  mind  well  sknl'd  to  forfj^e  or  find  a  fault, 
A  turn  for  punning — call  it  Attic  salt- 
Fear  not  to  lie — 'twill  seem  a  luckv  hit ; 
Shrink  not  from  blasphemy — *t  will  pass  for  wit ; 
Care  not  for  feeling,  pass  your  project  jest*, — 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd.      Byron,  Eng.  Bards. 

Without,  or  with,  ofieoce  to  friends  or  foes, 

I  sketch  the  world  exactly  as  it  goes.  Byron,  Don  Juan* 
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A  would-be  satirist,  a  bired  buffoon, 

A  monthly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon^ 

Condemn  d  to  drudge  the  meanest  of  the  mean, 

And  furnish  falsehoods  for  a  magazine, 

Deyotes  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind ; 

Himself  a  living  libel  on  mankind.  Jiifvon,  E,  Bardi, 

Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  chafi*» 

BcJieye  a  woman,  or  an  epitaph, 

Or  any  other  thing  that's  false,  before 

You  trust  in  critics  who  themselyes  arc  sore.  By,  Dream,  75. 

As  a  base  pack  of  yelping  hounds. 

Who  wish  their  betters  to  annoy. 

If  a  stray  cur  but  touch  their  bounds. 

Will  bruise,  and  mangle,  and  destroy ; 

So  they  will  on  some  plan  unite, 

"Bj  which  to  yex  him  and  to  spite ; 

His  yery  virtues  they  will  use 

As  pretexts  for  their  foul  abuse.  J,  21  WaUon. 

'Tis  hard  to  tell,  so  coarse  a  daub  he  lays. 

Which  sullies  most,  the  slander  or  the  praise.  Sprague* 

CBOWVS. 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  ctown.Sh.  Hen.  iv,  2.  in.  1. 

CBUXLTT— Mi  SuiliBring; 
A  stony  adversary,  an  inhuman  wretch, 
Incapaole  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  every  orachm  of  mercy.  8h.  Mer*  F.  iv.  1, 

Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural ; 

I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 

My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites,      Sh,  Sam.  in.  2L 

I  must  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind ; 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind.   Sh,  Ham.  in,  4. 

O,  tiger's  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  hide ! 

How  oould'st  ihou  drain  the  life*blood  of  tiie  child  P 

8h,  Henry  r/.  3,  x.  4 

Neither  bended  knees,  pure  hands  Held  up, 

Sad  sighs,  deep  groans,  nor  silver  shedding  tears, 

Could  penetrate  ner  uncompassionate  sire.  Sh*  Tioo  G»  iir.  ]. 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends 

(Though  f^rac'd  with  poHsVd  manners  and  fine  sensei 

X  et  wantmg  sensibility)  the  man, 

Who  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm.  Cowpei\  TaekyYi,  562. 
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I  reTerence  the  coachsuui  who  ories  "  Qec" 

And  spaies  the  lash.    When  I  behold  a  spider 

Prey  on  a  fly,  a  magpie  on  a  worm, 

Or  yiew  a  butcher,  with  hom-handled  knife, 

Slaughter  a  tender  lamb  as  dead  as  mutton — 

Indeed,  indeed,  I'm  yeiy,  yeiy  sick !         BtjecUd  Addressee. 

cucKoum. 

For  when  men  bj  their  wives  are  cow*d. 

Their  horns  of  course  are  understood.         Builer,  Rudibras. 

To  no  men  are  such  cordial  greetings  given 

As  those  whose  wires  hare  made  them  fit  for  heaven. 

CUmMO^Mf  Gialtliiess.  ^^^^  ^^»  •^««'''  ^-  ^^ 

Oh,  what  authority  and  show  of  truth 

Can  cunning  sin  coyer  itself  withal !  Sh,  3f.  Ado,  ly.  1. 

CU7ID. 

This  senior-junior,  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid : 

Begent  of  love  rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 

^nie  anointed  sovereign  of  sighs  and  groans, 

liege  of  all  loiterers  and  malcontents.    Sk.  Love*  La,  in.  1. 

Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mind, 

And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind.  Sh.  Mid.  N.  1. 1. 

Cupid  is  a  knavish  lad. 

Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad.  Sh.  Mid.  N.  iii.  2. 

cuBiomr. 

The  over  curious  are  not  over  wise.  Mastinger. 

Search  not  to  find  what  lies  too  deepljr  hid ;  ^ 

I9^or  to  know  things  whose  knowledge  is  forbid.         Denham. 

I  loathe  that  low  vice,  curiosity.  JByron,  Don  Juan. 

How  many  a  noble  art,  now  widely  known. 
Owes  its  young  impulse  to  this  power  alone  I  Sprague. 

CUSSBS  Mv  OATHS. 

O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemption ; 
Dogs,  easily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man ; 
Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  sting  my  heart ; 
Three  Judases,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas. 

Sh.  Bie.  11.  III.  2. 
If  he  sav  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Bot  half  a  grain  a  day ! — he  lies  to  the  heart.     Sh.  Olh.  v.  2, 

You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flames 

Into  her  scormul  eyes ! — Imed  her  beauty, 

You  fen-suck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  poweirol  sun, 

To  &11  and  blast  her  pride !  Sh.  K.  Lear,  ii.  4. 

1 
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Whip  me,  ye  derils, 
Blow  me  about  in  winos,  roast  me  in  solphar ; 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  golfs  of  liquid  nre.       Sk.  Oik,  v.  2. 

May  all  th'  infections  that  the  sun  sucks  up 

From  bogs,  fens,  flats,  upon  him  fall,  and  make  him 

By  inch-meal  a  disease !  8k,  Tern,  ii.  2. 

Poison  be  their  drink ! 
Gall,  worse  than  eall,  the  daintiest  meat  they  taste  !*• 
Their  softest  toucn  as  smart  as  lizards'  stings ! 
Their  music  frightful  as  the  serpent's  hiss ! 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  their  concerts  full  I 

SJL  Hen.  rz,  iii.  2. 
All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  you. 
You  sluunes  of  Bome !  you  herd  of— Boils  and  plagues 
Plaster  you  o'er ;  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Purther  than  seen,  and  one  iniect  another 
Against  the  wind  a  mile  I  Sk,  Coriol.  i.  4. 

Now  the  red  pestilence  strike  all  trades  in  Bome, 

And  occupations  perish !  Und. 

Let  this  pernicious  hour 
Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  Calender.  8h.  Mae.  iv.  1. 

If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 

Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light. 

Whoso  ugly  and  unnatural  aspect 

May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view ; 

And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappiness.  Sh.  Ric,  lu.  i.  2, 

If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  Id  store. 

Exceeding  those  tnat  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 

O,  let  them  keep  it,  till  thy  sins  be  ripe. 

And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 

On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace.     Hid.  i.  3. 

A  plague  o'  both  your  houses  I  Sh.  Bom.  iii.  1. 

Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundless  reach 

Of  mercy,  if  thou  didst  this  deed  of  death, 

Art  thou  damn'd.  Sh.  X  Johup  it.  3. 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fac'd  loon ! 

Where  got'st  thou  that  goose  look  P  8h,  Maeb,  Y.  3. 

May  he  be  rooted  where  he  stands  for  ever ; 

His  eye-balls  never  move ;  brows  be  unbent ; 

His  blood,  his  liver,  entrails,  heart,  and  bowels. 

Be  blacker  than  the  place  I  wish  him— HelL  Le§,  Odd* 
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CUBflEi — eoniinued. 
Kar  BorrofT,  shamo,  and  uckmets  orertake  her, 
Ana  all  her  beaaties«  like  n^  hopes*  be  blasted. 

Bowe,  Boyal  Comverif  in.  1. 
80  let  him  stand,  through  ages  yet  nnbom, 
lix'd  statae  on  ^e  pedestsTof  soom  I  B^ran,  C  ^  if. 

May  the  grass  wither  from  thy  feet ;  the  woods 

Deny  thee  shelter  I  earth  a  home !  the  dust 

A  grare  I  and  heaven  her  God !  Byron,  Cain. 

Down  to  the  dust  I  and  as  thou  rott'st  away, 
Eren  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous  clay. 

The  cardinal  rose  with  a  dignified  look,  Byron,a  Sketch 

He  called  for  his  candle,  his  bell,  and  his  book  1 
In  holy  anffer  and  pious  grief. 
He  solemnljr  cursed  that  rascally  thief; 
He  cursed  him  at  board,  he  cursed  him  in  bed, 
F^rom  the  sole  of  his  foot  to  the  crown  of  his  head ; 
He  cursed  him  eating,  he  cursed  him  drinking, 
He  cursed  him  in  coughing,  in  sneezing,  in  wmking ; 
He  cursed  him  sitting,  in  standing,  in  lyin^ ! 
He  cursed  him  in  wsficing,  in  riding,  in  flymg, 
He  cursed  him  liring,  he  cursed  him  dying ! 
Nerer  was  heard  such  a  terrible  curse  : 
But  what  gaye  rise 
To  no  little  surprise, 

Nobody  seemed  one  penny  the  worse  ]  S»  Barham,Ing,  Leg. 

CirnoX.  [Jackdaw  of  Bk. 

How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man !  8k,  Two.  G,  y.  4. 

Kew  customs, 
Thouffh  they  be  nerer  so  ridiculous, 
Nay /let  them  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd.  8k.  S.  rm»  1. 1. 

It  is  a  custom. 
More  honour'd  in  the  breach  than  the  observance. 

8k.  Ham.  i.  4. 
Custom  calls  me  to't  ;'— 
What  custom  wills,  in  all  things  ^ouldwe  do'tP  8k.Corio,ii.d. 

Custom  does  often  reason  overrule. 

And  only  serves  for  reason  to  the  fool.  Boeketler, 

<AU  habits  gather  by  unseen  degrees, 

Ajs  brooks  make  rivers,  rivers  run  to  seas.        Drydtn^  Ovid. 

Custom,  'tis  true,  a  venerable  tyrant 
O'er  servile  man  extends  her  blind  dominion.  Tkom9on 

1  2 
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Custom  fonns  as  all ; 
Our  ihouglitSv  our  morals,  our  most  fixed  belief 
Are  consequences  of  our  place  of  birth.  A,  HiU^  Zarom 

To  follow  foolish  precedents,  and  wink 

With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think.  Cotpper,  Tiroein. 

The  slaves  of  custom  and  establish'd  mode, 

With  pack  horse  constancy  we  keep  the  road 

Crooked  or  straight,  through  quags  or  thorny  dells. 

True  to  the  jinglmg  of  our  leaders'  bells.  Cowper,  Tiroeinium* 

Such  dupes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  prone 

To  rey'rence  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead 

A  course  of  long  observance  for  its  use. 

That  eyen  servitude,  the  worst  of  ills. 

Because  delivered  down  from  sire  to  son. 

Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing.  Cowper,  Ttuk,  T.  299. 

Man  yields  to  custom  as  he  bows  to  fate, 

In  all  things  ruled — ^mind,  body,  and  estate ; 

In  pain,  in  sickness,  we  for  cure  apply 

To  them  we  know  not,  and  we  know  not  whj,Crabhef  Tale  iiL 

Habit  with  him  was  all  the  test  of  truth, 

"  It  must  be  right :  IVe  done  it  from  my  youth."       Crabbe, 

CUT. 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all.        8k.  Jul,  C.  in.  2. 

CUT  LOAF. 

And  easy  it  is,  '• 

Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shiye,  we  know.      8k,  TU.  An.  n.  L 

CTNIO. 

I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 

So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.    He  reads  much ; 

He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 

Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  no  plays. 

As  thou  dost,  Anthony ;  he  hears  no  music ; 

Seldom  he  smiles  ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort, 

As  if  he  mocked  himself  and  scorned  his  spirit 

That  could  be  moved  to  smile  at  anything. 

Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  hearths  ease. 

Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves ; 

And  therefore  are  they  veiy  dangerous.         Sk,  JuL  C.  x.  2. 

CYTBXSSb 
Dark  tree !  still  sad  when  others'  grief  is  fled, 
The  only  constant  mourner  o'er  the  dead.      Byron^  Oiaour. 
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Such  dainties  to  them,  their  health  it  mifliht  hart ; 
It's  like  sending  them  mffles,  when  wanting  a  shirt. 

^^ OoltUmitk,  miunek  of  Venuon. 

SAMAffSB. 

Sir,  auoth  the  lawyer,  not  to  flatter  je, 

Tom  nare  as  go<>d  and  fair  a  battery 

As  heart  can  wish,  and  need  not  shame 

The  proudest  man  aliye  to  chum ; 

Per  if  theyVe  ns'd  you  as  you  say. 

Many,  qjuoth  I,  Gfod  giye  you  joy ; 

I  would  it  were  my  case,  Pd  give 

More  than  I'll  say,  or  youli  beliere.  Butler,  JECud,  3,  ni.  675. 

BAVCXB8,  DAHCIHO-.«»  Faet,  WalUng. 

When  you  do  dance,  I  wish  you 
A  ware  o'  the  sea,  that  you  might  erer  do 
Nothing  but  that.  SL  Wini.  T.  iv.  3. 

Her  feet  beneath  her  petticoat. 
Like  little  mice,  stole  m  and  out. 
As  if  they  feared  the  light ; 
But,  oh !  she  dances  such  a  way ! 
No  sun  upon  an  Easter-day 
Is  half  so  fine  a  sight.  Buckling,  on  a  Wedding, 

Come  and  trip  it  as  you  go 

On  the  light  fantastic  toe.  Milton,  L' Allegro,  34. 

Alike  all  affcs ;  dames  of  ancient  days 

Hare  led  ineir  children  through  the  mirthful  maze ; 

And  the  gay  grandsire,  skill'd  in  gestic  lore. 

Has  frisk  d  beneath  the  burden  of  threescore.  Chldemitk,  Tr. 

Such  a  dancer ! 
Where  men  hare  souls  or  bodies  she  must  answer. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  17.  84. 
And  then  he  danced ; — all  foreigners  excel 
The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
Of  pantomime; — ^he  danced,  I  say,  right  well 
With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense — 
A  thing  m  footing  indispensable : 
He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence, 
Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  ran 
Of  his  dnll'd  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentleman.  Byron,  Ih.  xiy.  38. 

A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 

Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell. 

Soft  eyes  look'd  loye  to  eyes  that  spoke  again. 

And  sll  went  meny  as  a  marriage  belL     Byron,  C4.  Har,  3. 
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DAVCSB8,  HKBCLSQ—conimuetL 
On  with  the  dance  1  let  joy  be  vnoonfined  I 
No  sleep  till  mon,  when  youth  and  pleasure  nieet» 
To  chase  the  glowing  hours  with  flying  feet.  JByroHf  Ck,  liar. 

The  music,  and  the  banquet^  and  the  wine,— 
The  garlands,  the  rose-cMlours,  and  the  flowen,^-^ 
The  sparkling  eyes,  and  flashing  omsments, — 
The  white  arms,  and  l^e  raren  nair, — the  braids 
And  bracelets— swan-like  bosoms-^the  thin  robes. 

Jfjrron,  Mar,  Fal, 
Tke  long  carousal  shakes  th'  illumined  hall ; 
Well  speeds  alike  the  banquet  and  the  ball : 
And  the  gay  dance  of  bounding  beauty's  train 
Links  grace  and  harmony  in  happiest  chain. 
Blest  are  the  early  hearts  and  gentle  hands, 
That  mingle  theirs  in  well*acoording  bands ; 
It  is  a  si^t  the  careful  brow  mi^ht  smooth. 
And  make  age  smile,  and  dream  itself  to  youth. 
And  youth  £rget  such  hours  were  past  on  earth,— 
So  springs  th'  exolting  bosom  to  that  mirth.      Byron^  Lara. 

Oh,  a  fancy  ball's  a  strange  affair  I 

Made  up  of  silks  and  lealners. 

Light  heads,  light  heels,  false  hearts,  false  hair. 

Pins,  paint,  ana  ostrich  feathers. 

The  dullest  duke  in  all  the  town 

To-day  may  shine  a  droll  one ; 

And  rakes,  who  hare  not  half-a-crown, 

Look  royal  in  a  whole  one.  Praed,  Fanty  BalL 

Such  grace  and  such  beauty !  dear  creature !  you'd  swear, 
When  her  delicate  feet  in  the  dance  twinkle  round, 
That  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  her  home  is  the  air. 
And  she  only  par  complaisance  touches  the  ground ! 

Moore^  Fudge  Family m 
SAHOZR—aM  Caution,  PorlL 
He  that  stands  upon  a  slippery  place. 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  stay  him  up.  Sk,  JT.  John.  m.  4. 

Though  I  am  not  splenetiye  and  rash. 

Yet  miye  I  in  me  something  dangerous.  Sk,  Sam,  y.  1. 

Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell! 
I  took  lihee,  for  thy  better ;  take  thy  fortune ; 
Thou  find'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger.    Sh,  Ham,  iii.  4. 

They  that  stand  high  haye  many  blasts  to  shake  them, 
An^  if  they  fall,  they  dash  themselves  to  pieces.  Sh,  B,  m,  i.  3. 
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OAyGira    mntimued. 
We  hare  icotch'd  the  make,  not  kill'd  ii^ 
Shell  dose,  and  be  herself!  whilst  oar  ifoot  malice 
Bemaini  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth.        Sk.  Maeh,  ni.  2. 

Out  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  safety. 

Sk.  Ben.  ir.  I,  II.  8. 
The  absent  danger  greater  stiU  appears ; 
And  less  he  fears,  ^o's  near  the  tiling  he  fears.  Daniel,  Clea, 
Our  dangers  and  delights  are  near  allies ; 
From  the  same  stem  the  rose  and  prickle  rise.  Daniel, 

When  men  think  they  most  in  safety  stand. 
The  greatest  peril  omn  is  at  hand.    Drayton^  Barone*  Ware, 

Danger  lerels  man  and  brate, 

And  all  are  fellows  in  their  need.  Btfron. 

DASs-SAsnro. 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man ; 

Who  dares  do  more  is  none.  8h.  Mach.  i.  7, 

He  that  climbs  the  tall  tree  has  won  right  to  the  fmit. 

He  that  leaps  the  wide  gulf  should  prerail  in  his  suit.   ScotL 

He  either  fears  his  fate  too  mneh, 

Or  his  deserts  are  small. 

Who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch. 

To  gain  or  lose  it  alL  ScoU,  Intro.  Chron.  Canong. 

DAVDT— JM  CoxeooA. 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner ; 
And  'twixt  his  finser  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  ponncet-box,  wnich  eyer  and  anon 
He  gaye  his  nose.  Sk.  Sen,  iv»  1,  i*  2u 

DABX. 

At  one  stride  came  the  dark.        Coleridge,  Ancient  Mariner. 

DAVOHTBB. 

Thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter ; 

Or,  rather,  a  disease  that's  in  my  flesh. 

Which  I  must  needs  call  mine ;  thou  ait  a  boil, 

A  plague-sore,  an  embossed  carbuncle, 

In  my  corrupted  blood.    But  I'll  not  chide  thee ; 

Let  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it. 

Mend  when  thou  canst ;  be  better  at  thy  leisure.  Sk.  X.  ii.  4 

If  a  daughter  you  haye,  she's  the  pla^e  of  jonx  life, 
No  peace  shall  you  know,  though  you  ye  buried  your  wife ! 
At  twenty  she  mocks  at  the  duty  yon  taught  her ; 
Oh,  what  a  plague  is  an  obstinate  oaughtcr !  Sheridan ,  D.  !■  3' 
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DAVOBTEB — eonimusd. 

Duty  demands,  the  parent's  roice 

Should  sanctify  the  daughter's  choice, 

Tn  that  is  due  obedience  shown ; 

To  choose,  belongs  to  her  alone.  TAos,  Moore. 

DAWIT— SATBBEAX— «M  Xomixig. 

The  morning  steals  upon  the  night. 

Melting  the  darkness.  8k.  Temp.  y.  1. 

But  all  so  soon  as  the  all-cheering  sun 

Should  in  the  furthest  east  begin  to  draw 

The  shady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed.  Sk.  Bom.  1. 1. 

The  grey-eyed  mom  smiles  on  the  £rowning  night, 
Checkermg  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of  Bght.  lb.  n.  3. 

I^'ight's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 

Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountam-tops.      Sh.  Bom.  iii.  5. 

Wight's  swift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  fast, 

And  yonder  shines  Aurora's  harbinj^r,; 

At  whose  approach,  ghosts,  wand'ring  here  and  there, 

Troop  home  to  churcn-yards.  Sk,  Mid,  N.  iii.  2. 

The  eastern  gate,  all  fieiy  red. 
Opening  on  Neptune,  with  fair  blessed  beams, 
Turns  into  yellow  gold  his  salt-green  streams.  lb.  in.  2. 

The  day  begins  to  break,  and  ni^ht  is  fied. 

Whose  pitchy  mantle  oyer-yeil'd  the  earth.    8k.  JEC.  vi.  n.  2. 

Look,  the  mom,  in  russet  mantle  clad. 

Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill.    8k.  Ham.  1. 1. 

Look,  the  ffentle  day. 
Before  the  wheels  of  PhoBous,  round  about 
Dapples  the  drowsy  east  with  spots  of  grey.  8k.  M,  Ado,  y.  3. 

The  silent  hours  steal  on. 
And  flaky  darkness  breaks  within  the  east.  8k.  Bic.  in.  y.  3. 

The  quiet  night,  now  dappling,  'gan  to  wane, 

Diyi£ng  danoiess  from  the  Owning  main.      Byron^  Idand. 

U'EATK-^8e$  Grave,  Xoorning,  lafiuioy. 
When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  seen ; 
The  heayens  themselyes  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes. 

8k.  Jul.  C.  n.  2. 
Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
The  yaliant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear ; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end, 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come.  Sk.  Jul.  C.  ii.  2 
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O  miichty  Cesar !  dost  thou  Ce  so  low  P 

Are  aU  thy  conquests,  ji^ories,  triumphs,  spoils, 

Sbnmk  to  this  uttle  measure  ?  8k.  Jul,  C.  m.  1. 

The  weariest  and  most  loathed  woridl^  life, 

That  age,  ache,  and  penury,  and  imprisonment 

Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradise 

To  what  we  fear  of  death.  Sk.  M,far  Jf.  in.  1. 

Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where ; 

To  lie  in  cold  obstruction,  and  to  rot : 

This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become 

A  kneaded  clod ;  and  the  delighted  spirit 

To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  reside 

In  thrilling  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice ; 

To  be  imprison'd  in  the  viewless  winds. 

And  blown  with  restless  riolence  round  about 

The  pendant  world.  Sk.  M./or  M.  in.  1. 

The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension ; 

And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon. 

In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 

As  when  a  giant  dies.  Sk.  M.for  M.  in.  1. 

That  life  is  better  life,  past  fearing  death, 

Than  that  which  liyes  to  fear.  Sk.  M.for  3f.  t.  1. 

All  that  live  must  die. 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity.  Sk.  Ham.  i.  2. 

To  die — to  sleep- 
No  more ;  and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to ; — 'tis  a  consununation 
Deroutly  to  be  wish'd.  Sk.  Ham.  ni.  1. 

To  die !  to  sleep : 
To  sleep !  perchance,  to  dream ; — ay,  there's  the  rub ; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 
When  we  hare  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil. 
Must  give  us  pause  :  there's  the  respect, 
That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life.  Sk.  Ham.  in.  1. 

The  dread  of  something  after  death 

The  undiscover'd  coun^,  from  whose  bourn 

"So  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will, 

Makea  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have. 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of.         Sh.  Ham.  in.  1. 

Lay  her  i'  the  earth ; 
And  ^m  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh 
May  Tiolets  spring !  Sk.  Ham.  r.  1. 
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Imperious  C»gar,  dead  and  toin'd  to  clay, 

Might  stop  a  Hole,  to  keep  the  wind  awa}r : 

0 1  that  the  earth,  which  Jceot  the  world  in  awe, 

Should  patch  a  waU,  t'  expel  tne  Winter's  flaw !   8k.  Sam,  y.  1. 

The  sands  are  mimber'd,  that  make  up  my  life ; 

Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end.  ^SSi.  S.  n.  z.  4. 

!Eing8  and  mightiest  potentates  mnst  die, 

For  that's  the  end  of  human  misery.      Sh,  Mei^,  VI.  1.  lu.  2. 

Ah,  what  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life. 

When  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible.  Sk.  JEC.  r/.  2,  ni.  8. 

I^'othing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  it ;  he  died 
As  one  who  had  been  studied  in  his  death, 
To  throw  away  the  dearest  thing  he  owed. 
As  'twere  a  careless  triile.  Sh.  Maeh.  l.  4. 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  hare  hairs, 

I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  fairer  death.  8k.  Macb.  t.  7. 

Peath  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  frost 

Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field.        Sk.  Bom.  iy.  5. 

How  oft,  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death. 

Hare  they  been  merry !  which  their  keepers  call 

A  lightning  before  death.  Sk.  Rom.  y.  3. 

What !  old  acquaintance !  could  not  all  this  flesh 

Xeep  in  a  little  life  P    Poor  Jack,  farewell ! 

I  could  haye  better  spar'd  a  better  man.       8k.  Sen.  ir.  y.  4. 

He  that  dies  this  year  is  quit  for  the  next.  Sk.  Hen.  JF.  m.  2. 

They  say  the  tongues  of  dying  men 

Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony : 

Where  words  are  scarce,  they're  selaom  spent  in  rain, 

For  they  breathe  truth  Ihat  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 

Sk.  Sic.  II.  II.  !• 
He  that  no  more  may  say  is  listen  d  more 

Than  they  whom  youth  and  ease  haye  taught  to  gloze ; 

More  are  men's  ends  mark'd  than  their  lives  before : 

The  setting  sun  and  music  at  the  close. 

As  the  last  taste  of  sweets,  is  sweetest  last, 

Writ  in  remembrance  more  than  things  long  past. 

Sk.  Bie.  II.  xi.  1. 

Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe.  jS^A.  Bie.  ii.  ii.  1. 

O,  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her.  Sk.  Cifmb.  ii.  2. 

He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himself. 

Fears  it  not  from  another.  Sk.  Coriolanus  y.  3. 
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BBAUH'-mm/mmmL 
Tired  with  all  these,  for  xestfiil  death  I  ciy  ;— 
As,  to  behold  desert  a  beggar  bom. 
And  needy  nothing;  trimm  d  in  jcWty, 
And  purest  faith  anhappily  forsworn. 
And  gilded  hmoiir  shametullj  misplaced^ 
And  maiden  yirtae  rudely  strampeted. 
And  right  perfection  wrongftilly  diflsraced. 
And  strength  by  limping  sway  disabled, 
And  art  made  tongue-tied  by  authoritYy 
And  folly  (doctor-Bke)  controlling;  skill* 
And  simple  truth  miscall'd  simplicity, 
And  captiye  good  attending  captain  ill : 
Tired  with  aU  these,  from  wese  would  I  begone ; 
Bare  that,  to  die,  I  leave  my  We  alone.  ^.  Sonnet  66* 

Death  is  not  free  for  any  man's  election. 

Till  nature  or  the  law  impose  it  on  him.  Chapmant  C,  and  P. 

And  thouffh  mine  arm  should  conquer  twen^  worlds. 
There's  a  lean  fellow  beats  all  conquerors.   Jjekker,  Old  For, 

'Tis  the  only  discipline  we  are  bom  for ; 

All  studies  else  are  but  as  circular  lines. 

And  death  the  centre  where  they  all  must  meet.    Ifasiinger, 

All  things  decay  with  time :  the  forest  sees 
The  growth  ana  downfai  of  her  aged  trees ; 
That  timber  tall,  which  three-score  lustres  stood. 
The  proud  dictator  of  the  state-like  wood ; 
I  mean  the  soycreign  of  all  plants,  the  oak 
Droops,  dies,  and  tails  without  the  cleaver's  stroke. 

Herriek,  Mesp.  4,76* 
Behind  her  death. 
Close  following  pace  for  pace,  not  mounted  yet 
On  his  pale  horse.  Milton^  P.  L.  Z.  588. 

Where  all  life  dies,  death  Hves,  and  nature  breeds. 

Perverse,  all  monstrous,  all  prodigious  things. 

Abominable,  unutterable,  and  worse 

ThMa  fid>les  yet  have  feim'd,  or  fear  conceived, 

Gorgons,  ana  Hydras,  and  Chimeras  dire.  Jft/^on,  P.  X.  11.624. 

Death  levels  all  things  in  his  march, 

l^'ought  can  resist  his  mighty  stirength 

The  jpalace  proud,  triumpnaf  arch. 

Shall  mete  their  shadow  s  length ; 

The  rich,  the  poor,  one  eommon  bed 

Shall  find  in  tne  unhononr*d  grave, 

Whero  weeds  shall  crown  ali£e  the  head 

Of  igrrant  and  of  slave.  JfomrH. 
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I  feel  death  rifling  higher  still,  and  higher 

Within  mj  bosom ;  eyeiy  breath  I  fetch 

Shnts  up  mj  life  within  a  shorter  compass ; 

And,  like  the  Tanishing  sound  of  bells,  grows  less 

And  less  each  pulse,  tiU  it  be  lost  in  air.  Dryden,  Miv,  L&dieSm 

Distrust  and  darkness  of  a  fVitore  state 

Make  poor  mankind  so  fearful  of  their  fate« 

Death  m  itself  is  nothing ;  but  we  fear 

To  be  we  know  not  what,  we  know  not  where.    Dtyden,  Aur, 

Death's  but  a  path  that  must  be  trod. 

If  man  would  eyer  pass  to  God.  Pamell, 

'Tis  but  to  die, 
'Tis  but  to  yenture  on  that  common  hazard 
Which  many  a  time  in  battle  I  haye  run ; 
'Tis  but  to  do,  what,  at  that  yerj  moment. 
In  manj  nations  of  the  peopled  earth, 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  shall  do  with  me.  Bowe,  J.  Shore. 

I  was  bom  to  die : 
'Tis  but  expanding  thought,  and  life  is  nothing. 
Ages  and  generations  pass  away, 
And  with  resistless  force,  like  wayes  o'er  wayes, 
EoU  down  the  irreyocable  stream  of  time, 
Lito  the  insatiate  ocean  of  for  eyer.  JStoiee. 

Death  is  the  priyilege  of  human  nature  ; 

And  life  without  it  were  not  worth  our  taking. 

Thither  the  poor,  the  prisoner,  and  the  mourner 

Fly  for  relief,  and  lay  their  burdens  down.   Bowe,  Fair  Pen, 

Thus  o'er  the  dying  lamp  th'  unsteady  flame. 

Hangs  quiyering  on  the  point,  leaps  off  by  fits 

And  falls  again,  as  loath  to  quit  its  hold.  Addison,  CcUo,  m.  7. 

The  prince,  who  kept  the  world  in  awe. 

The  judge,  whose  dictate  fix'd  the  law. 

The  rich,  the  poor,  the  great,  the  small. 

Are  leyeU'd :  death  confounds  them  all.  G^oy,  Fables. 

He  taujg^ht  us  how  to  liye ;  and  (oh !  too  high 

The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die.  TichelL 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 

!Beceiyes  the  lurking  principle  of  death ; 

The  young  disease,  that  must  subdue  at  length, 

Grows  witii  his  growth,  and  strengthens  wiu  his  strength. 

Fope^E.Mnii.V^ 
The  hour  conceal'd,  and  so  remote  the  fear. 
Death  still  draws  nearer,  neyer  seeming;  near.         lb,  in.  75. 
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O  deatli,  all  eloquent  1  you  onljr  prore 

WkBi  dust  we  dote  on,  when  'tis  man  we  lore.      Pope,  JBlo. 

How  loredy  how  yalaed  once,  avails  thee  not ; 
To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot ; 
A  heajp  of  dnst  alone  remains  of  thee ; 
'Tifl  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  shall  be ! 

JPope,  JSleffy  to  the  Memory  of  an  Uitfortttnate  Ladjf,  71. 

By  foreign  hand^s  thy  dying  eyes  were  clos'd, 

Jfy  foreign  hands  thy  decent  limbs  compos'd^ 

By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adom'd. 

By  strangers  honour  d,  and  by  strangers  mourn'd.     Jhid,  51. 

But  thousands  die  without  or  this  or  that. 

Die,  and  endow  a  college  or  a  cat.  JPope,  Jf.  JS,  in,  95. 

The  world  recedes ;  it  disappears ! 

Heay'n  opens  on  my  eyes  I  my  ears 

With  sounds  seraj>hic  ring : 

Lend,  lend  toot  wings !  I  mount !  I  fly ! 

O  grave !  wnere  is  thy  victorv  P 

O  death !  where  is  thy  sting  r     Pope,  Dying  Ck,  to  hie  SouL 

The  reconciling  grave 
Swallows  distinction  first,  that  made  us  foes. 
That  all  alike  lie  down  in  peace  together.  Southern,  Fatal  M. 

Where  the  prime  actors  of  the  last  year's  scene  ? 

Their  port  so  proud,  their  buskin,  and  their  plume  P 

How  many  sleep,  who  kept  the  world  awake 

With  lustre  and  with  noise  I  Young,  Night  Thoughte,  xx. 

lian  makes  a  death,  which  nature  never  made.       10,  i  v.  15. 

The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his  fiite 

Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walk 

Of  virtuouB  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven.       Jb,  n.  683. 

The  knell,  the  shroud,  the  mattock,  and  the  grave. 

The  deep,  damp  vault,  the  darkness,  and  the  worm. 

These  are  the  bugbears  of  a  winter's  eve, 

The  terrors  of  the  living,  not  the  dead.  lb,  iv.  10. 

Lovely  in  death  the  beauteous  ruin  hr ; 

And  if  in  death  still  lovely,  lovelier  there ; 

Far  lovelier  I  pity  swells  the  tide  of  love.  Jb.  iii.  104. 

Death  loves  a  shhiing  mark,  a  signal  blow.  lb.  T.  1011. 

That  man  lives  greatly, 
Whate'er  his  fate,  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies, 
High  fiush'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  shall  despair.  lb.  N.  21 
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BXAIH— wnl>Mt«£ 

Death  is  the  erown  of  life : 
Were  death  deny'd,  poor  nun  woold  lire  in  run; 
Were  death  denj'd,  to  lire  would  not  be  life : 
Were  de&th  deny'd,  eo'n  foob  would  wish  to  die. 

Totiny.  N.  T.  ni.  SS8. 
Death  wounds  to  oare  ;  we  &U,  we  rise,  we  reign  ; 
Spring  from  onr  fetters,  fasten  in  the  skies. 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  sight. 
Death  gires  as  more  th&n  was  in  Eden  lost. 
This  king  of  terrors  is  the  prince  of  peace.  A.  030, 

Early,  bright,  transient,  duute  as  morning  dew, 
6he  iparkled,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  heaven.  JB.T.600. 

The  death  of  those  distingnisli'd  by  their  statioi). 
But  by  their  -rirtue  more,  awakes  the  mind 
To  Rofemn  dread,  and  strikes  a  saddening  awe : 
If  ot  that  we  griere  for  them,  bnt  for  onrselres, 
Leit  to  the  toll  of  life.     ITtomton,  Hin.  and  SiffttmuMJa.  1. 1. 
Can  storied  nm,  or  animated  bust, 
Bsek  to  ita  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  P 
Can  honour's  roice  proToke  the  silent  dnst. 
Or  flatt'ry  soothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death? Gray,  SUgj/,  zi. 
The  boaat  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 
And  all  that  bean^,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave, 
Awut  alike  the  ineritable  hour. 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  bat  to  the  grave.  Gras,  EUgjf. 

How  shocking  mnst  thy  summons  be,  O  death  I 
To  him  that  is  at  ease  m  his  possessions ; 
Who,  connting  on  long  years  of  pleasure  here. 
Is  qnil«  nnfiimish'd  for  that  world  to  come !      Blair,  Grave. 
An  flesh  is  grass,  and  ill  its  glory  fades 
Like  the  fair  flow'r  disherell  d  in  the  wind ; 
Siches  luTC  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream ; 
The  man  we  celebrate  must  find  a  tomb, 
And  we  that  worship  him,  ignoble  gTaTos.ani|}»ef-,ZiMitjn.26I. 

What  ia  death 
To  him  who  meets  it  with  an  npright  heart  P 
A  quiet  haren,  where  his  shatter'd  bark 
Harbours  secnre,  till  the  rough  storm  is  past. 
f  erhaps  a  passage,  overhung  with  clouds 
Bnt  at  its  entrance ;  a  few  leagues  beyond 
Opening  to  kinder  skies  and  milder  snns. 
And  lea)  pacific  as  the  soul  that  seeks  them.  Smrdit. 
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O,  Death  I  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend. 

The  kmdest  ana  the  best  I 

Welcome  the  hour,  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest !  Sums, 

Oh,  God !  it  is  a  fearful  thing 

To  see  the  hnman  soul  tiJce  wing 

In  any  shape,  in  any  mood.  Byrottf  Pris.  ^f  Cku  Tiir. 

Death,  so  call'd,  is  a  thing  that  makes  men  weep, 

And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep.  Byron,  D.  J.  xiv.  3. 

Death  shnns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow  would  meet.     Ih, 

*'  Whom  the  gods  love  die  yoong  "  was  said  of  yore. 

And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this : 

The  deatn  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays  eyen  more. 

The  death  of  friendship,  loye,  youth,  all  that  is, 

Szcept  mere  breath.  JByron,  Don  Juan,  ly. 

Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  braye, 

The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  must  crayc.  Syrouy  Giaour, 

What  shall  he  be  ere  night  ?    Perchance  a  thing 

O'er  which  the  rayen  flaps  his  funeral  wing.  Byron,  Conair. 

Iliye, 
But  liye  to  die :  and  liTing,  see  nothing 
To  make  death  hateful,  saye  an  innate  clinging, 
A  loathsome  and  yet  all  inyincible 
Instinct  of  life,  wnich  I  abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself,  yet  cannot  oyercome— > 
And  so  I  hye.  Byron,  Cain,  1. 1. 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth ; 

And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare, 

Too  soon  return 'd  to  earth  I 

Though  earth  reoeiyed  thee  in  her  bod. 

And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 

In  carelessness  or  mirth. 

There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 

A  moment  on  that  graye  to  look.  Byron. 

How  sweet  this  yery  hour  to  die ! 

To  soar  fWmi  earth,  and  find  all  fears 

Lost  in  thy  light,  eternity !  Byron. 

Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hath  pass'd. 

And  thou  wert  loyely  to  the  last ; 

Xztinguish'd,  not  decay'd  I 

A9  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 

Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  from  high.  ^  '  Byron* 
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DEATH— eon/tiuMcf. 
When  musing  on  eompanions  gone, 
We  doubly  feel  ourselves  alone.         Sir  W.  8eoU,  Marmhu 

Sleep  tlie  sleep  Uiat  knows  not  breaking, 

Mom  of  toil,  nor  night  of  waking.     ScoUt  L,  qf  Lake,  i.  31. 

Since,  howe'er  protracted,  death  will  come. 

Why  fondly  study,  with  ingenious  pains. 

To  put  it  on  !    To  breathe  a  little  longer 

Is  to  defer  our  fate,  but  not  to  shun  it. 

Small  gain  I  which  wisdom  with  indifTrent  eye 

Behol£.  Hannah  More,  David  and  Qoliah,  4> 

Leares  have  their  times  to  fall. 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath. 

And  stars  to  set — ^but  all, 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  death !  Mrs,  Hemans. 

I  think  poor  beggars  court  St.  Giles, 

Bich  begears  court  St.  Stephen ; 

And  Deaui  looks  down  with  nods  and  smiles. 

And  makes  the  odds  all  even : 

I  think  some  die  upon  the  field. 

And  some  upon  the  billow. 

And  some  are  laid  beneath  a  shield. 

And  some  beneath  a  willow.  Praed,  Brazen  Head 

Death !  to  ih.e  happy  thou  art  terrible, 

But  how  the  wretched  love  to  think  of  thee, 

O  thou  true  comforter,  the  friend  of  all 

Who  have  no  friend  beside.  SoutJtey,  Joan  ef  Are* 

Death  we  should  prize  as  the  best  gift  of  nature, 

As  a  safe  inn,  where  weary  travellers. 

When  they  have  journey  a  through  a  world  of  cares. 

May  put  off  life,  and  be  at  rest  for  ever.  South9rne,Loy,Br9. 

We  thought  her  dying  while  she  slept, 

And  sleeping  when  she  died.  T.  Sood,  Death-bed, 

Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb 

In  lire's  happy  morning  hath  hid  from  our  eyes. 

Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  young  bloom. 

Or  earth  had  profaned  what  was  bom  tor  the  skies. 

Death  chill'd  the  fair  fountain  ere  sorrow  had  stain'd  it, 

'Twas  frozen  in  all  the  pure  light  of  its  course. 

And  but  sleeps  till  the  sunshine  of  heaven  unchains  it, 

To  water  that  Eden  where  first  was  its  source.        2\  Moore, 
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0  grief  beyond  all  other  griefs,  when  fate 
first  leaves  the  young  heart  lone  and  desolate 
In  the  wide  world,  without  that  only  tie, 

For  which  it  wished  to  liye,  or  feared  to  die.       Jlto9,  Moore. 

The  dead  are  like  the  stars,  by  day 

"Withdrawn  hoin  mortal  eye, 

But  not  extinct,  Hiey  hold  their  way 

In  glory  through  the  sky : 

Spirits,  from  l^ndage  thus  set  free. 

Vanish  amidst  immensity, 

Where  human  thought,  like  human  sight, 

Pailfl  to  pursue  their  trackless  flight.  Jos,  Montgomery. 

Friend  after  friend  departs ; 

Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 

There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 

That  finds  not  here  an  end ; 

Were  this  firail  world  our  final  rest, 

liiying  or  dying,  none  were  blest.   Jos.  Montgomery ,  Friends, 

1  know  thou  hast  gone  to  the  home  of  thy  rest ; 
Then  why  should  my  soul  be  so  sad  P 

I  know  thou  hast  gone  where  the  weary  are  blest. 

And  the  mourner  looks  up,  and  is  gkd ! 

Where  loye  has  put  ofi^,  in  the  land  of  its  birth. 

The  stains  it  had  gather  d  in  this, 

And  hope,  the  sweet  singer  that  gladden 'd  the  earth. 

Lies  asleep  on  the  bosom  of  bliss.  1\  K.  Hervey, 

It  matters  not  at  what  hour  of  the  dny 

The  righteous  fall  asleep ;  death  cannot  come 

To  him  untimely  who  is  fit  to  die ; 

The  less  of  this  cold  world,  the  more  of  heaven ; 

The  briefer  life,  the  earlier  immortality.  Milman. 

There  is  no  death !    What  seems  so  is  transition. 

This  life  of  mortal  breath 

Is  but  a  suburb  of  the  life  Elysian, 

Whose  portal  we  call  death.  Longfellow,  BtiigHoiion. 

There  is  a  reaper,  whose  name  is  Death, 

And  with  his  sickle  keen, 

He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breath, 

And  the  flowers  that  grow  between.  Longfellow^  Poems, 

Weep  not  for  him  who  dieth. 

For  he  sleeps  and  is  at  rest ; 

And  the  couch  whereon  he  lieth 

Is  the  green  earth's  quiet  breast.  Hon.  Mrs.  Norleu. 
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HEkTR— continued. 
Friend  to  the  wretch  whom  every  friend  forsakes, 
I  woo  thee,  death !  Porteus,  Deatk» 

Oh !  what  a  shadow  o*er  the  heart  is  flunfi^, 

When  peak  the  requiem  of  the  lov'd  and  young !  W.  G.  Clark, 

She's  gone !  for  ever  gone  \    The  king  of  terrors 

Lays  ms  rude  hands  upon  her  lovely  mnbs, 

And  blasts  her  beauties  with  his  icy  breath.  Dennis,  Ap.  Vir, 

DEATH-BED. 

A  death-bod's  a  detector  of  tlic  licart : 
Here  tired  dissimulation  drops  her  mask. 
Through  life's  grimace,  that  mistress  of  the  scene. 
Her  real  and  apparent  are  the  same.  Yoiwj,  iV.  T,  641. 

DEBT. 

He  that  dies,  pays  all  debts.  Sh.  Temp.  iii.  2. 

You  say,  you  nothing  owe  ;  and  so  I  say : 

He  only  owes,  who  something  hath  to  pay.  Martial  (Hay),  n.  3. 

There  died  my  father,  no  man's  debtor ; 

And  there  III  die,  nor  worse,  nor  better.  Pope. 

Oh,  how  you  wrong  our  friendship,  valiant  youth  I 

"With  friends  there  is  not  such  a  word  as  debt : 

"VVlicrc  amity  is  ty'd  with  band  of  truth. 

All  benefits  are  there  in  common  set.   Lady  Carew,  Mariam. 

DECAY — see  Ambition,  Beverses. 

All  that  in  this  world  is  great  and  gay, 

Doth  as  a  vapour  vanish  and  decay.  Spenser, 

You  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part  burnt  out.    S/t.  H.  ir.  2. 

And  those  decays,  to  speak  the  naked  truth, 

Through  the  defects  of  age,  were  crimes  of  youth.    Denham. 

Before  decay's  effacing  fingers 

Have  swept  the  lines  where  beauty  lingers.     Byron,  Giaomr. 

All  that's  bright  must  fade, — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetes«^ ; 

All  that  s  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest.        T.  Moore,  All  that's  hrigiU. 

DECEIT— DECElTJf  U  JJM  ESS— DECEPTIOK— HYPOCBISY. 

What  man  so  wise,  what  earthly  wit  so  rare, 

As  to  descry  the  crafty,  cunning  train 

By  which  Deceit  doth  mask  in  visor  fair. 

And  seem  like  Truth,  whoso  shape  she  well  can  feign.  Spenser. 

O  that  deceit  should  dwell 
In  fuch  a  gorgeous  palace  !  S/t,  Mom.  J.  in.  8. 
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Look  to  her.  Moor ;  Lave  a  quick  eye  to  see ; 

She  has  deceiv'd  her  father,  and  may  thee.         8k.  Oik.  i.  3. 

The  devil  can  cite  Bcriptnre  for  his  purposes. 

An  eril  soul,  producing  holj  witness. 

Is  like  a  yillain  with  a  smiLns  cheek ; 

A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart ; 

O,  what  a  goodly  outside  falsehood  hath !  8A.  M,  of  Ten.  i.  3. 

Sigh  no  more,  ladies,  sigh  no  more. 

Men  were  deceirers  ever ; 

One  foot  in  sea,  and  one  on  shore ; 

To  one  thing  constant  never.  Sh.  M.  Ado,  ii.  3. 

And  he  the  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd. 

That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense  ;       x 

That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear. 

And  break  it  to  our  hope.  8h.  Maeb.  v.  7. 

Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep ; 
And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
The  fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 

8h.  H.  ri.  in.  1. 
Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gentle  shapes. 
And  with  a  virtuous  visor  hide  deep  vice.       8h.  S.  in.  ii.  2. 

Mother,  for  love  of  grace. 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  sou]. 
That  not  your  trespass  but  my  madness  speaks.  fifA.JTam.iu,4. 

Every  man  in  this  age  has  not  a  soul 

Of  ciystal,  for  all  men  to  read  Hkeit  actions 

Throiu;h :  Men's  hearts  and  faces  are  so  far  asunder 

That  uey  hold  no  intelligence.      Beaum.  and  FL  PhiUuier. 

He  seem'd 
For  diffuity  composed  and  high  exploit  t 
But  all  was  false  and  hollow.  Milton,  P.  Z.  ii.  111. 

His  tongue 
Dropt  manna,  and  could  mske  the  worse 
Appear  the  better  reason.  Milton^  P.  X.  il.  113. 

A  villain,  when  he  seems  most  kind 
Is  most  to  be  suspected.  Lansdaune,  Jew  of  Venieei. 

Before  her  face  her  handkerchief  she  spread. 

To  hide  the  flood  of  tears — she  did  not  shed.  Pope. 

'lis  not  my  talent  to  conceal  my  thoughts. 
Or  carrv  smiles  and  sunshine  in  my  face, 
'When  discontent  sits  heavy  at  myneart.         Addieon,  Caio. 

K  2 


132      DECEIT,  DECIITFULNEBSy  DECBPTIOy — ^DSCIBIOIT. 

DECEIT,  pECEITFinirSSS,  9S0SPTIOV— MititittiMf. 
A  yillain,  when  lie  most  seems  kind. 
Is  most  to  be  suspected.  Latudatsne,  Jea  rf  Venice, 

Thy  lore  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat, 

Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit.      Byron  to  SotUhey, 

Eyen  innocence  itself  hath  many  a  wile.     JBjfroti,  Don  Juan* 

Love  on  his  lips  and  hatred  in  his  heart. 

His  motto— H!onstancy ;  his  creed— to  part.        JSjjfron,  Lara* 

Think'st  thou  there  are  no  serpents  in  the  world 

3ut  those  who  slide  along  the  grassy  sod, 

And  sting  the  Inckless  foot  that  presses  them  ? 

There  are  who  in  the  path  of  social  life  ' 

Do  bask  Uieir  spotted  skins  in  fortune's  sun. 

And  sting  the  soul.  Joanna  Baillie,  De  Mbnffbrd,  I.  2. 

O,  what  a  tangled  web  we  weave,  - 

When  first  we  practise  to  deceire.       Scoti,  Marmion,  vi.  17. 
SECSHCT. 
Virtue  she  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour. 
Content  to  dwell  in  aecencies  for  ever.     Pope^  M,  JSi.  |i.  1G3. 

Immodest  words  admit  of  no  defence. 

For  want  of  decency  is  want  of  sense.     Boicommon,  JSttay  t. 
DEGISIOK~»M  Diipatoh,  Promptitiide. 

Away,  then ;  work  with  boldness  and  with  speed. 

On  greatest  actions  greatest  dangers  feed.  Marlowe, 

If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 

It  were  done  quickly,  S/i.  Mach,  i.  7. 

Be  the  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'dt 

That  palter  witii  us  in  a  double  sense ; 

That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear. 

And  break  it  to  our  hope.  Sh,  Maeh.  v.  7. 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  afiairs  of  men. 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune ; 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 

Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries ; 

And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves. 

Or  lose  our  ventures.  8h,  Juh  C  iv.  3. 

Sighs,  groans,  and  tears  proclaim  his  inward  pains. 

But  tlie  firm  purpose  of  his  heart  remains.  Dryden, 

Choose  a  firm  cloud  before  it  fall,  and  in  it 
Catch|  ere  the  change,  the  Cynthia  of  the  minute. 

Poj)e,  If.  Es.  n.  10. 
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The  keen  flrpirit 

Seizes  the  prompt  oocasion — ^malces  the  thoaght 

Start  into  instant  action,  and  at  once 

Hans  and  performs,  resolves  and  ezeeutes  I  Hannah  More, 
BBdJJULTIOir— «M  Lore,  Proposal*  IDamial,  i. 

Wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  valne 

Than  stamps  m  gold  or  sums  in  sealed  bags ; 

And  'tis  the  very  riches  of  thyself 

That  now  I  aim  at.  Sk.  Mer.  W.  in.  4. 

Helen,  I  love  thee ;  by  my  life  I  do : 

I  swear  by  that,  which  I  will  lose  for  thee. 

To  prore  him  false,  that  says  I  lore  thee  not.  5*-  M.  N,  ui,  2. 

Why  should  I  blush  to  own  I  love  ?— 

'Tis  love  that  rules  the  realms  above ; 

Why  should  I  blush  to  say  to  all. 

That  virtue  holds  my  heart  in  thrall  ?  £[eury  Kirk  White, 
DSOOBUM. 

So,  with  decorum  all  things  carriedy 

Miss  frowned,  and  blushed,  and  tlien  was  married.  Ooldsmith. 


It  must  not  be ; "  there  is  no  power  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  established : 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent ; 
And  many  an  error  by  the  same  example. 
Will  rush  into  the  state.  Sh.  M,  of  F.  it.  1. 

DXDICATIOirS. 

Leave  flattery  to  fulsome  dedicators. 

Whom  when  they  praise  the  world  believes  no  more. 

Than  when  they  promise  to  give  scribbling  o'er.  Pope, 

Deeds. 

Where  deeds  pull  down,  words  can  repair  no  faith.  Chapman, 

We  live  in  deeds,  not  years  ;  in  thou^ts  not  breaths ; 

In  feelings,  not  in  figures  on  a  <Ual.  Bailejf,  Festus. 

DEFEAT.  Q     ,  ,      ^ 

oucn  a  numerous  host 

Fled  not  in  silence  through  the  frighted  deep. 

With  ruin  upon  ruin,  rout  on  rout, 

Conftision  worse  confounded*  Milton,  P.  Z.  993-996 


In  causes  of  defence,  'tis  best  to  weigh^ 

The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  seems  ; 

So  tibe  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd ; 

Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection 

Doth,  like  a  miser,  spoil  lus  coat  with  scanting 

A  Httle  cloth.  ii^.  Hen,  r.  ii.  4 
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DKFJUIGE— Mn^inuftf. 

What  boots  it  at  one  gate  to  make  defence. 

And  at  another  to  let  in  the  foe  ?       Milton^  Sam.  Agon.  600 
DXFIAVCE. 

I  do  defy  bim,  and  I  spit  at  Him ; 

Call  him  a  slanderous  coward,  and  a  villain : 

Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds ; 

And  meet  him,  were  I  tied  to  run  a-foot. 

Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps.  Sk.  Bie.  il,  i.  1. 

I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow. 

And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 

Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee*   Sk,  Sen.  VI.  3.  T.  1. 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  P 

Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  stares  P  8hn  Jid.  C.  it.  3. 

If  thou  deny'st  it,  twenty  times  thou  liest ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falsehood  to  thy  heart. 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point.  8h.  Sic.  it.  it.  1. 

Who  sets  me  else  P  by  heaTen  I'll  throw  at  all ; 

I  haTc  a  thousand  spirits  in  my  breast. 

To  answer  twenty  thousand  such  as  you.      8h.  Sie.  Ii.  it.  I. 

Thou  mayst  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 

A  chafed  lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 

A  fasting  ti^er  safer  by  the  tooth. 

Than  keep  m  peace  tliat  hand  which  thou  dost  hold. 

8h.  K.  John^  ill.  I. 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shame, 
I'll  strike  thee  dead.  -  Put  up  thy  sword  betime, 
Or  ril  so  maul  you  and  your  toiuiting-iron. 
That  you  shall  tnink  the  devil  has  come  from  hell.   Ib.vr.Z, 

Come  one,  come  all — ^this  rock  shall  fly 

From  its  Ann  base  as  soon  as  I.  Scott^  L.  ofL.  r.  10. 

Thou  think'st  I  fear  thee,  cursed  reptile. 
And  hast  a  pleasure  in  the  damned  thought. 
Though  my  neart's  blood  should  curdle  at  th;^  sight, 
I'll  stay  and  face  thee  still.        Joanna  Btullie,  Dn  Montford. 
Djuxx->«m  Ood,  Creator,  Omnipotaaoe,  Frovidenee. 
Father  of  light  and  life  I  thoi^  Good  Supreme ! 
O  teach  me  what  is  good  I  teach  me  thyself! 
SaTe  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  Tice, 
From  cTcry  low  pursuit !  and  feed  my  soul 
With  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure ; 
Sacred,  substantial,  never-fading  bliss  IT^otnsv/t,  fFiiUer,2l7. 
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BJUTX  —eoHiinuetU 

Let  no  presuming  impious  railer  tax 

CreatiTe  Wisdom,  as  if  ausht  was  form'd 

In  Tain,  or  not  for  admirable  ends. 

Shall  little  haughty  ignorance  pronounce 

His  works  unwise,  ot  which  the  smallest  part 

Exceeds  the  narrow  vision  of  his  mind  P     TAonuon,  Suutmer, 

Hail,  source  of  being  1  universal  soul 

Of  hearen  and  earth !  essentialpresence,  hail ! 

To  Thee  I  bend  the  knee  ;  to  Thee  my  thoughts 

Continual  climb ;  who,  with  a  master  hand. 

Hast  the  great  whole  into  perfection  touch'd*  lb.  Spring. 

A  Deity  believed,  is  joy  begun  ; 

A  Deily^  adored,  is  joy  advanced  ; 

A  Deity  beloved,  is  joy  matured. 

^sch.  branch  of  piety  delight  inspires.  Young ^ 

Nature 
ICerer  did  bring  forth  a  man  without  a  man ; 
I^or  could  the  first  man,  being  but 
The  passive  subject,  not  the  active  mover. 
Be  the  maker  of  himself ;  so  of  necessity 
There  must  be  a  superior  pow'r  to  nature. 

P.  Le  Toumeur,  Atheist's  TrageJg, 
Tn  the  vast,  and  the  minute,  we  see 
The  unambiguous  footsteps  of  the  God 
Who  gives  its  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing, 
And  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rolling  worlds. 

Cowper,  Taskf  v.  511. 
Thou  dread  source, 
Prime,  self-existing  cause  and  end  of  all 
That  in  the  scale  of  being  fill  tlieir  place ; 
Above  our  human  region  or  below. 
Set  and  sustained*    Thou,  thou  alone,  O,  Lord, 
Art  everlasting !  Wordstcortk, 

UlSLLY^tee  SadsioB,  ProeTastlnation,  Promptitade^  Xima. 
Shun  delays,  they  breed  remorse, 
Take  thy  time*  wnile  time  is  lent  thee ; 
Creeping  snails  have  weakest  force ; 
Fly  their  fault,  lest  thou  repent  thee. 
Good  is  best  when  soonest  wrought. 
Lingering  labours  came  to  nought.  Itohcrt  Southteell 

Hoist  up  sail  while  gale  doth  last. 
Tide  and  wind  stay  no  man's  pleasure  ; 
Seek  not  time,  when  time  is  past, . 
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JtELKY—eoniiuued. 

Sober  speed  is  wisdom^s  leisure, 

Afler-wits  are  dearly  boufi^ht, 

Let  thy  fore- wit  guide  thy  thought.  Boheri  SoutkitdL 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  snail-paced  begj^ary.  Sh.BicJiI.ixM. 

Then  do  we  sin  against  our  own  estate. 

When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

When  the  day  serves  before  black-cornered  night. 

Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  offered  light.  Sh.Timon;r,l, 

0  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late ; 
'Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  : 

That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cur'd  me ; 
But  now  I  am  past  all  comfort  here  but  prayers. 

Sh.  H.  rut.  IT.  2. 
Omission  to  do  what  is  necessary 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger ; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  subtly  taints 
£yen  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  tlie  sun.  Bh,  TroiL  iii.  3. 

That  wc  would  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would ;  for  this  "  would  "  changes, 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents  ; 
And  then  this  "  should  "  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh, 
That  hurts  by  easiag.  Sh,  Ham.  iv.  7« 

Be  wise  to-day ;  'tis  madness  to  defer ; 

19'ext  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead ; 

Thus  on,  till  wisdom  is  push'd  out  of  life.       Young ^  N.T,  390. 

At  thirty,  man  suspects  himself  a  fool, 

£nowB  It  at  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 

At  fifty,  chides  liis  infamous  delay. 

Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve,    . 

In  2ill  the  magnanimity  of  thought ; 

iResolves,  ana  re-resolves,  then  dies  the  same. 

And  why  P  because  he  thinks  himself  immortal. 

All  men  think  all  men  mortal  but  themselves.  Young,  N,  T.  t. 

Our  greatest  actions,  or  of  good  or  evil,  L*^'  • 

The  hero's  and  the  murderer's,  spring  at  once 
From  their  conception  :  Oh !  how  many  deeds 
Of  deathless  virtue  and  immortAl  crime 
The  world  had  wanted,  had  the  actor  said, 

1  will  do  this  to-morrow  1        Lord  John  Eusgell,  Don  Carlos 
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nXXJBERATIOK— Av  Deiign. 

When  any  great  design  thou  dost  intend. 

Think  on  the  means,  the  manner,  and  the  end.  D&nhanu 

Deep  on  his  front  engraren 

Delioeration  sat,  and  public  care.  Milton,  P.  X.  ii.  302. 

BXEIOHT. 

She  was  his  care,  his  hope,  and  his  delif^ht, 

Most  in  his  thought,  and  ever  in  ]iis  sight.  Dry  den. 

For  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul 
Tfaist  not  your  trespass  but  my  madness  speaks: 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place  : 
Whiles  mnk  corruption,  mining  all  within. 
Infects  unseen.  Sh,  Ham,  iii.  4. 

DEXAGOGITES. 

I  do  despise  these  demagogues,' that  fret 

The  angry  multitude :  they  are  but  as 

The  froth  upon  the  mountain  wave — the  bird 

That  shrieks  upon  the  sullen  tempest's  wing.  A, Suni,  Julian. 

Por  close  designs  and  crooked  counsels  fit ; 

Sagacious,  bold,  and  turbulent  of  wit, 

Hestless,  unfix'd  in  principle  and  place. 

In  power  unpleased,  impatient  in  disgrace.  Dryden, 


Something  is  rotten  in  the  State  of  Denmark.  Sh.  Ham.  i.  4. 


Poor  wretches,  that  depend 
On  greatness'  favour,  dream,  as  I  have  done  ; 
Wake,  and  find  nothing.    But,  alas,  I  swerve 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deserve. 
And  yet  are  steep'd  in  favours.  Sh.  Cymh,  T.  4. 

I  hate  dependence  on  another's  will. 
Which  changes  with  the  breath  of  ev'ry  whisper, 
Just  as  the  sky  and  weather  with  the  winds  : 
Nay  with  the  winds,  as  they  blow  east  or  west, 
To  make  his  temper  pleasant  or  unpleasant.  Ct^own,  Amh  States, 
BBPQRTMEHT. 

What's  a  fine  person,  or  a  beauteous  face. 
Unless  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  r 
Blest  with  all  other  requisites  to  please. 
Some  want  the  striking  elegance  of  ease  ; 
The  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires ; 
They  seem  like  puppets  let  about  by  wires. 

Churchill,  Roseiad.  712. 
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DERBY. 

So  down  tliyjiil],  romantic  Aslibourn,  glides, 

The  Derby  DUly,  carrying  three  insidcs, 

One  in  each  comer  sits,  and  lolls  at  ease, 

With  folded  arms,  propp'd  back,  and  outstretcli'd  knees ; 

While  the  press 'd  bodsm,  punch'd  and  squeezed  to  death. 

Sweats  in  tne  midmost  place,  and  pants  for  breath. 

Canning,  JLoves  of  the  Triangles,  178L 

DESCEMT-^M  PedigTM. 

Cowards  father  cowards,  and  base  things  sire  base : 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran,  contempt,  and  grace.  iSA.  Ctfmh.i\.2 

DE8EBTED-^«M  FtiandlMi* 
Deserted  at  his  utmost  need. 
By  those  his  former  bounty  fed ; 
On  the  bare  earth  exposed  he  lies, 
Witii  not  a  friend  to  close  his  eyes.  Dry  den,  Alex.  Feast,  73. 

DESIOir. 

Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memoiy. 

Of  violent  birth  but  poor  validity  ; 

Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree. 

But  fall  unshaken  when  they  mellow  be.        Sh,  Ham,  xii.  3. 

When  men's  intents  are  wicked,  their  guilt  haunts  them. 
But  when   they're  just  they're  arm'd,  and  nothing  daunts 
.  them.  Middleton,  Mad  World  mjf  Masters, 

He  that  intends  well,  yet  deprives  himself 
Of  means  to  put  his  good  thoughts  into  deed. 
Deceives  his  purpose  of  its  due  reward. 

Beaum.  and  FL  Honest  Mans  Fortune* 

Honest  designs 
Justly  resemble  our  devotions, 
Which  we  must  pay,  and  wait  for  the  reward. 

Sir  Bohert  Howard,  Great  Favourite. 
DE8IBE—«00  Disappointment 

Had  doting  Priam  checked  his  son's  desire, 

Troy  had  been  bright  with  fume,  and  not  with  fire.  Sh,  Foetne, 

DE80LATI0K. 

What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  ? 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  browF 
To  view  each  loved  one  blotted  from  life's  page. 
And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now.  Byron^  Ch,  Har,  ix.  98. 
DS8PAI&— «f«  Suicide. 

They  have  ty'd  me  to  a  stake ;  I  cannot  fly, 

Snt,  bear-like,  I  must  fight  the  course.  Sh»  Marb.  t.  7. 
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VEBAIR^eontmued. 

I  am  one,  my  liege. 
Whom  the  Tile  blows  and  buflets  of  the  world 
Have  so  incens'd,  that  I  am  reckless  what 
I  dOy  to  spite  die  world.  SA.  Ifaeb,  nx.  1. 

O I  that  this  too,  too  solid  flesh  would  melt, 

Thaw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew ! 

Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd 

His  canon  'gainst  self-slanffhter  I  O  God !  O  Grod  I 

How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 

Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world  I  Sh.  Ham.  i.  2. 

There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy : 

Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 

Vexing  the  doll  ear  of  a  drowsy  man.        SA.  K.  JoAn,  in.  4 

If  thou  didst  but  consent 
To  this  most  cruel  act,  do  but  despair ; 
And  if  thou  want'st  a  cord,  the  smallest  thread 
That  ever  spider  twisted  from  her  womb 
WiU  serve  to  strangle  thee.  SA.  JT.  John,  it.  3. 

So  cowards  "flght,  when  they  can  fly  no  further ; 

So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercmg  talons ; 

So  desperate  thieves,  all  hopeless  of  tlicir  lives. 

Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  the  officers.    SA.  H.  yl.  3,  i.  4. 

It  were  all  one, 
That  I  should  love  a  bright  particular  star, 
And  think  to  wed  it.  SA.  AlVt  W.  1. 1. 

When  fears  admit  no  hope  of  safety,  then 

Necessity  makes  dastards  valiant  men.      Herrich,  ApA.  320. 

Despair  takes  heart,  when  there's  no  hope  to  speed ; 

The  coward  then  takes  arms,  and  does  the  deed.         lb.  229. 

Farewell  hope,  and  with  hope  farewell  fear ; 

Farewell  remorse ;  all  good  to  me  is  lost ; 

Evil,  be  thou  my  good  I  Millon,  P.  X.  iv,  108. 

All  hope  is  lost 
Of  mT  reception  into  grace ;  what  worse  P 
For  wnere  no  hope  is  left,  is  left  no  fear.  Milton ,  P.  J?,  m*  285. 

For  men  as  resolute  appear 

With  too  much,  as  too  little  fear ; 

And,  when  they're  out  of  hopes  of  flying. 

Will  run  away  fhmi  death,  by  dying, 

Or  turn  again  to  stand  it  out, 

And  those  they  fled  like  lions  rout.      Butler,  Hud,  3,  in.  27. 
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Equal  tlieir  flame,  nnequal  was  their  care ; 

One  loyed  with  hope,  one  languished  with  despair.     Dfyden. 

Talk  not  of  comfort—'tis  for  lighter  ills ; 

I  will  indulge  my  sorrow,  and  give  way 

To  all  the  pangs  and  fury  of  despair.  Adduon,  Cato. 

Though  plunged  in  ills  and  exercised  in  care» 

Yet  never  let  the  noble  mind  despair : 

When  press'd  hj  dangers  and  beset  by  foes, 

The  gods  tlieir  timely  succour  interpose ; 

And  when  onr  virtue  sinks  o'erwhelm'd  with  grief. 

By  unforeseen  expedients  bring  relief.  Ambrose  Philips 

When  desperate  ills  demand  a  speedy  cure. 

Distrust  is  cowardice,  and  prudence  folly.  I>r,  Johnson,  Iren^. 

Nae  langer  she  wept,  her  tears  were  all  spent ; 

Despair  it  was  come,  and  she  thought  it  content ; 

She  thought  it  content,  but  her  cheek  it  grew  pale. 

And  she  droop'd  like  a  lily  broke  down  by  the  hail.     Burns, 

Beware  of  desperate  steps  ! — ^the  darkest  day. 
Live  till  to-morrow,  will  nave  pass'd  away. 

Cowper,  Nieedtess  Alarm. 

But  dreadful  is  their  doom  whom  doubt  has  driven 

To  censure  fate,  and  pious  hope  forego : 

Like  yonder  blasted  boughs  by  lightning  riven. 

Perfection,  beauty,  life,  they  never  know. 

But  frown  on  all  that  pass,  a  monument  of  woe.  BeaUie,  Mitu 

Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds 

Has  nought  to  fear  from  outward  blow : 

Who  falls  from  all  he  knows  of  bUss, 

Cares  little  into  what  abyss.  Byron,  Oiaour» 

They  who  have  nothing  more  to  fear  mar  well 

Indulge  a  smile  at  that  which  once  appall'd ; 

As  chudren  at  discovered  bugbears.  Byron,  Sard,  T.  1. 

Despair  defies  even  despotism ;  there  is 

That  in  mv  heart  would  make  its  way  thro'  hosts 

With  levell'd  spears.  Byron,  Two  Foseari, 

There  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair.  Byron, 

One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  which  throws 

Its  bleak  shade  alike  o*er  our  joys  and  our  woes : 

To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can  bring. 

For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting.        Moore, 
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I>£BPOVDEVCT. 

The  recollection  of  one  upward  hour 

Hath  more  in  it  to.  tranquillize  and  cheer 

The  darkness  pf  despondencj,  than  years 

Of  gaiety  and  pleasure.  PercivaU 

Wolves  shall  succeed  for  teachers,  grierous  wolves. 

Who  all  the  sacred  mysteries  of  Heaven 

To  their  own  vile  advantages  shall  turn 

Of  lucre  and  ambition,  and  the  truth 

With  superstitions  and  traditions  taint.  MUton^  P.  L.  xii.  606. 

9EEICIX0V, 

Foul  deeds  will  rise. 
Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's  eyes. 

Sk.  Ham.  I.  2. 

BEZEBXnr ATIOK— «tftf  BaiolatioiL 

Muse  not  that  I  thus  suddenly  proceed ; 

For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there  an  end.       Sh,  TSoo  G.  i.  3. 

Although 
The  air  of  paradise  did  fan  the  house. 
And  angels  offic'd  all ;  I  will  be  gone.        Sh,  AlVs  W.  in.  2. 

I'll  8t>eak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gape, 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.  Sk,  Ham.  r.  2. 

BXBXnrr-  tee  Fate,  Tatority. 

Seek  not  to  know  what  must  not  be  reveal'd ; 

Joys  only  flow  where  fate  is  most  conceal'd : 

Too  busy  man  wou'd  find  his  sorrows  more. 

If  future  fortunes  he  shou*d  know  before.  Dryden,  J.  Q.  ni.  I. 

Whatever  betides,  by  destiny  'tis  done, 

And  better  bear  like  men,  than  vainly  seem  to  shun. 
^^^  Dryden,  Palemon  and  Arcite. 

nSZBACnOV — <m  Slander,  Soandal. 

Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detractions, 

And  can  put  them  to  mending.  8h.  3f.  Ado^  il.  3, 

Qtaodi  name  in  man  or  woman,  dear  my  lord, 

Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  soul : 

Who  steals  my  purse,  steals  trash ;  'tis  something,  nothing ; 

'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands : 

But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 

Bobs  me  of  that  which  not  enridies  him. 

And  makes  me  poor  indeed.  Sh.  Olh,  in.  3* 

Detraction's  a  bold  monster,  and  fears  not 

To  wound  the  fame  of  princes,  if  it  find 

But  any  blemish  in  their  lives  to  work  on.  Massingtr. 
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DJETBACnOir^0Mi/intie<f. 
Who  stabs  mj  name,  would  stab  mj  person  too, 
Did  not  the  hangman's  axe  lie  in  the  waj.  Crowae,  Sen.  re  S. 

Now  they  interpret  motions,  looks,  and  eyes ; 

At  eyeiy  word  a  reputation  dies.  Pope. 

So,  naturalists  observe,  a  flea. 

Has  smaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey ; 

And  these  have  smaller  still  to  oite  'em. 

And  so  proceed  ad  infinitum.        Swift,  Poetty,  a  Phapsodjf. 

Great  fleas  hare  little  fleas,  and  lesser  fleas  to  bite  'em. 
And  these  fleas  have  other  fleas,  and  so  ad  infinitum.    Anoiu 

Mankind  praise  against  their  will. 

And  mix  as  much  detraction  as  they  can. 

i  oiiny,  jy.  T.  Tin.  491. 
'Tis  not  the  wholesome  sharp  morality. 
Or  modest  anger  of  a  satiric  spirit. 
That  hurts  or  wounds  the  body  of  a  state. 
But  the  sinister  application 
Of  the  malicious,  i^orant,  and  base 
Interpreter,  who  will  distort  and  strain 
The  general  scope  and  purpose  of  an  author 
To  his  particular  and  private  spleen.  J>r,  JbhtutoUg  Poetaster, 

To  what  gulfs 
A  single  deviation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties  leads.  Byron, 

BEVIL. 

The  devil  was  sick,  the  devil  a  saint  would  be ; 

The  devil  was  well,  the  devil  a  saint  was  he.  Rabelais,  it.  24. 

The  devil  hath  power 
To  assume  a  pleasing  shape.  Sh,  Ham,  u.  2. 

He  will  give  the  deTil  his  due.  8h,  Hen,  ir,  1,  i.  2. 

DX70TEES. 

And  let  not  this  seem  strange ;  the  dcTotee 

Lives  not  on  earth,  but  in  his  ecstacy ; 

Around  him  days  and  worlds  are  heedless  driven ; 

His  soul  is  gone,  before  his  dust,  to  heaven.  Byron. 

The  immortal  gods 
Accept  the  meanest  altars,  that  are  raised 
By  pure  devotion ;  and  sometimes  prefer 
An  ounce  of  frankincense,  honey,  or  milk. 
Before  whole  hecatombs,  or  SabsMn  gems, 
Oflfer'd  in  ostentation.  2£assir.r:nr. 
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The  secret  heart 
Is  fair  devotion'ft  temple ;  there  the  »aint, 
E'en  on  that  living  altar,  lights  the  ilaine 
Of  purest  sacrifice,  which  bums  unseen, 
Not  unaccepted.  Hannah  More, 

As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats  of  the  ocean 

Sweet  flowers  are  springing  no  mortal  may  see. 

So  deep  in  my  bosom  the  prayer  of  devotion. 

Unheard  bj  the  world,  rises  silent  to  Thee.         27ia«.  Moore. 

The  inward  sighs  of  humble  penitence 
Bise  to  the  ear  of  Hearen,  wnen  pealed  hymns 
Are  scatter'd  with  the  sounds  of  common  air.  Joanna  Baillie. 
BKW. 

l*he  dews  of  the  evening  most  carefully  shun ; 
Those  tears  of  the  sky  tor  the  loss  of  the  sun. 

Ckeeierfield,  Advice  to  a  Laiy  in  Autumn. 

The  starlij][ht  dews 
All  silently  their  tears  of  love  mstil. 
Weeping  themselves  away,  till  thej  infuse, 
Deep  into  nature's  breast,  the  spirit  of  her  hues.  Byron. 

DUX). 

When  Dido  found  ^neas  would  not  come. 
She  mourned  in  silence,  and  was  di  do  dum. 

Person,  JFueetuB  Cantab, 

BIFTICULTT. 

It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  camel 

To  thread  the  postern  of  a  needle's  eye.  Sh.  Bic,  it,  2. 

DITFISEVCE. 

Be  silent  always,  when  jaa  doubt  your  sense. 

And  speak,  tho'  sure,  with  seeming  diffidence.      Pope,  E.  C. 

Diosmoir. 

Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digestions.  Sh,  Com,  Br.  r*  1. 

Now  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite. 

And  health  on  both.  Sh^  Mach,  ui.  4. 

DI0HIT7. 

Where  ambition  of  place  goes  before  fitness 

Of  birth,  contempt  and  disgrace  follow.    ChapmaUf  Baet  H, 

True  dignity  is  never  gained  by  place, 

And  never  lost  when  honours  are  withdrawn.         Maeeinger, 

True  dignity  is  his  whose  tranquil  mind 

Virtue  has  raised  above  the  things  below ; 

Who,  eveiy  hope  and  fear  to  Heaven  resign'd, 

Shrinks  not,  though  fortune  aims  her  deadliest  blow.  Beaitk, 
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DI0HIT7—  continued. 

With  grare 
Aspect  lie  rose,  and  in  his  rising  seem*d 
A  pillar  of  state ;  deep  on  his  front  engraven 
Deliberation  sat,  and  public  care ; 
And  princelj  counsel  in  his  face  yet  shone 
Majestic,  though  in  ruin.    Sage  he  stood. 
With  Atlantean  shoulders,  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  mightiest  monarcliics  ;  his  look 
Drew  audience  and  attention  still  as  night 
Or  summer's  noontide  air.  Milton,  P.  Z.  ii.  300- 

Well  had  he  learned  to  curb  the  crowd, 

3j  arts  that  veil  and  oft  preserve  the  proud ; 

Bis  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien. 

That  seems  to  shun  the  sight,  and  awes  if  seen ; 

The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  high-born  eye. 

That  checks  low  muih,  but  lacks  not  courtesy.  JBifroiu 

DniGEVCS— nMe  Aetivitj,  Eneify,  Promptitude. 

To  be  rich  be  diligent,  move  on 
Like  heaven's  grand  movers  that  enrich  the  earth. 
Whose  moment's  sloth  would  show  the  world  undone, 
And  make  the  spring  straight  bury  all  her  birth.     DavenanU 
DIXFIE8. 

In  each  cheek  appears  a  pretty  dimple ; 
Love  made  those  hollows ;  if  liimselt  were  slaiu 
He  might  bo  buried  in  a  tomb  so  simple ; 
Foreknowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  lie, 
Whytherelovelived,andtherehc  could  not  die.  Sh.  V.^A.41» 

BIHHJCE— Mt  Teasttng. 

Let  me  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner :  go, 
Gret  it  ready.  8h.  Lear,  i.  4. 

Then  firom  the  mint  walks  forth  the  man  of  rhyme, 

Happy  to  catch  me  just  at  dinner-time.  Pope. 

The  turnpike  road  to  people's  hearts,  I  find. 

Lies  thro  their  mouths,  or  I  mistake  mankind.  JPeter  Pindar, 

Behold !  his  breakfasts  shine  with  reputation ! 

His  dinners  are  the  wonder  of  the  nation ! 

With  these  he  treats  both  commoners  and  quality. 

Who  praise  where'er  they  go  his  hospitality.    Peter  Pindar, 

Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  knife  and  fork. 

That  merc'less  fell  like  tomahawks  to  work.      Peter  Pindar,. 

He  fell  upon  whatc'cr  was  offered,  like 

A  priest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike.  Pyron,  D,  J,  ii.  l$7« 
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Nothinff's  more  sore  at  moments  to  take  bold 

Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 

More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold, 

Than  that  all- softening,  orerpowering  knell. 

The  tocsin  of  the  sonl— the  oinner  bell !    B^fron,  D.  J  ^.  49. 

Twas  a  public  feast,  and  public  day — 
Quite  full,  right  dnU,  guests  hot,  and  dishes  cold, 
Great  plenty,  much  formality,  small  cheer, 
And  CTezybody  out  of  their  own  sphere.  Byron,  J).  J.  ZTi.  78. 

All  human  history  attests 
That  happiness  for  man — ^the  hungry  sinner — 
Since  Ere  ate  apples,  must  depend  on  dinner !    Byron,  D.  J. 

Faith !  your  essence  was  excelling ; 

But  ^ou  gave  us  nought  to  eat : 

Kotmng  tasting,  sweetly  smclHng, 

Is,  Fabnllus,  scarce  a  treat. 

Let  me  see  a  fowl  unjointed, 

"When  your  table  next  is  spread : 

Who  not  feeds,  but  is  anointed, 

lares  like  nothing  but  the  dead.  Martial  {G.  Lamb),  iii.  12. 

Jack  boasts  he  nerer  dines  at  home. 

With  reason,  too,  no  doubt ; 

In  truth.  Jack  never  dines  at  all, 

Unless  invited  out.  Martial  (Anon),  y.  47. 

DlflAFJfOJJTJLKHT. 

Things  sweet  to  taste  prove  in  digestion  sour.  51.  JBtc.  //.  i.  3. 

My  May  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  sere,  the  yeUow  leaf; 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age. 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  fncnds, 
I  must  not  look  to  have;  but,  in  their  stead. 
Curses,  not  loud,  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath, 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  but  dare  not. 

8h.  Macb.  v.  3,. 
IxnpeU'd  with  steps  unceasing  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the  view. 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies, 
Alluzes  from  far,  yet,  as  I  fofiow,  flies.  Ooldimiik,  Ih'n. 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky. 
Bat  mine  are  vanisn'd.    All,  when  Ufe  is  new. 
Commence  with  feelings  warm  and  prospects  high. 
Bat  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue.  Byron,  Don  Jm<m* 

L 
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VHBAITOTSTXEWT— continued. 
With  more  capacity  for  lore,  than  earth 
Bestows  on  most  of  mortal  mould  and  birth, 
His  early  dreams  of  good  outatripp'd  the  truth, 
And  troubled  manho^  follow'd  bamed  youth.    Byron t  Lar.i, 

Those  high-built  hopes,  that  crush  us  by  their  fall.  CampMl. 

Oh !  that  a  dream  so  sweet,  so  long  enjoy 'd, 

Should  be  so  sadly,  cruelly  destroy  d !    Jtfoore,  Lalla  Bookh. 

0  !  ever  thus  from  childhood's  hour, 
IVe  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay ; 

1  never  loved  a  tree  or  nowcr. 

But  'twas  the  first  to  fade  away !  3foore,  L<dla  Bookh. 

DISCOSTEHT. 

I  know  a  discontented  gentleman, 
Wliose  humble  means  match  not  his  hMighty  spirit. 

Sh.  Bic.  in.  IV.  2. 
I  see  TOQr  brows  are  full  of  discontent, 
Your  hearts  of  sorrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears.  8h.  Bic.  ii.  ly.  1. 

O  thoughts  of  men  accurs'd ! 
Past,  and  to  come,  seem  best ;  things  present,  worst. 

Sh.  Hen.  IV.  2. 1.  3. 
Seldom  he  smiles,  and  smiles  in  snch  a  sort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scom'd  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  anything.      8h.  Jul.  C.  i.  2. 

Still  falling  out  with  this  and  this. 

And  finding  something  still  amiss ; 

More  peevish,  cross,  and  splenetic 

Than  dog  distract  or  monkey  sick.  Butler^  Hud. 

Man  hath  a  weary  pilgrimage. 

As  through  the  world  ne  wends ; 

On  every  stage,  from  youth  to  age. 

Still  discontent  attends.  Southejf 

BISCOBO— M0  Oontroverij,  BifpatM. 
Discord  oil  in  music  makes  the  sweetest  lay. 

Spenser,  F.  Q.  iii.  2. 
How  sour  sweet  music  is, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept !  Sh.Bic.  ii.  t.  5. 

How  in  one  house 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands. 
Hold  amity  r    'Tis  hard,  almost  impossible.     Sk.  Lear^  it.  4. 

Discords  make  the'  sweetest  airs.  Butler^  Sud.  3,  i.  910. 

IVom  hence,  let  fierce  contending  nations  know. 

What  dire  efiects  from  civil  discord  flow.  Addison,  Cato,  y.  4% 
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PHOORD    wninwed. 
Discord*  a  sleepless  hag,  who  neyer  dies, 

£ith  snipe-like  nose  and  ferret-blowing  ejes, 
an  sallow  cheeks,  long  chin,  with  beard  supplied. 
Poor  crackling  joints,  and  wither'd  ]Mirchment  hide, 
As  if  old  drains,  worn  out  with  martial  din. 
Had  clnbb'd  their  yellow  heads  to  form  her  skin,  P.  Pindar* 
DI8CSXnOVr-Mi  CautioB,  Ooodne^  PmdsaM,  Baling. 

Yon  are  old ; 
l^atore  in  70a  stands  on  the  reiy  rerge 
Of  her  confine :  jou  should  be  ruled  and  led 
By  some  discretion,  that  discerns  your  state 
Bietter  than  you  yourself.  Sk.  Lear,  il.  4. 

Let's  teach  ourselres  that  honourable  stop, 

Not  to  outsport  discretion.  8h,  Otfi.  n.  3. 

The  better  part  of  yalour  is  discretion.      Sh*  Hen,  ir,  1.  v.  4. 

Our  acts  our  angels  are,  or  good  or  ill ; 

The  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still.  J.  Fletcher^ 

Por  good  and  well  must  in  our  actions  meet ; 

Wicked  is  not  much  worse  than  indiscreet.  Donne, 

Quoth  he.  That  man  is  sure  to  lose. 

That  fouls  his  hands  with  dirty  foes ; 

Por  where  no  honour's  to  be  ^^ain'd, 

Tis  thrown  away  in  being  mamtain'd.  Butler ^  Hud.  2. 11. 849 

It  shewed  discretion,  the  best  part  of  yalour. 

Beau,  4"  FleU  King  and  No  King,  ly.  3. 
£ycn  in  a  hero's  heart 
Discretion  is  the  better  part.  Churehill,  Qkott,  I.  282. 

Learn  to  dissemble  wrongs,  to  smile  at  injuries. 

And  suffer  crimes  thou  want'st  the  power  to  punish ; 

Be  easy,  afiable,  familiar,  friendly : 

Search,  and  know  all  mankind's  mysterious  ways. 

But  trust  the  secret  of  thy  soul  to  none. 

This  is  the  wiiy,  this  only,  to  be  safe 

Li  such  a  world  as  this.  Bo^e, 

Consider  all  thy  actions,  and  take  heed 
On  stolen  bread,  tho'  it  is  sweet,  to  feed ; 
Sin,  like  a  bee,  unto  thy  hiye  may  bring 
A  little  honey,  but  expect  the  sting. 
Thou  may'st  conceal  thy  sin  by  cunning  art. 
But  conscience  sits  a  witness  in  thy  heart ; 
Which  will  disturb  thy  peace,  thy  rest  undo. 
For  that  in  witness,  judge,  and  prison  too.  B,  Watkins. 

L  2 
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DI8GBSII0V— «0M<ifNM(f. 
His  air,  his  Toice,  his  looks  and  honest  soul, 
Speak  all  so  movingly  in  his  behalf, 
I  dare  not  trost  myself  to  hear  him  talk.  Addis^M. 

Abundance  is  a  blessing  to  the  wise ; 

The  use  of  riches  in  discretion  lies.  Cumberland, 

BZ8CV88IOV— «M  Controrersy. 
Leaye  this  keen  encounter  of  oar  wits, 
And  &11  somewhat  into  a  slower  method.      Sh.  Hie,  iiu  i.  2. 

BUDADT. 

Disdain  and  scom  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes, 

Misprising  what  they  look  on.  SK,  M,  Ado,  in.  1. 

Disdun  has  swell'd  him  up,  and  choked  his  breath. 

Sullen  and  dumb,  and  obstinate  to  death : 

No  signs  of  pitT  in  his  face  appear ; 

Oramm'd  with  nis  pride,  he  leaves  no  room  within. 

For  sighs  to  issue  out,  or  love  to  enter  in.  Dryden, 

BIBSABB8. 

Diseases,  desperate  grown, 
By  desperate  appliance  are  reliev'df 
C^  not  at  all.  8h.  Ham.  it.  3. 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 

Beceives  the  lurking  principle  of  death ; 

The  young  disease,  that  must  subdue  at  length,^ 

Grows  wiUi  his  growth,  and  strengthens  wi&  his  strength. 

Our  bravery's  but  a  vain  disguise. 

To  hide  us  from  the  world's  dull  eyes.  Butler, 

Hence  guilty  thoughts,  distastes,  sunnises. 

False  oaths,  false  tears,  deceits,  disguises.  JPtfpe. 

'Tis  great,  'tis  manly  to  disdain  disguise ; 

It  shows  our  spirit,  or  it  proves  our  strength.     Yaung^  N,  T. 
BISUKS.  [viii. 

I  do  not  love  thee.  Doctor  Fell, 

The  reason  why  I  cannot  tell ; 

But  this  I'm  sure  I  know  full  well, 

I  do  not  love  thee,  Doctor  FelL  Mariidl  (Tom  Brawn),  zzxii. 
BI8MIB8AL. 

Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going. 

Bat  go  at  once.  8k,  Mach.  ni.  1 
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n.'i:<4t)i  -I 


She  if  peeTisli,  lollen,  frownrd, 
Pcovid,  di8obedient»  ttabbom,  lacking  duty  ; 
Neither  regarding  that  she  is  mj  cHird, 
Nor  fearing  me  as  if  I  were  her  father.        8A.  2Vpe  G,  in.  h 

Of  man's  first  disobedience,  and  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree,  irhose  mortal  taste 
Brought  death  into  the  worid*  and  idl  our  woe. 

Milton,  P.  X.  1. 1 


My  mistress'  eyes  are  nothing  like  the  snn ; 

Coral  is  far  more  red  than  her  lips'  red : 

If  snow  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are  dnn ; 

If  hairs  be  wires,  black  wires  grow  on  her  head. 

I  hare  seen  roses  damask'd,  red  and  white» 

But  no  such  roses  see  I  in  her  cheeks ; 

And  in  some  perfumes  is  there  more  delight 

Than  in  the  breath  that  from  my  mistress  reeks. 

I  lore  to  hear  her  speak ;  yet  well  I  know 

That  music  hath  a  lar  more  pleasing  sound : 

I  grant,  I  never  saw  a  goddess  go ; 

Mj  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treads  <m  the  ground. 

SU.  Son,  cxxx. 

Ther  praise,  and  they  admire,  they  know  not  what. 

And  know  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  otiier. 

And  what  detight  to  be  by  such  extoU'd, 

To  live  up  on  uieir  tongues,  and  be  their  talk, 

Of  whom  to  be  dispraised  were  no  small  praise  P 

Milton,  P.  B.  III.  50. 
DI8PABIT7. 

Crabbed  aj^e  and  youth  cannot  live  together : 

Youth  is  roll  of  pleasance,  age  is  full  of  care ; 

Youth  like  smnmer  mom,  age  like  winter  weather ; 

Youth  like  summer  braye,  ace  like  winter  bare : 

Youth  is  full  of  sport,  age's  breath  is  short ; 

Youth  is  nimble,  ase  is  lame :  youth  is  hot  and  bold. 

Age  is  weak  and  c^d ;  youth  is  wild,  and  age  is  tame. 

Sh.  Pau.  Pilg.  y. 
DISPAICE^aM  Deeislon,  Fromptitiide. 

Let's  take  the  instant  by  the  forward  top ; 

Por  we  are  old,  and  on  our  ouick'st  decrees 

Th'  inaudible  and  noiseless  foot  of  time 

Steals,  ere  we  can  effect  them.  Sh,  AITm  W.  y.  3. 
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BZ8PIAY. 

Would  yon,  wlien  thieves  are  known  abroad, 

Brinff  fortli  your  treasures  in  the  road  ? 

Wocud  not  tiie  fool  abet  the  stealth. 

Who  rashly  thus  exposed  his  wealth  P  Gay  Fables, 

BI8PTJTS8— «M  Controrersy,  Bisoord. 
For  when  disputes  are  weary'd  out, 
'Tis  interest  still  resolves  the  doubt.   Butler,  Hud,  2.  n.  481. 

'Tis  strange  how  some  men's  tampers  suit. 

Like  bawd  and  brandy,  with  dispute. 

That  for  their  own  opmions  stand  £ut, 

Only  to  have  them  claw'd  and  canvass'd.  Butler,Hud.  2.  ii.  1. 

Some  say,  compared  to  Bononcini, 
That  Mynheer  Handel's  but  a  ninny ; 
Others  aver  that  he  to  Handel 
Is  Bcarcelv  fit  to  hold  a  candle. 
Strange  that  all  this  difTrence  should  be 
Twixt  Tweedledum  and  Tweedledee. 

J,  Byrom,  On  the  Feuds  between  Handel  and  Bononcini, 

BI88EV8I0V. 

Kow  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands  your  hearts. 
That  no  dissension  hinder  government.  8h.  Hen.  ri.  3.  iv.  6. 

Pebates,  dissensions,  uproars  are  the  jov; 

Provoked  without  offence,  and  practised  to  destroy.  Dryden, 

Alas !  how  light  a  cause  may  move 

Dissension  between  hearts  that  love ! 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried, 

And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied  ; 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  rou^h, 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  oJQT.  Moore,  lAgkt  pfthe  Harem* 

Dissensions,  like  small  streams  at  first  begun, 

Unseen  they  rise,  but  gather  as  they  run.  Oartk,  Die,  in.  184. 

BI8SEHTEB8— M0  Xethodiits,  Puritans. 
So,  ere  the  storm  of  war  broke  out, 
Beligion  spawn'd  a  various  rout 
Of  petuknt,  capricious  sects. 
The  maggots  of  corrupted  texts, 
That  fint  run  all  religion  down. 
And,  after  ev'ry  swarm,  its  own.  Butler,  Hud*  3,  n.  7* 

A  Utile,  round,  fat,  oily  man  of  God.  Thomean^  Cast.  Ind,  i.  69. 
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BIKUMULAHQV— «M  IHimtios,  BttpUdt^. 

Well  mock  the  time  with  fairest  show ; 
Fair  &ce  miut  hide  what  the  falae  heart  does  know. 

S&.  Macb.  I.  7. 

TVhen  my  lore  swears  that  she  is  made  of  tmth, 

I  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies.   Sh.  Sou.  cxxxyni. 

Perhaps  it  was  right  to  dissemble  your  lore. 
But — why  did  you  kick  me  down  stairs  P 

Biekerstaff',  'TU  well  if  9  no  worte. 

Thus  'tis  with  all — ^their  chief  and  constant  care 

Is  to  seem  everything  but  what  they  are.  Ooldsm*  Ep<  to  SU. 

Smooth  dissimulation.  skilUd  to  grace 

A  devil's  purpose  with  an  angel's  hce.  Cotcper. 

BI80OLimOH. 

like  the  baseless  fabric  of  this  vision, 

The  cloud-capp*d  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces. 

The  solemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itself. 

Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  shall  dissolve ; 

And«  like  this  insubstantial  pageant  faded* 

Jicave  not  a  rack  behind.  Sk,  Temp.  iv.  1. 

DI8TAVCB. 

'Tis  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view. 

And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  azure  hue.  Campbell,  P.M*  7« 
DI8TUCT10H8. 

There's  but  the  twinkling  of  a  star 

Between  a  man  of  peace  and  war ; 

A  thief  and  justice,  fool  and  knave, 

A  hufSng  officer  and  a  slave  ; 

A  crafly  lawyer  and  pick-pocket, 

A  great  nhilos(>pher  and  a  olockhead ; 

A  formal  preacher  and  a  player, 

A  leam'd  physician  and  man-slayer.   Sutler^  Hud.  2,  iii.  957. 


In  this  wild  world  the  fondest  and  the  best. 

Are  the  most  tried,  most  troubled,  and  distrcst.  Crabbe. 

BiVlAiTX— «M  Eellgimi,  Theology. 

In  Beligion 

What  damned  error  but  some  sober  orow 

Will  bless  it  and  approve  it  with  a  text. 

Hiding  the  grossness  with  fair  ornament.    8h.  Mer.  V.  in*  2. 
DI70SCB. 

2^o  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride. 

Save  death  or  Doctor's  Commons — so  he  died.  JByron. 
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DOCTOBfl^Mtf  ][«diei]ie,  Fhjiie. 
By-  medicines  lii'e  may  be  prolonged,  yet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too.  Sk.  Cymb.  T.  5. 

Out,  ye  impostors ! 
Quack-salying,  cheating  mountebanks— your  skiU 
Is  to  make  sound  men  sick,  and  sick  men  kilL        Massinffer. 

For  men  are  brought  to  worse  distresses. 
By  taking  physic,  than  diseases  ; 
And  thererore  commonly  recover, 

As  soon  as  doctors  give  them  over.  Butler^  Hud. 

Wounds  by  the  wider  wounds  are  heal'd, 
And  poisons  by  themselves  expell'd.  Butler,  Hud. 

.  Ea^h  proselyte  would  vote  his  doctor  best. 
With  absolute  exclusion  of  the  rest.  Dryden. 

The  doctor  now  obeys  the  summons, 

Likes  both  his  company  and  commons ; 

Displays  his  talents  ;  sits  till  ten ; 

Next  day  invited  comes  again.  Swift. 

The  surest  way  to  health,  say  what  they  will. 

Is  never  to  suppose  we  shall  be  ill  ;— 

Most  of  those  evils  we  poor  mortals  know. 

From  doctors  and  imagmation  flow.  ChurchilL 

Will  kick'd  out  the  doctor :  but  when  ill  indeed^ 
E'en  dismissing  the  doctor  don't  always  succeed. 

G.  Colman  Jun,  Lodgings  for  Single  Gentlemen, 

A  doctor  lately  was  a  captain  made : 

It  is  a  change  of  title,  not  of  trade.    Martial  {Hay),  yiii.  74. 
DOGS. 

Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men ; 

As  hounds,  and  greyhounds,  mongrels,  spaniels,  curs, 

Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  'clept 
'  All  by  the  name  of  dogs :  the  valued  file 

Distinguishes  the  swiu,  the  slow,  the  subtle. 

The  housekeeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
'  According  to  the  mil  which  bounteous  nature 

Hath  in  £m  closed.  jS&.  Macb,  ni.  1. 

I  am  his  Highness's  dog  at  ]Cew ! 
Pray  tell  me,  sir,  whose  dog  are  you  P 

Pope,  On  the  collar  of  a  dog  he  gave  to  the  Prince. 
MMSSnCf  EAPPIHESS. 
Domestic  happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
.  Of  Paradise  that  hast  survived  the  fall !      Cowper^  Ihsk,  m. 
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Doxmov. 

Here  we  may  reign  secnre,  and  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  Hell,  than  serve  in  Hearcn. 

Milton,  P,  L.  I.  261. 
BOVBT. 

Modest  doubt  is  call'd 
The  beacon  of  the  wise,  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst.  8L  Trail,  and  Or.  n.  2. 

Our  doubts  are  traitors. 
And  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft  might  win, 
By  fearing  to  attempt.  Sk.  Jkt.for  M.  i.  6. 

Many  with  trust,  with  doubt  few  are  undone. 

Ld.  Brooke,  Mustapka. 

Known  mischiefs  have  their  cure,  but  doubts  have  none ; 

And  better  is  despair  than  fruitless  hope 

Mix'd  with  a  killmg  fear.  Majf,  Cleopatra, 

Yet  do  not  think  I  doubt  thee, 

I  know  thy  truth  remains ; 

I  would  not  live  without  thee. 

For  all  the  world  contains.  G.  P.  Morris. 

Oh !  wrath  will  droop  with  wearied  wing. 

And  hate  will  yield  to  tears  ; 

But  doubt  destroys  the  fairest  thing— 

Creates  the  spot  it  fears.  £Uza  Cook. 

There  lires  more  faith  in  honest  doubt, 

BeUere  me,  than  in  half  the  Creeds.  Tenityeon,  In  Mem.  xcv. 

DOVER  CUFFS. 

How  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  lo^ ! 
The  crows,  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air 
Shew  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles :  halfway  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire ;  dreadfiil  trade  ! 
Methinks,  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head : 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 
Appear  like  mice  :  and  yon  tall  anchoring  bark 
Pmiinish'd  to  her  cook ;  her  cock  a  buo]^ 
Almost  too  small  for  sight :  the  murmuring  surge. 
That  on  the  unnumber  d  idle  pebbles  chafes, 
Cannot  bo  heard  so  high :  I'll  look  no  more ; 
Lest  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Topple  down  headlong.  Sh.  Lear,  I7.  d. 
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DOVER  CUFFS^eontinued. 

The  dreadful  suinniit  of  the  diff, 

That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sca. 

The  yeiy  place  puts  toys  of  desperation, 

Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain. 

That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea. 

And  hears  it  roar  beneath.  Sk.  Sam.  i.  4 

DEAKA— DRAMATIC  WRITERS. 

The  drama's  laws  the  drama's  patrons  give, 

For  we  that  live  to  please,  mustplease  to  lire. 

Johfuon,  Prologue  {Un  opening  Drury  Lane  Th.). 

Some  force  whole  regions,  in  despite 

O'  ffeography,  to  change  their  site ; 

Mi&e  former  times  shake  hands  with  latter, 

And  that  which  was  before,  come  after.  Butler,  Hud.  2,  i.  23. 
DREAXS.. 

Dreams  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain. 

Begot  of  nothing  but  rain  fantasy ; 

Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air ; 

And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind.  Sh.  Bom.  i.  4. 

If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  eye  of  sleep, 

My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  uand.  Sh.  Bom,  y.  1. 

'Tis  still  a  dream  ;  or  else  such  stuff  as  madmen 

Tongue,  and  brain  out ;  either  both  or  nothing ; 

Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking  such 

As  sense  cannot  untie.  8h.  Cjfmb.  v.  4. 

Dreams  are  but  interludes  which  fancy  makes. 

When  monarch  reason  sleeps,  this  mimic  wakes : 

Compounds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things, 

A  mob  of  cobblers,  and  a  court  of  kings : 

Light  Aunes  are  merry,  grosser  fumes  are  sad  y 

Both  are  the  reasonalile  soul  run  mad.  Drifden. 

Dreams  in  their  development  have  breath, 

And  tears,  and  torture,  and  the  touch  of  joy ; 

They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waking  thoughts ; 

They  take  a  weight  from  off  our  waking  toils ; 

They  do  divide  our  being ;  they  become 

A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time. 

And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity.  Byron,  Dream,  i.  5. 

Strange  state  of  being !  f  for  'tis  still  to  be) 

Senseless  to  feel,  and  witn  sesd'd  eyes  to  see.  Byr^n. 

O,  spirit  land !  thou  land  of  dreams ! 

A  world  thou  art  of  mysterious  gleams. 

Of  startling  voices  and  sounds  of  strife, 

A  world  of  the  dead  in  the  hues  of  life.  Mrs.  JSemans, 
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BBXAMS— AW/MMMf. 

Dreams  full  oft  are  found  of  real  erents 

The  forms  and  shadows.  Joanna  Baillte,  Ethwald^  n.  6. 

One  of  those  passinff  rainbow  dreams. 

Half  light,  half  shade,  which  fancy's  beams 

Paint  on  the  fleeting  mists  that  roU, 

In  trance  or  slumber,  round  the  soid.     Moore,  LaUa  Sookk, 


Where  all  the  brayery  that  eje  can  see. 
And  all  the  happiness  that  heart  desire, 
Is  to  be  found.  Spender* 

I^eat,  trimly  drest, 
Fresh  as  a  bridcffroom,  and  his  chin  new  reaped, 
Shewed  like  a  stubble  land  at  haryest  home.  Sk*  Men.2r,  1,  x.  3. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy. 

But  not  expressed  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy ; 

For  the  apparel  oft  proclamis  the  man.  Sh.  Sam.  i.  3. 

What,  is  the  Jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 

Because  his  Others  are  more  beautiful? 

Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel. 

Because  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  P  8A.  Tarn*  S.  ly.  3. 

Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor : 

For  tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich ; 

And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest  clouds. 

So  hmour  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit.     Sh,  Tatn*  &  ly.  3. 

Kor  would  I  you  should  melt  away  yourself 

In  flashing  brayery,  lest,  while  you  afiect 

To  make  a  blaze  of  gentry  to  the  world, 

A  little  pufl*  of  scorn  extmguish  it. 

And  you  be  left,  like  an  unsayoury  snufi*. 

Whoso  property  is  only  to  ofiend.  Ben  Jbnsou, 

Her  nolish'd  limbs, 
Teil'd  in  a  simple  robe,  tneir  best  attire. 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  dress ;  for  loyeliness 
I9^eeds  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament. 
But  is,  when  unadom'd,  adom'd  the  most.  2%omeon,  Autumn, 

Be  plain  in  dress,  and  sober  in  your  diet ; 

In  snort,  my  deary,  kiss  me !  ana  be  quiet.  Lady  W.  Montague. 

We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 

And  comforts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 

And  keeps  our  larder  clean ;  puts  out  our  fires, 

And  intK>duces  hunger,  frost,  and  woe. 

Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  zeign.  Cowper,  21  u.  614 
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Great  meu  should  drink  witli  Iiamess  on  their  throats. 

Oh,  that  men  should  iiat  an  enemy  m 

Their  mouths,  to  steal  away  their  Drains !  that  we 

Should,  with  joj,  pleasance,  revel  and  applause. 

Transform  ourselyes  to  beasts  I  8/i,  Otk,  n.  3. 

They  were  red-hot  with  drinking ; 

So  mil  of  valour,  that  they  smoto  the  air 

For  breathing  in  their  faces ;  beat  the  ground 

For  kissing  of  their  feet.  Sk,  Temp.  rr.  1. 

Sweet  fellowship  in  shame ; 
One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name.  8k,  Z.'#  X.  Z.  iv.  3. 

He  that  holds  more  wine  than  others  can, 

I  rather  count  a  hogshead  tiian  a  man.  Bandolph* 

The  thirsty  earth  soaks  up  the  rain. 

And  drinks,  and  ^apes  for  drink  again  ; 

The  plants  suck  m  the  earth,  and  are. 

With  constant  drinking,  fresh  and  fair.      Anacreon  {Cowley), 

"Why  should  ev'ry  creature  drink  but  I  ? 

Why,  man  of  morals,  tell  mc  why P  Anacreon  {Waller)* 

Tom  never  drinks :  that  I  should  much  commend 
In  Tom  my  coachman,  but  not  Tom  my  friend. 

Martial  {Say),  xn.  30. 
Nor  need  we  tell  what  anxious  cares  attend 
The  turbulent  mirth  of  wine ;  nor  all  the  kinds 
Of  maladies,  that  lead  to  death's  grim  cave. 
Wrought  by  intemperance. !  Pkilipe,  Cider,  2. 

I  drank ;  I  lik'd  it  not ;  'twas  rage,  'twas  noise, 

An  airy  scene  of  transitory  joys. 

In  vain  I  trusted  that  the  flowing  bowl 

Would  banish  sorrow,  and  enlarge  the  soul. 

To  the  late  revel,  and  protracted  feast. 

Wild  dreams  succeedea,  and  disorder'd  rest.  Prior*  Solomon,  2. 

O !  when  we  swallow  down 
Intoxicating  wine,  we  drink  damnation ; 
Naked,  we  stand  the  sport  of  mocking  fiends. 
Who  grin  'to  see  our  noble  nature  vanquish'd. 
Subdued  to  beasts.  CkarUs  Jbkn$on» 

What  fury  of  late  is  crept  into  our  feasts  P 

What  honour  given  to  tne  drunk'nest  guests  P 

What  reputation  to  bear  one  glass  more. 

When  on  the  bearer  is  borne  out  of  doorP         2>r,  Jokmon* 
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SBIHKniG,  DBUHXEraEBS— eofi^MittMi: 
Inspiring  bold  John  Barleycorn, 
Wluit  dfuigers  thoa  canst  make  us  scorn.     Bums,  Tam  Ot& 

Man,  being  reasonable,  most  get  drank ; 

The  best  <»  life  is  but  intozioation ; 

Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold, — ^in  these  are  sunk 

The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  eyery  nation-JB^ron,  D.  J,  n.  170. 

Tis  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious. 

For  tea  and  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious.  Ib»  it.  52. 

mi  full  1    Why  this  is  as  it  should  be :  here 

Is  my  true  reaun,  amidst  bright  eyes  and  faoes, 

Happy  as  fair  I    Here  sorrow  cannot  reach.  Byron,  Sardama. 

Hath  wine  an  oblivious  power  P 

Can  it  pluck  out  the  sting  from  the  brain  P 

The  draught  might  beguBe  for  an  hour. 

But  still  leaves  Mhind  it  the  pain.  Byron^  Farew.  to  England, 

Could  every  drunkard,  ere  he  sits  to  dine. 

Peel  in  his  head  the  dizzy  fumes  of  wine, 

1^0  more  would  Bacchus  chain  the  willing  soul. 

But  loathing  horror,  shun  the  poison'd  bowl.  Merivale,  Clear. 

Drunkenness !  that's  a  most  gentleman-like 

Sin :  it  scorns  to  be  beholden ;  for  what  it 

Beceives  in  a  man's  house,  it  commonly 

Leaves  again  at  his  door.  Cupic^s  WhirUgig, 

SBYDEV. 

Waller  was  smooth ;  but  Dryden  taught  to  join 
The  varying  verse,  the  full  resounding  line. 
The  long  majestic  march,  and  energy  divine. 

Fope^  Im.  qf  Horace,  2,  i.  267. 
DIJSLini0. 
Ay  me !  what  perils  do  environ 
The  man  that  meddles  with  cold  iron ! 
What  plaguy  mischiefs  and  mishaps 
Do  dog  hun  still  with  after-daps  I  Builer,  Hud,  1,  in.  1 . 

Some  fiery  fop,  with  new  commission  vain. 

Who  sleeps  on  brambles  till  he  kills  his  man ; 

Some  frolic  drunkard,  reeling  from  a  feast^ 

Pk-ovokes  a  broil,  and  stabs  mm  for  a  jest.  Dr,  Johnson,  Lond, 

Two  fools,  with  each  an  empty  head. 
Or,  like  their  pistols,  lined  with  lead : 
Two  minor  fools,  to  measure  distance, 
A  surgeon  to  afford  assistance, 
A  paragraph  to  catch  the  fair, 
And  tell  the  world  how  brave  the  pair. 
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DUXLUVG— AMf/wiMMf. 

Am  I  to  set  my  life  npon  a  throw 

Because  a  bear  is  mde  and  surly  P — No  I 

A  moral,  sensible,  and  weli-bred  man 

Will  not  affront  me,  and  no  other  can.  Cowper, 

It  has  a  strange,  quick  jar  upon  the  ear, 

lliis  cocking  of  a  pistof,  when  you  know 

A  moment  more  wiU  bring  the  sight  to  bear 

Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off  or  so.  Byron^  DJ".  it.  4L 
DVHOE. 

How  much  a  dunoe  that  has  been  sent  to  roam. 

Excels  a  dunce  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 
DirVDES.  Cowper,  Pro.  qf  Error,  415. 

Oh  I  for  a  single  hour  of  that  Dundee, 

Who  on  tiiat  day  the  word  of  onset  ga^e. 

Wordsworth,  SonneU  to  Liberty,  1803. 

DUPLIGITT— nM0  DiisimiilatioB, 

O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide. 

Though  angel  on  the  outward  side.  Sh.  M.for  M.  iii.  2. 

You  are  liberal  in  offers ; 
You  taught  me  first  to  beg ;  and  now,  methinks. 
You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  should  be  answered. 

Sh.  Mer,  V,  IV.  1. 
Damn  with  faint  praise,  assent  with  civil  leer. 
And,  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer ; 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike. 
Just  hmt  a  fault,  and  hesitate  dislike.   Pope,  Arbuthnot,  201. 
Where  nature's  end  of  language  is  declined. 
And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  their  nund. 

Young,  Love  of  Fame,  n.  207. 

jaUTL-^e  Father,  Parents. 
When  I'm  not  thank'd  at  all,  I'm  thank'd  enough : 
I've  done  my  duty,  and  I've  done  no  more.  Fielding,  T.  l^u. 

The  voice  of  parents  is  the  voice  of  gods, 

For  to  their  cnildren  they  are  heaven's  lieutenants ; 

Made  fathers  not  for  common  uses  merely 

Of  procreation  (beasts  and  birds  would  l>e 

As  noble  then  as  we  are) ;  but  to  steer 

The  wanton  freight  of  youth  through  storms  and  dangers, 

Which  with  full  sails  tney  bear  upon ;  and  straighten 

The  mortal  line  of  life  thev  bend  so  often. 

For  these  are  wo  made  fathers,  and  for  these 

May  challenge  duty  on  our  children's  part. 

Obedience  is  the  sacrifice  of  angels. 

Whose  form  you  cany.  Shakespeare, 
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ueuL 

He  clasps  the  eng  with  hooked  handii. 
Close  to  the  sun  in  lonely  lands ; 
lUng'd  with  the  asure  world,  he  stands, 
The  wrinkled  sea  beneath  hun  crawls ; 
He  watches  from  his  mountain  walls. 

And  like  a  thunderbolt  he  falls.  Tennyson, 

XABLT-BISniG. 
To  business  that  we  We,  we  rise  betimc, 
And  go  to  it  with  delight.  67(.  Ant.  Cleap.  iv.  4. 

He  that  would  thrive,  must  rise  by  five  ; 

He  that  has  thriven,  may  lie  till  seven.  Proverb' 


And  fast  by  hanging  in  a  golden  ehain. 

This  penduit  world,  in  bigness  as  a  star.  3£ilion,  P.  Z.  ii.  1051. 

Where  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  aliye  P 
The  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  ancestors ; 
From  numan  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread.  Young,  N.  T.  9. 
SABZHQIIAKSS. 
Diseased  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  strange  eruptions ;  and  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  cholic  pinch'd  and  vex'd 
By  the  imprisoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb ;  which,  for  enlargement  striviog, 
Shakes  the  old  beldam  earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples  and  moss-grown  towers.  Sh.  Hen,  ir.  1,  itt.  1. 


Whate'er  he  did  was  done  with  so  much  ease. 

In  him  alone  'twas  natural  to  please.  Dry  den,  Aht.  Sf  Ar,  i.  27. 

Indulge,  and  to  thy  genius  freely  give  ; 

For  not  to  live  at  ease,  is  not  to  live.        Dry  den,  PersiuSi  v . 

As  lamps  bum  silent,  with  unconscious  light. 

So  modest  ease  in  beauty  shines  most  bright ; 

Unaiming  charms  with  edge  resistless  fall. 

And  she  who  means  no  mischief  does  it  all.  Aaron  Hilh 

Ease  leads  to  habit,  as  success  to  ease. 
He  lives  by  rule  who  lives  himself  to  please.  Crahbe,  Tales,  n. 
SATDIG— «e«  XKnner. 
He  hath  eaten  mo  out  of  house  and  home.  Sh.  Hen,  iv,  2,  ii.  1. 

Famish'd  people  must  be  slowly  nurst, 

And  fed  by  spoonfuls,  else  they  always  burst.     Byron,  D»  J* 

Some  men  are  bom  to  feast,  and  not  to  fight  ; 

"Whose  slufcgish  minds,  e'en  in  fair  honour's  field. 

Still  on  their  dinner  turn.  Joanna  BailUe, 
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ZATXHG-LOYS. 

Yet  writers  say,  as  in  the  sweetest  bud 

The  eating  canker  dwells,  so  eating  loTe 

Inhabits  in  the  finest  wits  of  all.  Sh,  Tuto  G.  !•  1. 

ECHO. 

Hark !  how  the  gentle  echo  from  her  cell 

Talks  through  the  cliffs,  and  marmunng  o'er  the  stream 

Hepeats  the  accents, '  we  shall  part  no  more.'  Akeuside* 

ECOHOKT. 

A  Yorkshire  squire,  an  epicure  well  known. 
Set  forth  to  spend  his  winter  months  in  town, 
'But  heard  the  dev'lish  price  of  beef  and  pork, 
Stopp'd  short  at  Highgate,  and  return 'd  to  York. 

Martial,  iii.  14  (H,  Graves), 
EDXrCATIOK— «etf  Instruction,  Knowledge,  Iioaxiung. 
Learning  by  study  must  be  won ; 
'Twas  ne'er  entail'd  from  sire  to  son.  Gay,  Tabie  xi.  2. 

'Tis  education  forms  the  common  mind ; 

Just  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  inclin'd.  Pope,  M*E.  xi.  149. 

A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing. 

Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring. 

For  shallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain, 

But  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again.  Pope,  E,  C,  ii.  15. 

Men  must  be  taught  as  if  you  taught  them  not. 

And  things  unknown  proposed  as  uiings  forgot*      lb.  iii  15. 

Delightful  task !  to  rear  the  tender  thought. 

To  teach  the  youn^  idea  how  to  shoot. 

To  pour  the  i^esh  instruction  o'er  the  mind» 

To  breathe  the  enlivening  spirit,  and  to  fix 

The  generous  puipose  in  the  glowing  breast.  Tkomson,  5/).  1140. 

The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  estates ; 

Wealth  may  seek  us,  but  wisdom  must  be  sought.  Young,  N.  T. 

Oh  ye,  who  teach  th'  ingenuous  youth  of  nations — 

Holland,  France,  England,  Germany,  or  Spain — 

I  pray  ye  flog  them  upon  all  occasions ; 

It  mends  their  morals :  ncTer  mind  the  pain.  Byron,  />.  J.  ii.  1. 

She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  well, 

That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  leam'd  to  spell. 

Byron,  Sketch  from  Private  Life* 

ZFFEHIHACT. 

Go !  let  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 

Assume  the  distaff,  not  the  brand.  Byron,  Bride  of  A, 
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The  Tulgar  boil,  the  learned  roast  an  egg.  Po/)e,  Sa,  2,  ii.  85. 


Polite  with  candonr,  elegant  in  ease ; 

Trifles  themselyeB  are  elegant  in  him.  JPope, 


When  once  the  young  heart  of  a  maiden  is  stolen. 

The  maiden  herself  will  steal  after  it  soon.  Moore,  III  Omens, 

XLOiinZVCS— «M  Blutorio. 

Aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  talcs. 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravished ; 
So  sweet  and  yoluble  is  his  discourse.   8h.  Lot^e  L,  X.  ii.  1. 

When  he  speaks. 
The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,  is  still. 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears, 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honey 'd  sentences.      Sh  Hen,  v.  i.  1. 

Men  are  more  eloquent  than  women  nuide, 

But  women  are  more  powerftil  to  persuade.  Randolph,  Amyn, 

And  wheresoe'er  the  subject's  best,  the  sense 

Is  better'd  by  the  speaker's  elociuence.  Bp,  King. 

His  tongue 
Dropt  manna,  and  could  make  the  worse  appear 
The  better  reason,  to  perplex  and  dash 
]l£aturest  counsels.  Milton,  P.  L.  ii.  113. 

Your  words  are  like  the  notes  of  dying  swans. 

Too  sweet  to  last !  Dryden^  All  for  Love. 

Wben  he  spoke,  what  tender  words  he  us'd ! 
So  softly,  u&at,  like  flakes  of  feather'd  snow, 
They  melted  as  they  fell.  Dryden^  Spanish  Friar, 

Thou  hast  a  tongue  to  charm  the  wildest  tempers ; 

Herds  would  forget  to  paze,  and  savage  beasts 

Stand  still  and  Ime  their  fierceness  but  to  hear  thee  ; 

As  if  they  had  reflection,  and  by  reason 

Forsook  a  less  enjoyment  for  a  greater.       Bowe,  TamerlaM. 

Thy  words,  like  music,  every  breast  controul. 

Steal  throng  the  air,  and  win  upon  the  souL  JPope. 

Words  are  like  leaves,  and  where  they  most  abound, 
Hoch  fruit  of  sense  beneath  is  rarely  found. 

JPope,  JS.  C.  II.  309. 
Oh !  speak  that  again ! 
Sweet  as  the  syren's  ton^e  those  accents  fall, 
And  chann  me  to  my  ruuu  Southern^  Royal  Brother^ 

Iff 


162  ELOQUENCE — EUIQHATI09. 

noQirZXCI — eontinutd. 

Now  with  fine  phrase,  and  foppery  of  toDgue, 

More  KTUieful  acttou,  and  a  smoother  tone, 

That  orator  of  fablo,  and  fair  faco. 

Will  steal  on  your  bribed  hearts.  Young,  Brothera,  3. 

Oft  the  hours 

From  mom  to  ere  have  stol'ii  nnmask'd  away, 

WMe^mnte  attention  bung  upon  his  lips.  Ahenaie,  PI.  7n.  2. 

His  words  of  learned  length  and  tlrandt-ring  sonnd 

Amaz'd  the  gazing  rustics  ranjr'd  around  ; 

And  stiJl  they  gaz  d,  and  still  the  wonder  grew. 

That  one  small  nead  should  carry  all  he  knew. 

Goldtmith,  Deiertai  TUtage. 

Eloquence  that  charms  and  bams. 

Startles,  sooties,  and  wins,  hy  turns.         J.  S.  Clinch  (Am.). 

The  deril  bath  not  in  all  bis  quiver's  choice, 

An  arrow  for  the  heart  lite  a  sweet  voice.  Bgron,  D.  J".  XT.13. 

Thy  words  had  such  a  melting  flow. 

And  spoke  of  truth  so  sweetly  well. 

They  dropped  like  heaven's  serenest  snow. 

And  all  was  brightness  where  they  fell.  T,  Maort. 

XKSAXEA5BKEHT. 

He  scratch 'd  his  car,  tb'  infallible  resource 

To  which  embarrass'd  people  have  recourse.       JByron,  D.  J. 
2KBBACIV0. 

Eternal  comfort's  in  thy  arms  : 

To  lean  thus  on  thy  breast  b  softer  ease 

Than  downy  pillows,  d«ck'd  with  leaves  of  roses.   Otaay,  Or. 
JODSKLTlOV—ift  Ezils. 
'   All  places,  that  the  eye  of  heaven  visits. 

Are  to  a  wise  man  ports  and  bappy  havens : 

Teach  thy  necessity  to  reason  thus ; 

There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity.  8k.  Sit.  n.  i.  3. 

Down  where  yon  anch'rin^  vessel  spreads  tLe  sail, 

That,  idly  waiting,  flaps  witb  every  gslc, 

Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band. 

Pass  from  the  shore,  and  darken  all  the  strand. 

Ooldtmilk.  Deterttd  Tillagt. 


Nor  is  man  rooted,  like  a  triee,  whose 'seed 
The  winds  on  some  nngenial  soil  have  cast, 
Utere,  where  lie  cannot  prosper. 
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KMIWKiCB — teg  Sury,  Fame,  Snperioritj. 

He  who  ascends  16  moimtaiii  tops  sluJl  find 

The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapp'd  in  clouds  and  snow ; 

He  who  surpasses  or  sabdnes  mankind, 

Mnstlook  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below.  Byron, Ch,H,  in.  45. 
SMPTZVI88 — §0$  Zgneraase,  Shallowness. 

Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray. 

As  shallow  streams  nm  dimpling  all  the  way.  Pop€,Ep.  toAro* 
BXUIAXIOK. 

Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize. 

Appears  a  hero  in  onr  eyes.  Swift,  Cad,  and  Van, 

SID— M»  Tntnritj. 

O  that  a  man  might  know 

The  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  come, 

But  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  wiU  end, 

And  then  the  end  is  kno?m.  5/i.  Jul,  C.  r.  1. 

XnmUUrCB — #m  PexsereraaeeJ 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wisely  suffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his  wrongs 
His  outsides ;  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  carelessly ; 
And  ne'er  {>refer  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger.  Sh,  Timon,  iii.  5. 

'Tis  not  now  who's  stout  and  bold? 

But  who  bears  hunger  best,  and  cold  ? 

And  he's  approy'd  tne  most  deserving. 

Who  longest  can  hold  out  at  starving.  Butler,  Hud.  S.iii.  3^3. 

There  is  strength 
]>eep  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  we  reck 
But  little  till  the  shafts  of  heaven  have  pierced 
Its  fragile  dwelling.    Must  not  earth  be  rent 
Before  her  gems  are  found.  Mrs.  Hemans. 

XHXBflT— JM  Dsoisien,  Pitmptitnds. 
Attempt' the  end,  and  never  stand  to  doubt ; 
Nothing's  so  hard,  but  search  will  find  it  out.  Herri€k,Aph.2i. 

Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing. 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate ; 

Still  achieving,  still  pursuing. 

Learn  to  labour  and  to  wait.  ZongfetlaWf  Psalm  of  Life, 

XVOIASB—M^  Britain. 

It  is  most  meet  we  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe  : 
For  peace  itself  should  not  so  dull  a  kingdom. 
But  that  defences,  musters,  preparations. 
Should  be  maintain'd,  assemoled  and  collected, 
As  Ircre  a  war  in  expectation.  S^.  Heti.  r.  ii.  4. 

u  2 
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O  England ! — ^model  to  thy  inward  greatness. 

Like  uttle  body  witk  a  mighty  heart, — 

What  mightst  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do, 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural  1    <SA«  Hen.  v.  lu  cko. 

This  England  never  did,  nor  never  shall, 

Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror. 

But  when  it  first  did  help  to  wound  itself. 

Come  the  comers  of  the  world  in  arms. 

And  we  shaJl  shock  them :  nought  shall  make  us  rue, 

If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  true.  8h,  K.  John,  r.  7. 

England  is  safe,  if  true  within  itself. 

'lis  better  using  France,  than  trusting  France. 

8h.  Sen.  vi.  2,  iv.  1. 
England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  sea. 
Whose  rocky  shore  beats  back  the  envious  surge 
Of  watery  JNeptune.  8h.  JEtie.  i7.  n.  1. 

This  precious  stone  set  in  the  ailTer  sea, 

Wldch  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall. 

Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house. 

Against  the  envy  of  less  happier  lands ; 

This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  England.  i5.ii.l. 

Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines  P    Daf ,  Night, 

Are  thej  not  but  in  Britain  P    I'  the  world's  vomme 

Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in't ; 

In  a  great  pool,  a  swan's  nest.    Prithee  think 

There's  livers  out  of  Britain.  8h*  C^h,  m.  4. 

Would  I  had  never  trod  this  Englisb  earth* 

Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 

y c  have  angels'  faces,  but  heaven  knows  your  hearts. 

Sh,  jH".  vm,  in.  1. 
Whether  this  portion  of  the  world  were  rent. 
By  the  rude  ocean,  irom  the  continent, 
0>r  thus  created ;  it  was  sure  desisn'd 
To  be  the  sacred  refuge  of  mankind.  Waller,  to  the  Protector. 

Island  of  bliss  I  amid  the  subject  seas. 

That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coasts,  set  up. 

At  once  the  wonder,  terror  and  delight 

Of  distant  nations :  whose  remotest  shores 

Can  soon  be  shaken  by  the  naval  arm ; 

l^ot  to  be  shook  thyself,  but  all  assaults 

Baffling,  as  thy  hoar  cliffs  the  loud  sea-wave.  Tkonuont  Sum* 
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IKLAVB— MM/mMd 
^DLffland,  a  happy  land  we  know, 
Where  follies  naturally  crow. 
Where  without  culture  they  arise. 
And  tow'r  above  the  common  size.     ChureAiU,  Okott,  u  111. 

The  land  of  scholars,  and  the  nurse  of  arms.  GroliUmith,  T.  856. 

Britain,  the  queen  of  iales,  our  fair  possession 

Secur'd  by  nature,  laughs  at  foreign  foes ; 

Her  ships  her  bulwark,  and  the  sea  her  dike. 

Sees  plenty  in  her  lap,  and  brayes  the  world.  Havard,K.C,I, 

England,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  lore  thee  stiU ; 

My  country  I  and  while  yet  a  nook  is  left 

Wliere  English  names  and  manners  may  be  found. 

Shall  be  constrain'd  to  love  thee.    Though  thy  climo 

Be  fickle,  and  thj  year,  most  part,  deform'd 

With  dripping  rains,  or  wither'd  by  a  frost, 

I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies 

And  fields  without  a  flower,  for  wanner  France 

With  all  her  vines ;  nor  for  Ausonia's  groves 

Of  golden  fruitage  and  her  myrtle  bowers.  Cowper,  Tash,ii  .206. 

0  favoured  land !    Benown'd  for  arts  and  arms ; 

For  manly  talents,  and  for  female  charms !  Byron, 

It  is  well  worth 
A  year  of  wandering,  w^re  it  but  to  feel 
How  much  our  England  does  outweigh  the  world.    Z.  S.  Z: 

England !  my  country,  great  and  free  I 

Heart  of  the  world,  I  leap  to  thee  !  Bailey,  Festus. 

KVGII8H  tKSQVkOE. 
Dan  Chaucer,  well  of  English  undefyled.  8penter,F.  Q.  4.II.32. 

EV70TMEHT. 
There  St.  John  mingles  with  my  friendly  bowl. 
The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul.       Pope,  Sat,  1. 127. 

Give  me  long  dreams  and  visions  of  content, 
Bather  than  pleasures  in  a  minute  spent.       £^ng,  Bp.  of  Ch, 
UMiTY^Mtf  ]^V7,  Hatred. 
Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity  ; 

1  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men's  love.      Sh»  Bic,  ni,  ii.  1. 

Let  not  thy  foe  still  pass  without  controlling. 

Like  fame  and  snow-oalls  he'll  get  strength  by  rolling. 

Aleyn,  Battles  of  Crescy  and  Poiciiers, 
'Tb  iU  to  trust  a  reconciled  foe ; 
Be  still  in  readiness,  you  do  not  know 
How  ioon  he  may  assaidt  you.      Webster,  Tkraeian  Wonder, 
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UJUTV — eofitintted 

Lands,  intersected  by  a  narrow  iritli. 

Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interpos'd 

Hake  enemies  of  nations,  which  had  else, 

like  kindred  drops,  been  mingled  into  one.  Cotoper,  Ta$k,  it. 
ZnnTL  [17. 

Ennui  is  a  growth  of  English,  root, 

Thoneh  nameless  in  our  language  :  we  retort 

The  fact  for  words,  but  let  &e  French  translate 

That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate.  Byr,  2>./.xiii.l01. 
JUTJEKPBI8S— M0  AstiTitj,  Boldness,  Courage,  Baring. 

But  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 

Unto  the  savage  lore  of  enterprise. 

That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure.  JSyron. 


The  sauce  to  meat  is  ceremony. 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it.  8k.  Mad,  in.  4. 

SHTHirSIASX.] 
For  yirtue's  self  may  too  much  zeal  bo  bad : 
The  worst  of  madmen  is  a  saint  run  mad.  Pope. 

No  wild  enthusiast  ever  yet  could  rest, 

'Tis  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possessed.  Cowper,  Pr,  JSr. 

Eash  enthusiasm,  in  good  society. 
Were  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety.     Byron,  D,  J.  xiii.  ,35. 
UVY— M«  Malice. 
Oh,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it,  Sh.  A*  Y.  L.  it.  3. 

Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice ; 

You  have  christian  warrant  for  them,  and,  no  doubt. 

In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.  Sh,  Men,  viii,  tii.  2. 

If  on  the  sudden  he  begin  to  nse» 

Ko  mai;  that  lives  can  count  his  enemies.  MtddUiou, 

Beneath  his  feet  pale  envy  bites  her  chain. 

And  snaky  discora  whets  her  sting  in  vain.   Sir  J,  Beaumont. 

Envy  not  greatneils ;  for  thou  mak'st  thereby 

Thyself  the  worse,  and  so  the  distance  greater. 

Bo  not  thine. own  worm :  yet  such  jealousy 

As  hurts  not  others  but  makes  thee  better, 

Is  a  good  spur.  Serheri,  Temple 

So  a  wild  Tartar,  when  he  spies 

A  man  that's  valiant,  handsome,  wise, 

If  he  can  kill  him,  thinks  t'  inherit 

His  wit,  his  beauty,  and  his  spirit ; 

As  if  just  so  much  he  enjoy 'd, 

As  in  another  is  destroy 'd  Butler,  Hud,  i.  ii.  23. 
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lOTTY — €omtinued. 
Fools  maj  our  bcotd,  not  envy,  nose, 
For  envy  is  a  kind  of  praise.  Gay,  Fable  xuv.  29. 

Envy's  a  sharper  spur  than  pay. 

And,  unproTok'd,  'twill  court  the  fray.  Gay,  Fable  z. 

To  aU  apparent  beanties  blind, 

£ach  blemish  strikes  an  envioas  mind.  Gay,  Fable  xi.  37. 

In  beauty  fiuilts  conspicaons  grow ; 

The  smallest  speck  is  seen  on  snow.  Oay,  Fable  xi.  1. 

Canst  thon  discern  another's  mind  P 

What  is't  you  envy  P    Envy's  blind ; 

Tell  envy,  when  she  would  annoy, 

That  thousands  want  what  you  enjoy.        Gay,  Fable  xy.  36. 

Envy  will  merit,  as  its  shade,  pursue  ; 

But,  like  a  shadow,  prores  the  substance  true. 

Pope,  E,  C.  II.  266. 
Base  envy  withers  at  another's  joy, 
And  hates  that  excellence  it  cannot  reach.    Ihnneott^  Spring, 

With  that  malignant  envy,  which  ^ws  pale 

And  sickens,  even  if  a  finend  prerad ; 

Which  merit  and  success  pursues  with  hate. 

And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate.    ChurehUl,  Jiaeeiad, 

Yet  much  is  talk'd  of  bliss  ;  it  is  the  art 

Of  such  as  have  the  world  in  their  possession, 

To  give  it  a  good  name,  that  fools  may  envy  ; 

For  envy  to  small  minds  is  flattery.  Young^  Revenge,  2. 

Envy  is  but  the  smoke  of  low  estate. 

Ascending  still  against  the  fortunate.   Lord  Brooke,  Alaham, 

Even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  fzrace, 
The  women  pardon'd  all  except  her  &ce.   Byron,  D,J.  y.  113. 

Whence  slanderous  rumour,  like  the  adder's  drop, 

Distils  her  venom,  withering  friendship's  faith. 

Turning  love's  favour.  J'.  A.  Hillkouee  (^Am.) 

SPIGXAII. 

Bone  and  skin,  two  millers  thin, 

Would  starve  us  all,  or  near  it ; 

But  be  it  known  to  Skin  and  Bone, 

That  Flesh  and  Blood  can't  bear  it.  Byrom,  On  two  MonopoluU. 

Lie  on !  while  my  revenge  shall  be. 

To  speak  the  very  truth  of  thee.  Fentoon,  ii.  33. 

xphogxte. 

Our  stage-play  has  a  moral — and,  no  doubt,  ' 

You  all  have  sense  enough  to  find  it  out. 

Gay,  What  Hye  call  U  t  Epilogue. 
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3SPIXAPE8. 

From  his  cradle 
He  was^  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one ; 
Exceeding  wise,  fair  spoken,  and  persuading ; 
Lofty  andsonr  to  them  that  lov'd  nim  not. 
But  to  those  men  who  sought  him,  sweet  as  summer : 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give,  he  died  fearing  G^od.   8h.  H.  nil.  it.  2. 
Underneath  this  sable  hearse 
Lies  the  subject  of  all  verse, 
Sidney's  sister,  Pembroke's  mother. 
Death  I  ere  thou  host  slain  another, 
Lcam'd  and  fair  and  good  as  she. 

Time  shall  throw  a  darfc  at  thee.  B.  Jonaon,  JSp.  on  Co.  qfPem. 
Underneath  this  stone  doth  lie 
As  much  virtue  as  could  die. 
Which,  when  alive,  did  vigour  give 

To  as  much  beauty  as  couldlivc.  Ben  Jomon,  JSp.  on  JSUzahelh. 
Here  she  lies,  a  pretty  bud, 
Lately  made  of  nesh  and  blood ; 
Who,  as  soon  fell  fast  asleep. 
As  her  little  eyes  did  peep. 
Give  her  strewing,  but  not  stir 

The  earth,  that  hghtly  covers  her.  Herrick,  Hesp.  98. 

loobies  and  heralds,  by  your  leave, 
Here  lies  what  once  was  Matthew  Prior, 
The  son  of  Adam  and  of  Eve : 
Can  Bourbon  or  Kassau  claim  higher  P  Priory  Ep.  on  Jlimself. 

By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  closed. 
By  foreign  hands  thy  decent  mnbs  composed. 
By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorned, 
By  strangers  honoured,  and  by  strangers  mourned. 

Pope,  £Ugy  to  the  Mem.  of  an  TInfort%  Lady,  51. 

So  peaceful  rests,  without  a  stone,  a  name. 

What  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth  and  fame. 

How  lov'd,  how  honour'd  once,  avails  thee  not> 

To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot ; 

A  heau  of  dust  alone  remains  to  thee — 

'Tis  aU  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  shall  be !  lb.  71. 

To  this  sad  shrine,  whoe'er  thou  art !  draw  near. 

Here  lies  the  friend  most  lov'd,  the  son  most  dear ; 

Who  ne'er  knew  joy  but  friendship  might  divide. 

Or  gave  his  father  grief  but  when  he  died.  Pope,  Ep.  on  Hare, 
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gPItAPgg     irmtJHMid. 
Each  lorelj  sceno  shall  thee  restore, 
Por  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed ; 
Belov'd,  till  life  could  charm  no  morOf 

And  moum'd  till  pity's  self  be  dead.  CoUitij. 

Here  lies  my  wife,  and  heaven  knows, 
2^ot  less  for  mine,  than  her  repose.  Boileau, 

£arly  bright,  transient,  chaste  as  morning  dew. 
She  sparldecU  was  exhaled,  and  went  to  heaven. 

Young,  N.  T.  i.  60u. 
Lo !  where  this  silent  marble  weeps, 
A  friend,  a  wife,  a  mother  sleeps ; 
A  heart  within  whose  sacred  cell 
The  peaceful  virtues  loved  to  dwell : 
Affection  warm,  and  faith  sincere. 
And  soft  humanitv  were  there. 
In  agony,  in  deatn  resigned. 
She  felt  the  wound  she  left  behind : 
Her  infant  image  here  below 
Sits  smiling  on  a  father's  woe.  Gray,  JSpiL  on  Mrs.  J,  Clarke. 

Here  rests  his  head,  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 

A  ^outh  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown  ; 

Fair  science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth, 

And  melancholv  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 

Large  was  his  Dounty,  and  his  soul  sincere  ; 

Hcav'n  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send  : 

He  gave  to  Mis'rv  (all  he  had)  a  tear, 

He  gain'd  from  Heav'n  ('twas  all  he  wish'd)  a  friend, 

^or  further  seek  his  virtues  to  disclose, 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode ; 

There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose. 

The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God.  Oray^  Epitaph, 

These  are  two  friends  whose  lives  were  undivided ; 
So  let  their  memory  be,  now  they  have  glided 
Under  their  grave ;  let  not  their  bones  be  parted. 
For  their  two  hearts  in  life  were  single-hearted. 

Shelley f  Fragm,  28. 
Shrine  of  the  mighty !  can  it  be. 
That  this  is  all  remams  of  thee  ?  Byron,  Oiaour,  106. 

What  though  the  mounds  that  mark'd  each  name. 

Beneath  the  wings  of  time. 

Have  worn  away  P    Theirs  is  the  fame 

Immortal  and  sublime ; 

For  who  can  tread  on  freedom's  plain, 

IX or  wake  her  dead  to  life  again.  Boh,  Montgomery, 
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'  Giyetluuiks 
That  she  is  safe  with  Him  who  hath  the  power 
O'er  pain,  and  sin,  and  death.  Mrt.  Sigtmrney, 

Thou  art  not  in  the  grave  confin*d ; 

Death  cannot  claini  tn'  immortal  mind ; 

Let  earth  close  o'er  its  sacred  tmst. 

But  goodness  dies  not  in  the  dust.  Sprague,  Poems. 

Weep  not  for  us,  my  master  dear, 

We  are  not  dead,  but  sleeping  here.  Epitaph. 

EaxrALITT. 

Who  can  in  reason,  then,  or  right,  assume 

Monarchy  over  such  as  live  by  right 

His  equals,  if  in  pow'r  or  splendour  less, 

In  freedom  equal  r  iftlUm,  P.  L.  Y.  7d5, 

Children  of  wealth  or  want,  to  each  is  given 

One  spot  of  green,  and  all  the  blue  of  heaven.  O.  7F.  Holmes, 

EQiriFOGAIIOK. 

But  yet, 
I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence  ;  fye  upon  but  yet : 
But  yet  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.  Slu  Ant,  Cleop,  ii.5a 

By  giving  a  perverted  sense  to  facts, 

A  man  may  tie  in  publishing  the  truth.  Shakespeare. 

EBB0B8. 

Errors,  like  straws,  upon  the  surface  flow ; 

He  who  would  search  for  pearls  must  dive  below. 

Djyden,  Fro,  to  All  for  Loee^  2IS, 
The  best  may  sUp,  and  the  most  cautious  fall ; 
•  He's  more  than  mortal  that  ne'er  crr'd  at  alL   Pon^fret,  L,  T, 

When  people  once  are  in  the  wrong. 

Each  line  they  add  is  much  too  long ; 

Who  fastest  walks,  but  walks  astray, 

Is  only  furthest  from  his  way.  Prior,  Alma,  ^. 

If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall. 

Look  on  her  face,  and  you'il  forget  them  all.  Pope,  Rape,  n. 


Take  my 'esteem,  if  you  on  that  can  live ; 

But,  fnmkly,  sir,  'tis  all  I  have  to  give.  Drt^deu, 


Beyond  is  all  abyss, 
Eternity,  whose  end  no  eye  can  reach.  Hilton,  P,  Z.  xii.565. 


NSSMTTY-'-eoHiiHticd 
Doabtless  all  souIb  have  a  snrviTing  tliouglit. 
Therefore  of  death  wo  think  with  quiet  mind  ; 
Bat  if  we  tiiiink  of  being  turned  to  nouffht, 
A  trembling  horror  in  our  souls  we  find.  Davie*, 

'Tis  the  diyinity  that  stirs  within  us  ; 

Tis  Hearen  itself  that  points  out  an  hereafter, 

And  intimates  eternity  to  man.  AddUon^  Cato,  v.  K 

Etemitr !  thou  pleasing,  dreadful  thought  1 
Through  what  variety  of  untried  beings. 
Through  what  new  scenes  and  changes  must  we  pass  1 
The  wide  th'  unbofonded  prospect  lies  before  me, 
But  shadows,  clouds,  and  darkness  rest  upon  it.  jf^.  v.  1. 

SnQVSITK 
There's  nothing  in  the  world  like  etiquette 
In  kingly  ehainbers,  or  imperial  halls, 
As  also  at  the  race  and  county  balls.        JBjfron,  D.  J*  T.  103. 

There  was  a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggle, 

But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle.     B^on,  Don  Juan, 


There's  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in, 

Toms  up  more  dangerous  bieakers  than  the  Euxine.    • 

Byron^  Don  Juan,  v.  6. 

¥SHIVCh-«M  Klght 

Now  came  stillerening  on ;  and  twilight  grey 

Had  in  her  sober  livery  all  things  clad : 

Silence  accompanied ;  for  beasts  and  birds. 

They  to  their  grassy  couch,  these  to  their  nest. 

Were  sunk,  all  but  the  woeful  nightingale. 

Milton,  P.  Z.  IV.  698. 
See  the  descending  sun, 

Scatt'ring  his  beams  about  him  as  he  sinks. 

And  gilded  heaven  above,  and  seas  beneath. 

With  pain,  no  mortal  pencil  can  express.   Hopkins,  Pyrrhu*, 

Now  to  the  main  the  burning  sun  descends, 

And  saered  night  her  gloomy  veil  extends. 

The  western  sun  now  shoots  a  feeble  ray. 

And  faintly  scatters  the  remains  of  day.  Addison, 

The  sun  has  lost  his  rage,  his  downward  orb 

Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  wannth  ; 

And  vital  lustro,  that,  with  various  ray, 

Lights  up  the  clouds,  those  beauteous  robes  of  heaven. 

Incessant  roll'd  into  romantic  shapes. 

Hie  dream  of  waking  fancy.  IHomson^  8ummcr% 
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EVKSlSQ-'eonU'nueii. 
The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  partmff  day ; 
The  lowing  herd  wind  slowly  o'er  the  lea ; 
The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way. 
And  leayes  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me, 
Now  fades  the  glimm'ring  landscape  on  the  sight. 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stilbiess  nolds, 
Saye  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  drony  flight » 
And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  folds.         Orajf,  Slegy, 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft,  at  eyening's  dose. 
Up  yonder  hill  the  yillage  munnnr  rose ; 
There  as  I  pass'd,  with  careless  steps  and  slow, 
The  mingling  notes  came  soften'd  from  below  ; 
The  swam  responsiye  to  the  milkmaid  sung, 
The  sober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  young ; 
The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool. 
The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school ; 
The  watchdog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  whispering  wind. 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  yacant  mind ; 
These  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  the  shade. 
And  fiil'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  made. 

Ooldsmiihf  Deterted  Village. 

Now  stir  the  fire,  and  close  the  shutters  fast. 

Let  fall  the  curtains,  wheel  the  sofa  round. 

And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud-hissing  urn 

Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cups 

That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each, 

So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  eyening  in.   Cowper,  2\xsk,  iv.  36. 

Come  erening,  once  again,  season  of  peace ; 

Ii(;tum  sweet  eyening,  and  continue  long ! 

Methinks  I  see  thee  m  the  streaky  west. 

With  matron  step,  slow  moying,  while  the  night  ^ 

Treads  on  thy  sweepinj^  train  ;  one  hand  employ 'd 

In  letting  fall  the  curtam  of  repose 

On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  charged  for  man 

With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day.        lb.  Task.  v.  2*13. 

Now  from  his  crystal  um,  with  chilling  hand. 

Vesper  has  sprinkled  all  the  earth  with  dew, 

A  misty  veil  obscured  the  neighbouring  land, 

And  shut  the  fadmg  landscape  from  their  view.    Mrs.  Ttjhe. 

It  was  an  evening  bright  and  stiU 

As  ever  blush'd  on  wave  or  bower. 

Smiling  from  heaven,  as  if  nought  ill 

Could  liappen  in  so  sweet  an  hour.     Mbore^  Zove*  ofAngeU, 
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'  How  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies. 
And  Bunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea. 
For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise. 
And  memory  breathes  her  vesper  sigh  to  thco.    2%o«.  Moure, 

The  son  is  set ;  the  swallows  are  asleep ; 
The  bats  are  flitting  fast  in  the  grey  air ; 
The  slow  soft  toads  out  of  damp  comers  creep; 
And  evening's  breath,  wandering  here  and  there 
Over  the  qoiyering  snjrface  of  the  stream. 
Wakes  not  one  ripple  from  its  snmmer  dream. 

SkeUe^^  Misc.  Fotm: 
It  is  the  hour  when  from  the  boughs 
The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heud  ; 
It  is  the  hour  when  Torers'  rows 
8eem  sweet  in  every  whisper'd  word ; 
And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near, 
Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear.  Byron,  Parisina,  v.  1. 

ZVXL— M»  Tloa. 

There  is  soine  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil. 

Would  men'observingly  distil  it  out.  8h,  Sen,  v,  vi.  1. 

Oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 

The  instruments  of  darkness  tell  us  truths. 

Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray  us 

In  deepest  consequences.  Sh.  Mach,  i.  4. 

m  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word.     Sh.  Com,  J?,  iii.  2. 

Nought  is  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live. 

But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give  ; 

Nor  aught  so  good*  but  strain  d  from  that  fair  use, 

Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse.  8h,  Mom,  J,  ii.3. 

Farewell  hope !  and  with  hope,  farewell  fear  1 

Farewell  remorse !  all  good  to  me  is  lost. 

Evil,  be  thou  my  good ;  by  thee  at  least 

Divided  empire  with  heaven's  king  I  hold.  3/t//o»,P.Z.rv.lO^. 

God,  no  useless  plant  hath  planted. 

Evil,  wisely  used,  is  wanted.  JShenezer  Elliott. 

zzAeezRAnov. 

Jfim  de  lenU^  as  'tis  i'  th'  adage. 

Id  at,  to  make  a  leek  a  cabbage.  BuUer,  Mud,  i.  847. 


Heaven  doth  with  us  as  we  with  torches  dO| 

Not  light  them  for  themselves :  for  if  our  Tirtues 

Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  't  were  all  alike 

As  if  we  had  them  not.  Sh,  M,  for  M,  1. 1. 


174  2XAKPL2 — ^EXCESS. 


I — continued. 

How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams ! 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world.  Sh,  Jf.  of  Ven.  y.l. 

Do  not,  as  some  nngracions  pastors  do. 

Shew  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven  ; 

Whilst,  like  a  pun'd  and  recldess  libertine, 

Himself  the  pnmrose  path  of  dalliance  treads.    Sh .  Sam  .1,3 

The  evil  that  men  do  lires  after  them. 

The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones.    Sk,  JuL  C.  iii.  2. 

Example,  that  imperious  dictator 

Of  all  that's  good  or  bad  to  human  nature. 

By  which  the  world's  corrupted  and  reclaim'di 

Hopes  to  be  saved,  or  studies  to  be  damn'd  ; 

That  reconciles  idl  contrarieties. 

Makes  wisdom  foolishness,  and  folly  wise,  Butler^  Mud. 

Example  is  a  living  law,  whose  sway 

Men  more  than  aU  the  written  laws  obey.  Sedlsy, 

That  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  or  creeds. 

Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads.     Byron,  2).  Jl 

'Tisthus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 

Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction. 

As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind, 

Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bull's  protection.  Byron,  D.  J. 

As  polish'd  steel  receives  a  stain 

From  drops  at  random  flung. 

So  does*  the  child,  when  words  profane 

Drop  from  the  parent's  tongue.  Anon, 

XZGELLEKCE.. 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 

Her  infinite  variety.  Sh.  Ant.  Cleop.  ix.  2. 

A  combination  and  a  form  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 
To  giv«  the  world  assurance  of  a  man.  Sh.  Ham.  m.  4. 

JOLCBBB—see  Supererogation. 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily. 
To  uirow  a  perfume  on  the  vic^et. 
To  smooth  tne  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto,  the  rainboVt  or  with  timer-light 
To  seek  the  bounteous  eye  of  heaven  to  gamiKh, 
Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess.  Sh.  K.  John^  vi.  Z 

These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends. 

And  in  their  triumph  die ;  Mke  fire  and  powder. 

Which,  as  they  kiss,  consume.    The  sweetest  honey 

Is  loathsome  in  its  own  deliciousness,  .....  * 

And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite.       Sh.  Rom.  J.  it.  C. 
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IXCWili — eoniinwd, 

Yitflent  fires  soon  bum  out  tLcmsolTds : 
Small  showers  last  long,  but  sadden  storms  are  short ; 
He  tires  betimes,  that  svors  too  fast  betimes ; 
"With  eager  feeding  food  doth  choke  the  feeder : 
Light  Vanity,  insatiate  cormorant, 
Ck>nsiiming  means,  soon  preys  upon  itself.      Sh.  Bic.  ir,  ii.  1. 

A  sorfeit  of  the  sweetest  things 

The  deepest  loathing  to  the  stomach  brings.  Sk,  Mid.  N.  il.  3. 

Kings  by  grasping  more  than  they  can  hold, 
-    First  made  their  subjects  by  oppression  bold ; 

And  popular  swair,  by  forcing  cmgs  to  give 

More  than  was  n^  for  subjects  to  receire, 

San  to  the  same  extremes ;  and  one  excess 

Made  both,  by  striTJng  to  be  greater,  less.  Denham. 

BXOLAXATIOn. 

Angels  and  ministers  of  grace,  defend  us  !        8h.  Ham,  i.  4. 

O,  my  prophetic  soul !  my  uncle !  8k,  Ham,  i,  5. 

Think  of  that.  Master  Brook.  •  Sh,  Mer,  W.  iii.  5. 

Awake,  arise,  or  be  for  ever  fall'n.  JUKUon,  P.  Z.  i.  330. 

Whence  and  what  art  thou,  execrable  shape  ?        Jb,  ii.  681. 

EXCULPATION. 
The  ver^  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.  S/i,  Oik.  i.  3. 


Oftentimes,  excusing  of  a  fault 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse ; 
As  patches,  set  upon  a  little  breach. 
Discredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault. 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  so  patched.  Sit,  K,  John,  ir.  2. 

zzxcunov^ 

I  hare  seen 
When  after  execution,  judgment  hath 
Bcpented  o'er  his  doom.  Sh.  M.  for  M.  ii.  2. 

See  they  suffer  death ; 
But  in  their  deaths  remember  they  are  men ; 
Shun  not  the  laws  to  make  their  tortures  grievous.  Aiditon^C. 

p»  ■  ■-** — M9  Emigxatlni^ 
O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of  death ! 
Must  I  thus  leave  thee,  Faradise  P  thus  leave 
Thee,  native  soil,  these  happv  walks  and  shades, 
I^  haunt  of  gods  P  where  I  had  hop'd  to  spend  ; 
Quiet  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 
Aat  must  be  mortal  to  us  both.  Milton,  P.  X.  xi.  268. 
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Some  natural  team  they  dropt,  but  wip'd  them  soon ; 
The  world  was  all  before  them,  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  their  guide : 
They  hand  in  hand,  with  wandering  steps  and  slow, 
Through  Eden  took  their  solitary  way.  Miiion,  F.  L.  xii.  646. 

Behold  the  duteous  son,  the  sire  decay'd, 

The  modest  matron,  and  the  blushing  maid, 

Forc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melanchcSy  train, 

To  traverse  dimes  beyond  the  western  main.  Goldsmith^Tra. 

What  exile  from  himself  can  flee  P 

To  zones,  though  more  and  more  remote, 

Still,  still  pursues,  where'er  I  be, 

The  blight  of  life— the  demon  thought*  Byron, 

I  depart, 
Whither  I  know  not ;  but  the  hour's  ffone  by, 
When  Albion's  lessening  shores  could  grioTe 
Or  glad  mine  eye.  JSyron,  Ch,  H,  lii.  I . 

Oh !  when  shall  I  visit  the  land  of  my  birth, 

The  loveliest  Jand  on  the  face  of  the  earth  P  Jas,Mo%tgomerff, 

Home,  kindred,  friends,  and  country — these 
Are  ties  with  which  we  never  part ; 
From  clime  to  clime,  o'er  land  and  seas. 
We  bear  them  with  us  in  our  heart : 
But,  oh  !  'tis  hard  to  feel  resign'd, 

When  these  must  all  be  left  behind !  Jos.  Montffomery, 

2XFAV8I0V. 
The  small  pebble  stirs  the  peaceful  lake ; 
The  circle  mov'd,  a  circle  straight  succeeds, 
Another  still,  and  still  another  spreads.     Pope,  XL  M.  iv.  364. 

As  on  the  smooth  expanse  of  crystal  lakes 
The  sinking  stone  at  first  a  circle  makes ; 
The  trembung  surface  bv  the  motion  stirr'd, 
Spreads  in  a  second  circle,  then  a  third ; 
Wide,  and  more  wide,  the  floating  rings  advance, 
FUl  all  the  watery  plain,  and  to  tne  margin  dance. 

FopCf  Temple  qfFctme,  496. 
EZPXCTAnOV. 
Oft  expectation  fails,  and  most  oft  there 
Where  most  it  promises  ;  and  oft  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  coldest  and  despair  most  fits.  Sh.JlVsW.u.lm 


XXFBOTATIOir — XXPSBIBKO*  177 


How  slow 
ThiB  old  moon  wanes :  she  lingers  my  desires, 
Like  to  a  step-dame,  or  a  dowager. 
Long  withermg  oat  a  young  man's  rerenne.   Sk,  Mid,  N.  1. 1. 

'ins  expectation  makes  a  blessing  dear ; 

HeaVn  were  not  hear'n,  if  we  knew  what  it  were. 

Serriek,  AgcMut  Fruitum, 
When  win  occasion  smile  npon  our  wishes 
And  gire  the  torture  of  suspense  a  period  P 
Still  must  we  linger  in  uncertain  hope. 
Still  languish  in  our  chains,  and  dream  of  freedom, 
Like  thirsty  sailors  gazing  on  the  clouds, 
TrU  burning  death  shoots  uirough  our  withered  limbs.  Johnton, 
With  what  a  leaden  and  retarding  weight 
Does  expectation  load  the  wings  of  time.        Mcuon,  Elfrida. 

*'  Yet  doth  he  lire !"  exclaimed  th'  impatient  heir. 

And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear.  Byron,  JLara^  1' 

Oh  1  how  impatience  gains  upon  the  soul 

TVhen  the  long-promis'd  hour  of  joys  draws  near ! 

How  slow  the  turdy  moments  seem  to  roll ! 

What  spectres  rise  of  inconsistent  fear !  Mr:  Tighe^  Psycke,  C. 

zzferuvcs. 

He  jests  at  scars,  that  nerer  felt  a  wound.     Sk.  Bom.  J.  ii.  2. 

Experience  is  by  industry  achiered, 

And  perfected  by  the  swift  course  of  time.     8h.  Two  O.  x.  3. 

To  wilful  men, 
The  iinuries  that  they  themselyes  procure 
Must  be  their  school-masters.  8h.  Leary  ii.  4. 

Tis  war  that  forms  the  nrince :  Tis  hardship,  toil ; 

'Tis  sleepless  nights,  ana  nerer-resting  days ; 

'Tis  pain,  'tis  dMiger,  'tis  afironted  death ; 

'Us  equal  fate  for  all,  and  changing  fortune ; 

That  rear  the  mind  to  glory,  that  inspire 

The  noblest  yirtues,  and  the  gentlest  manners.  Thonuon^  Ag, 

Tis  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours. 

And  ask  them  what  report  they  bore  to  heaven ; 

And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome  news. 

Their  answers  form  what  men  experience  call ; 

If  wisdom's  friend,  her  best ;  if  not,  worst  foe.  Young^N.T^. 

Much  had  he  read. 
Much  more  had  seen :  he  studied  from  the  life, 
And  in  th'  original  perus'd  mankind.  Armstrong,Art  qfP.B[.^ 

Experience,  join'd  with  common  sense. 

To  mortals  is  a  proridence.  Green,  Spleen. 
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There's  language  in  lier  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 

Naj,  her  foot  speaks  ;  her  wanton  snirits  look  ont 

At  erexy  joint  and  motiye  of  her  body.  Sh.  Troil.  it.  5. 

But  true  expression,  like  th'  unchanging  sun. 
Clears  and  improYcs  whatever  it  shines  upon ; 
It  gilds  all  objects,  but  it  alters  none.  Fope. 

EUJUiUATIOV. 

Speak  of  me  as  I  am;  nothing  extenuate. 

Not  aught  set  down  in  malice.    Then  must  you  speak 

Of  one  that  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well.  8M,  Oik.  t.  2 

EXISAVAOAKCS— M»  Dress. 
Then  thou  shalt  see  him  plunged,  when  least  he  fears. 
At  once  accounting  for  his  deep  arrears.  Dryden, 

If  for  mere  wantonness  you  buy  so  fast. 

For  Tery  want,  you  must  sell  all  at  last.  Martial^  tii.  98. 

In  my  young  days  they  lent  mo  cash  that  way. 

Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay.  Syren,  D.  J,  ii.  65. 

SXTBEHE8— «00  IMseasei,  Sxeeu. 

They  are  sick,  that  surfeit  with  too  much, 

As  they  that  starve  with  nothing ;  therefore  it 

Is  no  mean  happiness  to  be  seated 

In  the  mean  ;  superfluity  comes  sooner 

By  white  hairs,  but  competency  lives  longer.  Sh.Mer.qfF.u2, 

Extremes,  though  contrary,  have  the  like  effects ; 
Extreme  heat  mortifies,  like  extreme  cold ; 
Extreme  love  breeds  satiety,  as  well 
As  extreme  hatred  ;  and  too  violent  rigour 
Tempts  chastity  as  much  as  too  much  ficense. 

Chapman,  All  ^cU. 
Those  edges  soonest  turn,  that  are  most  keen, 
A  sober  moderation  stands  secure, 
No  violent  extremes  endure.  Aleyn,  Bat.  of  Cresty, 

Thus  each  extreme  to  equal  danger  tends, 
Plenty,  as  well  as  want,  can  separate  friends. 

Cowley,  Dav.  ni.  205. 
'Tis  in  worldly  accidents, 
As  in  the  world  itself,  where  things  most  distant 
Meet  one  anotiier :  Thus  the  east  and  west. 
Upon  the  globe  a  mathematical  point 
Only  divides :  thus  happiness  and  misery. 
And  all  extremes,  are  still  contiguous.  Denham^  Sophy. 

Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce. 

Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  use.  Pope,  M-  Et.  ni.I6L 
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Tlie  fkte  of  aU  extremes  is  micli, 
Hen  may  be  read,  as  books,  too  much.  Pope. 

Who  lore  too  mnob,  hate  in  the  like  extreme.  Pope,Od,TY.7d, 

Men  differ,  bat  at  most  as  heaiTen  and  earth ; 

Bat  women,  best  and  worst,  as  hearen  and  helL  CpiL 

JszjBi.— Mf  Baaniy. 
Two  of  the  faireat  stars  in  all  the  hearen. 
Haying  some  bosmess,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
Totwmklein  their  spheres  till  thejretom.     8k.  Bom*  u»  2. 

Her  eye  in  hearen 
Would  throagph  the  airy  region  shine  so  bright, 
That  birds  would  siog,  and  think  it  were  not  night.  lb. 

Faster  than  his  tongae 
Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up.    8h.  At  Y.  X.  iii.  5. 

Thou  tell'st  me,  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye : 

Tis  prettf  sure,  and  rery  probable. 

That  eres,— that  are  the  mil'st  and  softest  things. 

Who  shut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, — 

Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butohers,  murderers  \         lb.  iii.  S. 

'Frcfm  woman's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derire : 

They  sparkle  still  the  true  Promethean  fire ; 

They  are  the  arts,  the  books,  the  academies. 

That  show,  contain,  and  nourish  all  the  world.  8k.  L,  X.  iv.3. 

Her  eyes,  which  through  the  crystal  tears  gave  Udit, 
Shone  like  the  moon  in  water  seen  by  night.  8k.  V.  jr  A.  491. 

If  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes, 
And  in  fresh  numbers  number  all  your  graces ; 
The  age  to  come  would  say,  this  poet  lies. 
Such  heayenly  touches  ne  er  toncn'd  earthly  faces. 

Her  eyes  she  disdplin'd  raedsely  right  ^'  *^-  ^^"' 

Both  when  to  winx,  and  now  to  turn  the  white. 

Bvtlor^  Bud.  in.  483. 
Those  eyes,  whose  light  seem'd  rather  giyen 
To  be  ador'd  than  to  adore — 
Soch  eyes  as  may  haye  k>ok'd  firom  heayen. 
But  ne  er  were  rais'd  to  it  before  I  Moore,  Lwu  of  ike  Anjels 
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FACE. 

There's  no  art 
To  find  the  mind*8  construction  in  the  face.       Sk,  Mae.  i.  4. 

Bead  o'er  the  Tolome  of  yonng  Paris'  face, 

And  find  delight  writ  there  wiUi  beantj's  pen ; 

Examine  eyery  several  lineament. 

And  what  obscor'd  in  this  fair  volume  lies, 

Find  written  in  the  margin  of  his  eyes.  Sk.  Bom.  i.  3. 

If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  faU, 

Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  them  alL  Pope^B.of  L.u.lo. 

Tet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace. 

The  women  pardoned  all,  except  her  face  Byron,  D.  J.  v.  113. 

His  &ce  was  of  that  doubtful  kind, 

That  wins  the  eye  but  not  the  mind.        Seoii,  Sokeby,  v.  16. 

PAcnoir. 

Seldom  is  fiiction's  ire  in  haughty  minds 
Extinguish'd  but  by  death  :  it  oft,  like  fire 
Suppress'd,  breaks  forth  again,  and  blazes  higher. 

May,  Henry  ii.  iv.  3. 
That  talking  knave 
Consumes  his  time  in  speeches  to  the  rabble. 
And  sows  sedition  up  and  down  the  city ; 
Picking  up  discontented  fools,  belying 
The  senators  and  government ;  destroying 
Faith  among  honest  men,  and  praising  knaves. 

Ottcay,  Caiui  Marlus. 
Avoid  the  politic,  the  factious  fool. 
The  busy,  Duzzing,  talking,  harden'd  knave ;  ^ 
The  quamt  smooui  ro^e,  that  sins  against  his  reason, 
Calls  saucy  loud  sedition  public  zeal, 
And  mutiny  the  dictates  of  hiis  spirit.  Olieay, 

^  When  shall  the  deadly  hate  of  faction  cease. 
When  shall  our  long  divided  land  have  rest. 
If  every  peevish,  moody  malcontent, 
Shall  set  the  senseless  rabble  in  an  uproar  P 
Fright  them  with  dangers,  and  perplex  their  brains, 
Eadi  day  with  some  fimtastic  giddy  change  P  Bowe,Jane  Shore, 

When  you  see  this  land  by  faction  tossed, 
Her  nobles  slain,  her  laws,  her  freedom  lost, 
Let  this  reflection  from  the  action  flow. 
We  ne'er  from  foreign  foes  can  ruin  know ; 
Oh !  let  us  then  intestine  discord  shun ;  *  ^ 

We  ne'er  can  be  but  by  ourselves  undone.  8avaye% 
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This  is  the  fairy  land ;  oh,  spite  of  spites, 

We  talk  with  goblins,  owls,  and  elvish  sprites.  8h,C(nn,  JB.  ir.2. 

Oft  fairy  elves. 
Whose  midnight  revels  by  a  forest  side. 
Or  fountain,  some  belated  peasant  sees, 
Or  dreams  he  sees,  while  overhead  the  moon 
Sits  arbitress,  and  nearer  to  the  earth 
Wheels  her  ^aie  course,  they  on  their  mirth  and  dance 
Intent,  with  jocond  music  charm  his  ear ; 
At  once  with  joy  and  fear  his  heart  rebounds. 

Milton,  P.  L,  I.  781. 
In  days  of  old,  when  Arthur  fill'd  the  throne, 
Whoso  acts  and  fame  to  forei^  lands  were  blown. 
The  kine  of  elves  and  little  fairy  queen 
GrambolTd  on  heaths,  and  danced  on  every  green ; 
And  where  the  iolly  troop  had  led  the  round. 
The  grass  unbiaiden  rose,  and  mark'd  the  ground.      Dryden. 

About  this  spring,  if  ancient  fame  say  true, 
The  dapper  elves  their  moonlight  sports  renew ; 
Their  pigmy  king  and  little  fairy  queen 
In  circling  dances  gamboll'd  on  the  green. 
While  tuneful  sprites  a  merry  concert  made. 
And  airy  music  warbled  through  the  shade.  Pope. 

7AIB8. 
His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  his  supreme  delight  a  country  fair.'  Drtfden. 

Some  faiths  are  like  those  mills  that  cannot  grind 

Their  com,  unless  they  work  against  the  wind.  Quarles. 

Trae  faith  and  reason  are  the  soul's  two  eyes ; 

Faith  evermore  looks  upwards  and  descries 

Objects  remote ;  but  reason  can  discover 

Thmgs  only  near — sees  nothing  that's  above  her : 

They  are  not  matches — often  disagree. 

And  sometimes  both  are  clos'd,  and  neither  sec.        Quarles, 

His  faith,  perhaps,  in  some  nice  tenets  mij|;ht 
Be  wrong ;  his  me,  I'm  sure,  was  in  the  nght. 

Cowley,  on  Crashaw. 
All  faiths  are  to  their  own  believers  iust ; 
For  none  believe  because  ther  will,  but  must : 
Faith  is  a  force  from  which  tnere's  no  defence. 
Because  the  reason  it  does  first  convince  ; 
And  reason  conscience  into  fetters  brings. 
And  conscience  i^  without  the  power  of  kings.  Dryden. 
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For  modes  of  faitli  let  graceless  zealots  fight ; 

His  can't  be  wrong  whose  Hfe  is  in  the  right.  Pape,JE.M.m.906» 

lUth  builds  a  bridge  across  the  golf  of  death, 

To  break  the  shock  blind  nature  cannot  shun.    Young,  y.  T. 

Faith,  fanatic  faith,  once  wedded  fast 

To  some  dear  falsehood, hugs  it  to  the  kgtlfooiVy  LaUaRaokk. 

Faith  is  the  subtle  chain 
That  binds  us  to  the  Infinite :  the  roice 
Of  a  deep  Hfe  within.  Mr9,  Oakes  Smith.  (Am.) 

Great  faith  it  needs,  according  to  mj  view, 

To  trust  in  that  which  never  could  be  trvLe.ParkBenjafiiin,Am, 

Faith  is  the  star  that  gleams  above, 

Hope  is  the  flower  that  buds  below ; 

Twm  tokens  of  celestial  love 

That  out  from  nature's  bosom  grow, 

And  still  alike  in  sky,  on  sod. 

That  star  and  blossom  ever  point  to  Grod.  James  KenU 

FkLL. 

Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  rise.        Sk,  Cymb.  it.  2. 

When  once  a  shaking  monarchjr  declines, 
Each  thing  grows  bold,  and  to  its  fall  combines. 
TAJJSE  ifAm  Crown,  Chat,  rm 

The  golden  hair  that  GMla  wears 
Is  hers :  who  would  have  thought  it  P 
She  swears  't  is  hers,  and  true  she  swears. 
For  I  know  where  she  bought  it.itfaWfa2,vi.l8  (Harrinffton). 

FiLSKHOOD,  FAiaEHZSS— M0  ]>eo0lt,  Hypocrisy,  Ides. 

As  false 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  sandj  earth ; 
As  fox  to  lamb  ;  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf; 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son.       8h,  I^il.  nr.  2. 

Had  she  been  true. 
If  heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite, 
I'ld  not  have  sold  her  for  it.  Sh.  0th,  v.  2. 

Money  and  man  a  mutual  falsehood  show. 

Men  make  false  money,  money  makes  men  so.  AUyn,  S,  YJU 

Falsehood  and  fraud  grow  up  in  evexy  soil. 

The  product  of  all  climes.  AdiUon^  Cmto, 
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VAISEHOOD,  TAJJBKtnsai^cotUinued. 

Dishonour  waits  on  perfidy.    The  Tilhun 

Should  blnsh  to  think  a  falsehood :  'Tis  the  crime 

Of  cowards.  Cka.  Joktuon^  SuUaneu, 

Let  falsehood  he  a  stranger  to  thj  lips ; 

Shame  on  the  policy  that  first  be^m 

To  tamper  with  the  heart  to  hide  its  thoughts  t 

And  dmiblj  shame  on  that  inglorious  tongue 

That  sold  its  honesty  and  told  a  lie.  Saoard^  Beguhu, 

What  is  man's  loye !  his  tows  aie  broke, 

Eyen  while  his  parting  kiss  is  warm.  HaUech, 

TAXE^tee  Bepntatioa. 

Famous  throughout  the  world  for  warlike  praise, 

And  glorious  spoils  purchas'd  in  perilous  fight ; 

Full  many  doughty  knights  he,  in  his  days, 

Had  done  to  death,  subdued  in  equal  frays.  8pen»er^  F.Qiteen. 

Let  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  liyes. 

Live  rcgister'd  upon  our  braasen  tombs.  8h,  Lov^9  X.  X.  i.  1. 

Then  shall  our  names 
Familiar  in  his  mouth  as  household  words, 
Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  remembered.  8h,  H.  r.  ly.  3. 

Death  makes  no  conquest  of  this  conqueror ; 

For  now  he  liyes  in  fame,  though  not  in  life.  8k,  Rie.  ni.  iii.  1. 

Men's  eyil  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  yirtues 

We  write  in  water.  /S4.  Hen,  rin.  ly.  2. 

The  eyil  that  men  do  lives  after  them ; 

The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones.     8h^  JuL  C.  jii.  2. 

Better  leaye  undone,  than  by  our  deed  acquire 

Too  lugh  a  fame,  when  him  we  serve 's  away.  Sh^AtU,  C/.iii.l. 

He  liyes  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause.     iS&.  Tit,  A.  i.  2. 

The  fame  that  a  man  wins  himself,  is  best ; 

That  he  may  call  his  own.    Honours  put  on  him 

Make  him  no  more  a  man  than  his  clothes  do, 

Which  are  as  soon  ta'en  oW,MiddUtonJllayor<ifQueenhorough. 

What  shall  I  do  to  be  for  ever  known, 

And  make  the  age  to  come  my  own?  Cowley,  Motto. 

Fame,  if  not  double-faced,  is  double-mouthed. 

And  with  contrary  blast  proclaims  most  deeds : 

On  both  his  wings,  one  black  the  other  white. 

Bears  greatest  names  in  his  wild  airy  flight.  MilUmt8.Ag.VI\. 

Fame  has  two  wings,  one  black  the  other  white. 

And  waves  them  both  in  her  unequal  flight.  MiUon. 
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FAME— fon^iMM^^. 

Fame  is  the  spur  that  the  clear  sp'rit  doth  raise 

(That  last  infirmity  of  noble  minds) 

To  scorn  delights  and  live  laborious  days ; 

But  the  fair  guerdon  when  we  hope  to  find. 

And  think  to  burst  out  into  sudden  blaze. 

Comes  the  blind  fury  with  the  abhorred  shears, 

And  slits  the  thin-spun  life.  Milton^  Ljfcidas,  70. 

There  is  a  tall  long-sided  dame, — 
But  wondrous  light — ydeped  fame. 
That  like  a  thin  chameleon  boards 
Herself  on  air,  and  eats  her  words  ; 
Upon  her  shoidders  wings  she  wears 
Luce  hanging  sleeves,  lin'd  thro'  with  ears. 
And  eyes,  and  tongues,  as  poets  list, 
•  Made  good  bv  deep  mytholojzijst. 
With  uiese  sue  thro'  tiie  we&in  flies, 
And  sometimes  carries  truth,  oft  lies.    Butler,  Sud.  ii.  1, 4G. 

I  hate  those  potent  madmen  who  keep  all 

Manldnd  awake  while  they,  by  their  great  deeds. 

Are  drumming  hard  upon  this  hollow  world. 

Only  to  make  a  sound  to  last  for  ages.  Etherege. 

If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  shincd, 

The  wisest,  brightest,  meanest  of  mankind  ; 

Or,  rarished  with  the  whistling  of  a  name, 

See  Cromwell,  damned  to  eyerlasting  fame !  Pope,E,M,iv,2Sl. 

What's  fame  P  a  fancied  life  in  others'  breath, 

A  thing  beyond  us,  e'en  before  our  death.  Pope,  E.  M.  ir.  237. 

As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 

I  lisp'd  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came.  Pope,  Sat  ProLl27* 

Nor  fame  I  slight,  nor  for  her  favours  call : 

She  comes  unlocked  for,  if  she  comes  at  alL     J^.  Eume,  513. 

Men  the  most  infamous  are  fond  of  fame ; 
And  tiiose  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  start  at  shame. 

.      .  GhurchUU  The  Author,  233 

Snows  he,  that  mankind  praise  against  their  will,   . 
And  mix  as  much  detraction  as  they  can  ? 
Knows  he,  that  faithless  fame  her  whisper  has 
As  well  as  trumpet  P  Young,  NiglU  TJionghis. 

Fame  is  a  public- mistress,  none  enjoys. 

But,  more  or  Ibss,  his  rtt&l's  peiKCe  destroys.  Young, Ep.  toPope. 

With  fame,  in  just  proportion,  envy  grows ; 

The  man  that  makes  a  character,  makes  foes.  lb.  Ep,  to  Pope. 
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Some,  when  thej  die»  die  all :  their  moald'ring  claj 

Is  but  an  emblem  of  their  memories : 

The  space  quite  closes  up  through  which  they  pass'd. 

That  I  hare  Hved,  I  leare  a  mark  behind 

Shall  pluck  the  shining  age  from  rulgar  time, 

And  gire  it  whole  to  late  posterity.  Young,  Busiru,  6. 

I  courted  fame  but  as  a  spur  to  brave 

And  honest  deeds  ;  and  who  despises  fame 

Will  soon  renounce  the  rirtues  that  deserre  it.  Mallet,  Must. 

He  left  a  name,  at  which  the  world  grew  pale. 

To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale.  Jontuon,  Fan.  Hum.  Withes. 

The  best  concerted  schemes  men  laj  for  fame  \!'221. 

Die  fast  awaj :  only  themselves  die  faster. 

The  far-fam[d  sculptor,  and  the  laurell'd  bard. 

Those  bold  insurers  of  eternal  fame. 

Supply  their  little  feeble  aids  in  vain.         Blair,  Grave,  186. 

Sepulchral  columns  wrestle  but  in  vain, 

With  all  subduing  time ;  his  cankering  hand 

With  calm,  deliberate  malice  wasteth  them  : 

Worn  on  the  edse  of  days,  the  brass  consumes, 

The  busto  moulders,  and  the  deep-cut  marble, 

Unsteady  to  the  steel,  gives  up  its  charge.  Blair,  Grave,  201. 

Ah !  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar  P 

Beaitie,  Minstrel,  i.  1. 
Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth, — but  I  am  not 
So  voung  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile, 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone,  remember'd  or  (oTgot.  Ch.Jff,  iii.ll2. 

I  awoke  one  morning  and  found  myself  famous.     Jb.  Introd. 

The  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 

Of  honest  fame  than  shedding  seas  of  gore.  Byron,  D.  J.  vni.8. 

What  is  the  end  of  fame  ?  'tis  but  to  fill 

A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper ; 

Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  mil. 

Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapour ; 

For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill, 

And  bards  bum  what  they  call  their  '  midnight  taper,' 

To  have,  when  the  orijpnal  is  dust, 

A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worse  bust.  Ih  D.  J.  i.  218. 
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*Tia  as  a  snowball,  whicli  derives  assistance 

From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same, 

'Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow ; 

Bat  after  all  'tis  nothing  bat  cold  snow.  Bjfron,  D.  «/l  rr.  100. 

What  of  them  is  left,  to  tell 

Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  P 

Not  a  stone  on  their  tarf,  nor  a  bone  in  their  graves ; 

But  they  live  in  the  verse  that  immortally  saves. 

ib.  Siege  of  Cor»  xxv. 
Who  grasp'd  at  earthly  fame, 
Grasp'd  wind,  nay  worse,  a  serpent  grasp'd,  that  through 
His  hand  slid  smoothly,  and  was  gone  ;  out  left 
A  sting  behind  which  wrought  him  endless  pain.         Pollok* 

Can  that  man  be  dead 
Whose  spiritual  influence  is  upon  his  kind  P 
He  lives  m  glory ;  and  such  speaking  dust 
Has  more  of  life  than  half  its  oreatlung  moulds.        X.  JS.  X. 

So  fares  the  follower  of  the  Muses'  train  ; 

He  toils  to  starve,  and  only  lives  in  death ; 

We  slight  him  till  our  patronage  is  vain, 

Then  round  his  skeleton  a  garland  wrehUha*  Rejected  Addreeeee. 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime. 

And  departing,  leave  behind  us 

Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time. 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another, 

Sailing  o*er  life's  solemn  main, 

A  forlorn  and  shipwreck'd  brother, 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again.  LongfeUow. 

gAirnJAHTTY. 

The  man  who  hails  you  Tom  or  Jack, 

And  proves  by  thumping  on  your  back 

His  sense  of  your  great  merit ; 

Is  such  a  friend  that  one  had  need 

Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed 

To  pardon  or  to  bear  it.  Cotopcr,  FrieiiisUpt  2G. 

FAIOLT. 

A  lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces. 

Shine  like  a  gunea  and  seven  shilling  pieces.  Byron  jy.J.  iii.  60. 
PAimOL 

Famine  hath  a  sharp  and  meaere  face ; 

'Tis  death  in  an  undress  or  skin  and  oone, 

Where  age  and  youth,  their  landmark  ta'cn  away,    - 

Look  all  one  common  sorrow.  Di^den^  Cleamenee, 
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7AVAXICI8M— FAVAncS— «««  Cant,  Xathodiflti,  Pnxilaat,  teinti. 
Zeal  against  policy  maintains  debate ; 
HeaVn  gets  the  better  now,  and  now  tke  state  : 
The  learned  do  by  turns  the  leam'd  confute, 
Yet  all  depart  unalter'd  by  dispute. 
The  priesllj  office  cannot  be  denj'd. 
It  wears  heav'n's  liv'rj,  and  is  made  our  guide : 
But  why  should  we  be  punish'd  if  we  stray ; 
"When  all  our  guides  dispute  which  is  the  way  P 

£arl  of  Orrery f  Mmtapka. 

Fanaticism,  soberly  defined, 
Is  the  false  fire  of  an  o'erheatea  mind ; 
It  yiews  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye. 
And  eitiier  warps,  or  lays  it  useless  by ; 
'T  is  narrow,  selfish,  arrogant,  and  dniws 
Its  sordid  nourishment  from  man's  applause ; 
And  while,  at  heart,  sin  unrelinquish  a  lies. 
Presumes  itself  chief  fay 'rite  oi  the  skies.  Cowper* 

Demons,  who  impair 
The  strength  of  better  thoughts,  and  seek  their  prey 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day. 
And  loyed  to  dwell  in  darkness  and  dismay* 
Deeming;  themselyes  predestined  to  a  doom 
Which  IS  not  of  the  pangs  that  pass  away ; 
Making  the  sun  like  blood,  the  earth  a  tomb. 
The  tomb  a  heU,  and  hell  itself  a  murkier  gloom.         Byron. 

The  siunts ! — ^the  aping  £uiatics  that  talk 
All  cant  and  rant  and  rhapsodies  highfiown — 

That  bid  you  baulk 

A  Sunday  walk. 
And  shun  God's  work,  as  you  should  shun  your  own. 
The  saints ! — the  formalists,  the  extra  pious. 
Who  think  the  mortal  husk  can  saye  the  soid. 
By  trundling,  with  a  mere  mechanic  bias. 
To  church,  just  like  a  lignum-yitcs  bowl.  Hiiod^  Ode  to  WlUon. 

7Avcnr. 

Tell  me,  where  is  fancy  bred ; 

Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head  ? 

How  begot,  how  nourished  P 

It  is  engendered  in  the  eyes. 

With  gasing  fed :  and  fancy  dies 

In  the  cradfo  where  it  Hes.  Bh,  M.  qf  V.  iii.  2. 

The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has. 

And  these  are  of  them.  8k,  Mach.  i.  3. 
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TAXCY^eontiuued. 

Fancy,  like  the  fineer  of  a  clock. 
Bans  ike  great  circoit,  and  is  still  at  home.Cowp6r,Ta9k,iV'llS, 

Woe  to  tlie  jonth  wliom  fancy  gains. 

Winning  from  reason's  hand  the  reins. 

Pity  and  woe !  for  such  a  mind 

Is  soft,  contemplative,  and  kind.  ScoU,  Boheby,  i.  31. 

I  live  not  like  the  many  of  my  kind ; 

Mine  is  a  worid  of  feelings  and  of  fancies  ; 

Fancies,  whose  rainbow-empire  is  the  mind — 

Feelings,  that  realize  their  own  romances.         L.  E»  Landon. 

TABXWELL^tee  Adieu,  Partiiig. 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness  ! 
This  is  the  state  of  man ;  To-day  ne  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-morrow  blossoms. 
And  bears  his  blnshing  nonoors  thick  upon  him : 
The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  m>8t ; 
And — when  he  thinks,  f[ood  easy  man,  fnll  sorely 
His  greatness  is  a-ripening — ^nips  his  root. 
And  then  he  foils  as  1  do.  8h.  Hen.  rirr.  iii.  2. 

Farewell, 
Tlie  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort.  Sh,  Ant.  Cleop.  iii.  2. 

Farewell  I  if  ever  fondest  prayer 

For  other's  weal  avail'd  on  ni^h. 

Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air. 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky.  Byron,  Occasional  Pieces. 

Let's  not  nnman  each  other — ^part  at  once ; 

All  farewells  should  bo  sudden,  when  for  ever, 

Else  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments. 

And  clog  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears.  Byron,  Sardan. 

Farewell ! 
For  in  that  word,— that  fatal  word, — howe'er 
We  promise — ^hope — ^believe, — there  breathes  despair. 

Byront  Cortair,  1. 15. 
Then  fare  thee  well,  deceitful  maid, 
'Twere  vain  and  foolish  to  regret  thee ; 
Nor  hope  nor  memory  yield  their  aid. 
But  time  may  teach  me  to  forget  thee.  Byron. 

One  straggle  more,  and  I  am  free 

From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain ; 

One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again.  Byron. 
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FABSWELL— MfiftMMedl 

Farewell !  a  word  that  mnst  be,  and  hath  been : 
A  sound  which  makes  us  linger ; — yel^— farewell ! 

Byron,  Ck.  JELar.  iv.  186. 
Fare  thee  well !  and  if  for  ever. 
Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  well : 
S'en  though  unforgiring,  never 

'Gainst  thee  shall  my  heart  rebel.         Byron,  Fare  thee  tcelL 
I  wander — ^it  matters  not  where ; 
I9'o  clime  can  restore  me  mj  peace. 
Or  snatch  from  the  frown  of  despair 

A  cheering— ft  fleeting  release !  Byron^  Farewell  to  England, 
'Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh ; 
Oh !  more  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell. 
When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eje. 
Are  in  that  word,  farewell — farewell !  Byron. 

Here's  a  sigh  for  those  who  love  me. 

And  a  smile  for  those  who  hate ; 

And,  whatever  sky's  above  me. 

Here's  a  heart  for  ev'ry  &te.  Byron  to  Tom  Moore. 

Farewell  ]  there's  but  one  pang  in  death. 

One  only,— leaving  thee  I  Mr$.  Remans. 

Fare  thee  well !  yet  think  awhile 

On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  doubt  thee ; 

*Who  now  would  rather  trust  that  smile, 

And  die  with  thee,  than  live  without  thee !  Moore. 

Farewell  to  the  few  I  have  left  with  regret ; 
May  they  sometimes  recall  what  I  cannot  forget. 
That  communion  of  heart  and  that  parlev  of  soul. 
Which  has  lengthen'd  our  nights,  and  illumined  our  bowl ! 
PABHIinr.  Moore. 

The  fashion 
Doth  wear  out  more  apparel  than  the  man.  8h,  M,  Ado,  iii.  3. 

The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  moidd  of  form. 

The  observed  of  all  observers  1  8h,  Ham.  iii.  1. 

Fashions  that  are  now  call'd  new 

Have  been  worn  by  more  than  you ; 

Elder  times  have  worn  the  same. 

Though  the  new  ones  get  the  name.  Middleton. 

19'othing  is  thought  rare 
Which  is  not  new  and  foUow'd :  yet  we  know 
JThat  what  was  worn  some  twenty  years  ago 
Comes  into  grace  again.        Beau.  SfFl.  rro,  to  Nolle  Oent. 
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tASHlOV—cantmutd, 
And  as  the  French  we  oonqner'd  once, 
Now  give  us  laws  for  pantaloons, 
The  length  of  breeches,  and  the  gathers. 
Port-canons,  periwigs,  and  feathers.     Bwtlevy  Hud,  iii.  923. 

Be  not  the  first  by  whom  the  new  is  tried, 

Nor  yet  the  last  to  lay  the  old  aside.  Pope,  E.  C.  335* 

Fashion,  a  word  which  knaves  and  fools  may  use, 

Their  knavery  and  folly  to  excuse.  Churchill,  JStosciad. 

FASTING. 
Who  can  believe  with  common  sense, 
A  bacon  slice  gives  God  offence  ; 
Or,  how  a  herring  hath  a  charm 
Almighty  vengeance  to  disarm  ? 
Wrapt  up  in  majesty  divine. 
Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  P  Swijt,  JSpigram, 

TATE-^see  Fortune,  Fntority,  Providence. 
What  fate  imposes,  men  must  needs  abide  ; 
It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide.     8h,  Hen,  ri,  it.  3. 

There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 

Eough-hew  them  how  we  will.  8h,  Ham,  v.  2. 

He  must  needs  go,  that  the  devil  drives.      8h,  AlVs  W.  i.  3. 

All  things  subject  are  to  Fate  ; 

Whom  this  mom  sees  most  fortunate 

The  ev'ning  sees  in  poor  estate.  Herrich,  Hesp,  459. 

Success,  the  mark  no  mortal  wit, 

Or  surest  hand,  can  always  hit ; 

For  whatsoe'er  we  perpetrate. 

We  do  but  row — we're  steer'd  by  fate, 

Which  in  success  oft  disinherits. 

For  spurious  causes,  noblest  merits.    -  Butler ^  Hud,  i.  i.  879. 

Let  thy  great  deeds  force  fate  to  change  her  mind  ; 

He  Ihat  courts  fortune  boldly,  makes  her  kind.  Dnfde9i,Ind.  Q. 

All  human  things  are  subject  to  decay, 

And  when  fate  summons,  monarchs  must  ohej,Ih,Flechm)e,l. 

Whatever  is,  is  in  its  causes  just. 

Since  all  things  are  by  fate ;  but  purblind  man 

Sees  but  a  pi^  o*  th'  chain, — ^the  nearest  link. 

His  eyes  not  carrying  to  that  equal  beam 

That  poises  all  above,  Drjfdcm. 
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How  easy  'tis,  wKcn  destinj  proves  kind, 

With  fuH-SDroad  soils  to  ran  oefore  the  wind ; 

But  thej  wno  'gainst  stiff  gales  layeering  go» 

Most  be  at  once  resolyed  and  skilful  too.  Dry  den. 

Heaven  firom  all  creatores  hides  the  Book  of  Fate, 

All  but  the  page  prescrib'd,  their  present  state : 

Prom  bmtes  what  men,  from  men  what  spirits  know  ; 

Or  who  conid  suffer  being  hero  below  P 

The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-daj. 

Had  he  ihj  reason,  would  he  skip  and  play  P 

Pleased  to  the  last  he  crops  the  now'ry  food, 

And  licks  the  hs^d  just  raised  to  shed  his  blood. 

Oh  I  blindness  to  the  future !  kindly  given. 

That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  in  Heav'n^ 

Who  sees,  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  aJl, 

A  bero  perish*  or  a  sparrow  fklL  Pop*,  E,  M,  i.  77. 

Seek  not  thou  to  find 
The  sacred  counsels  of  almighty  mind ; 
Involv'd  in  darkness  lies  the  great  decree, 
'Sot  can  the  depths  of  fate  be  pierc'd  by  ihee.Pope,  Iliad,  1.704. 

Fate  steals  alon^  with  silent  tread. 

Found  oftenest  m  what  least  we  dread ; 

Frowns  in  the  storm  with  angry  brow. 

But  in  the  sunshine  strikes  the  blow.         Cowper,  Baven,  36. 

Man  tho'  limited 
By  fate,  may  vainly  think  his  actions  free, 
while  all  he  does,  was  at  his  hour  of  birth. 
Or  by  his  gods,  or  potent  stars  ordain'd.  Bowef  Boy,  Conv,  1. 1. 

While  warmer  souls  command,  nay,  make  their  fate, 

Thy  fate  made  thee,  and  foro'd  thee  to  be  great.  Moore. 

Fate  is  above  us  all ; 
We  struggle,  but  what  matters  our  endeavour  P 
Our  doom  is  gone  bejond  our  own  recall ; 
May  we  deny  or  mitigate  it  P — Never  1  X.  JS.  London. 

TATHTB  — irirr  ffhilfl.  Paraats. 

It  is  a  wise  father  that  knows  his  own  child.  Sh,  Jf.  qfV.  n.  2. 

To  you  your  father  should  be  as  a  god  ; 

One  that  compos'd  your  beauties ;  yea,  and  one. 

To  whom  yoa  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax. 

By  Urn  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 

To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it.  8h,  Mid.  N,  i- 1. 
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FATHKR    ffintimied, 

Methinks  a  father 
Is,  at  the  nuptials  of  his  son,  a  guest 
That  best  becomes  the  table.  Sk.  Wtnt  T,  iv.  3. 

Fathers,  that  wear  rags,  do  make  their  children  blind : 
But  fathers  that  bear  oags,  shall  see  their  children  kind. 

8h,  Lear,  ii.  4. 
If  there  be  a  human  tear 
From  passion's  dross  refin'd  and  clear, 
'Tis  that  which  pious  fathers  shed 
Upon  a  duteous  daughter's  head.        Scott,  Lady  ofL.  ii.  22. 

On  thee,  blest  youth,  a  father's  hand  confers 

The  maid  thy  earliest  fondest  wishes  knew ; 

Each  soft  enchantment  of  the  soul  is  hers ; 

Thine  be  the  joys  to  firm  attachment  due.       Bogen,  Poems. 

The  child  is  father  of  the  man.  Wordsworth,  Poem  on  Childhood, 

FATHESS. 

Let  me  hare  men  about  me  that  are  fat ; 

Sleek-headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights : 

Yond'  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look. 

He  thinks  too  much :  such  men  are  dangerous.  Sh,  JuL  C.  i.  2. 
FAULTLBSSITESB. 

Whoeyer  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see. 

Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  willbe.P(>pe.JS'.C.253. 
FAULTS. 

Oftentimes  excusing  of  a  fault 

Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse ; 

As  patches,  set  upon  a  little  breach, 

Discredit  more,  in  hiding  of  the  fault. 

Than  did  the  f«ilt  before  it  was  so  patch'd.  Sh.  K.  John,  it.  2. 

Soses  hare  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mud ; 

Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun ; 

And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud ; 

All  men  make  faults.  Sh.  Sonnet  35. 

In  other  men  we  faults  can  spy, 

And  blame  the  mote  that  dims  their  eye ; 

Each  Utde  speck  and  blemish  find : 

To  our  own  stronger  errors  blind.  Gay,  J^a^e  38. 

FAYOITB^fM  Fatroaage. 
Who  builds  his  hopes  in  air  of  your  good  looks. 
Lives  like  a  diunken  sailor  on  a  mast ; 
Beady  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep.  Sh.  Bich.  JiL  in,  4. 
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7AY0U&— «0H<m«cdL 

Tis  the  cnrse  of  serrice ; 
Prefennent  goes  bj  letter,  and  affection, 
And  not  bj  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first  8k.  Oik.  1. 1. 

'Tis  erer  thus  when  fiivoars  are  denied ; 

AH  had  been  granted  but  the  thing  we  beg ; 

And  still  some  great  unlikely  substitute. 

Your  life,  your  soul,  your  all  of  earthly  good. 

Is  profier'd  in  the  room  of  one  small  boon.  JBaiUie,  Basil,  ii.2. 

TAWMlMQ—tee  Flattery,  Hypoerisy. 

And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee. 

Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.  8k»  Sam.  in.  2. 

You  ^lay  the  spaniel. 
And  think  with  waggmg  of  your  tongue  to  win  me. 

Sk.  Hmu  vin.  y.  3. 
PBAS^M^  Alarm,  Banger. 

If  eyils  come  not,  then  our  fears  are  yain  ; 

And  if  they  do,  fear  but  augments  the  pain.         Sir  T,  More. 

In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear.  Sk.  Ant  Cleop.  i.  3. 

What  read  you  there 
That  hath  so  cowarded  and  chased  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  P  Sk.  JSea.  r.  ii.  2. 

Whose  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair. 

And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 

Against  the  use  of  nature.  Sk.  Macb.  i.  3. 

Why,  what  shoidd  be  the  fear  P 
I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 
And,  for  my  sold,  what  can  it  do  to  that, 
Eeing  a  thmg  immortal  P  Sk.  Sam.  i.  4. 

When  our  actions  do  not. 
Our  fean  do»  make  us  traitors.  Sk.  Maeb.  lY.  2. 

Those  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counsellors  to  fear.  Sk.  Maeh.  T.  8. 

There  is  not  such  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland)  as  this  term  fear.     8k.  H.  JV,  1.  it.  1. 

Of  all  base  passions  fear  is  most  accui's'd.  8k.  K.  Vi.  1.  y.  2. 

Andy  though  he  posted  e'er  so  fast, 
His  fear  was  greater  than  his  haste  ; 
For  fear,  though  fleeter  than  the  wind, 
Belieyes  'tis  always  left  behind.  JBuiler,  Hud. 
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There  needs  no  otiier  cEarm,  nor  conjurer. 
To  nuse  infernal  spirits  up,  but  fear, 
That  makes  men  pull  their  horns  in  like  a  snail, 
•  That's  both  a  prisoner  to  itself,  and  jail ; 
Draws  more  fantastic  shapes  than  in  the  grains 
Of  knotted  wood,  in  some  men's  crazy  brains, 
When  all  the  cocks  thej  think  they  see,  and  bulls. 
Are  only  in  the  insides  of  their  skims.  Butler* 

Men  as  resolute  appear 
With  too  much,  as  too  little  fear ; 
And,  when  they're  out  of  hopes  of  fljing. 
Will  run  away  from  death  by  dying.  Buller,  Hud» 

When  the  sun  sets,  shadows  that  shower'd  at  noon . 

But  small,  apuear  most  long  and  terrible  : 

So  when  we  tnink  fate  hovers  o'er  our  heads. 

Our  apprehensions  shoot  beyond  all  bounds.       Lee,  (Edlpus, 

I  feel  my  sinews  slacken'd  with  the  fright. 

And  a  cold  sweat  thrills  down  all  o'er  my  limbs. 

As  if  I  were  dissolying  into  water.  Dty/den,  Tempest. 

The  clouds  dispell'd,  the  sky  rcsnm'd  her  light, 

And  Nature  stood  recover 'd  of  her  fright. 

But  fear,  the  last  of  ills,  remained  behmd. 

And  horror  heavy  sat  on  every  mind.  Dtyden,  T7ieo.  and  Hon, 

The  wretch  that  fears  to  drown,  will  break  thro'  flames. 

Or,  in  his  dread  of  flames,  will  plunge  in  waves ; 

When  eagles  are  in  view  the  screaming  doves 

Will  cower  beneath  the  feet  of  man  for  safety.  Cibber,  Casar, 

Desponding  fear,  of  feeble  fancies  full. 

Weak  and  unmanly,  loosens  ev'ry  power.     TkofTUon,  SprtMg. 

Must  I  consume  my  life — this  h'ttle  life. 

In  guarding  against  all  maj^  make  it  less  P 

It  is  not  worth  so  much ! — ^it  were  to  die 

Before  my  hour,  to  live  in  dread  of  death.  Byron,  Sardanap, 

'Tis  well,  my  soul  shakes  off*  its  load  of  care ; 

*Tis  only  the  obscure  is  terrible. 

Imagination  frames  events  unknown. 

In  Wild  fantastic  shapes  of  hideous  ruin, 

And  what  it  fears  creates*  Hannah  More,  BehJtazzar,  2. 

What  are  fears  but  voices  airy  P 

Whispering  harm  where  harm  is  not ; 

And  deluding  the  unwary 

Till  the  fatal  bolt  is  shot.  Wordemrtk, 
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nJUmVO— 7BA0T8-^tM  Binnir. 

The  latter  end  of  a  fraT,  and  the  beginning  of  a  feast, 

lits  a  doll  fighter,  and  a  keen  gnest.        Sk.  Sen,  iv.  i.  it.  2. 

CDiere's  no  want  of  meat,  sir ; 
Portly  and  corions  riands  are  prepar'd. 
To  please  all  kinds  of  appetites.  Moitinger. 

The  banquet  waits  onr  presence,  festal  joj 

Laughs  in  the  mantling  goblet,  and  the  night, 

ninmin'd  by  the  taper  s  dasszling  beam, 

Biyals  departed  day.  Browne,  JBarbarosta. 

'   Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine 
The  business  of  their  lives,  that  i»— to  dine.  Young,  X.  ofF*, 

Blest  be  those  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown'd. 

Where  all  the  ruddy  familv  around 

Lau^h  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  fail. 

Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  mournful  tale.  Goldsmith,  Trav,  17. 


But  spite  of  all  the  criticising  elves, 

Those  who  would  make  us  feel,  must  feel  themselves. 

Churchill,  Boseiad,  961. 

Their  cause  I  plead, — ^plead  it  in  heart  and  mind, 
•   A  feUow  feeling  makes  one  wondrous  kind. 

Oarrick,  Prologue  on  Quitting  the  Stage,  June,  1776. 

The  deepest  ice  which  ever  firoze 

Can  only  o'er  the  surface  close ; 

The  living  stream  lies  quick  below. 

And  flows,  and  cannot  cease  to  flow<       Byron,  Barinna,  20. 

The  soul  of  music  slumbers  in  the  shell, 

Till  wak'd  and  kindled  by  the*  master  s  spell. 

And  feeling  hearts— touch  them  but  lightly — ^pour 

A  thousand  melodies  unheard  before.      Sogers,  Human  Life. 

7EET— «M  Daadng. 
Her  pretty  feet  like  snails  did  creep 
A  little  out,  and  then. 
As  if  they  played  at  bo-peep. 
Did  soon  draw  in  again.  Herrieh,  Hesp,  Ode  207. 

A  foot  more  light,  a  step  more  true, 
If  e'er  from  the.  heath-flow'r  dash'd  the  dew; 
Ev'en  the  slight  harebell  raised  its  head, 
Elastic  from  her  aixy  tread.  8ir  W.  Scott,  L.  qf  the  Lake,  l.  Id. 

0  2 
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VEMALB  TSACSEEB8— «M  Sdmeatloii. 

'Tis  t>lea8infi^  to  be  school'd  in  a  strange  tongae 

By  female  lips  and  eyes — that  is,  I  mean, 

When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  joung. 

As  was  the  case,  at  least,  where  I  hare  been ; 

They  smile  so  when  one's  right ;  and  when  one's  wrong 

They  smile  the  more.  Byron^  Don  Juan,  ii.  164 

7EVKR. 

The  heaving  sighs  through  stmighter  passes  blow. 

And  scorch  the  painful  palate  as  they  go ; 

The  parch'd  rough  tongue  night's  humid  vapour  draws, 

And  restless  rolls  withm  the  ckmmy  jaws.  Route. 

7IOKLBHX88-nM0  Beodt,  Flirtation. 

What  now  we  like,  anon  we  disapprove ; 

The  new  successor  drives  away  old  love.  Serrieh,  Aph.  205. 

A  man  so  various,  that  he  seem'd  to  be 
l^ot  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome : 
Stiff  in  opinions,  always  in  the  wrong ; 
Was  every  thing  by  starts,  and  nothing  long ; 
But,  in  the  course  of  one  revolving  moon, 
Was  chemist,  fiddler,  statesman,  and  buffoon : 
Then  aU  for  women,  painting,  rhyining,  drinking. 
Besides  ten  thousand  freaks  that  died  in  thinking. 

Diyden,  Absalom  and  AekUAopM,  545. 
Papillia,  wedded  to  her  amorous  spark, 
Sighs  for  the  shades — **  How  charming  is  a  park  P" 
A  park  is  purchas'd,  but  the  fair  he  sees 
All  bath'd  in  tears---0  odious,  odious  trees !  Pope,  3f.JS.u.37, 

How  long  must  women  wish  in  vain 

A  constant  love  to  find  P 

No  art  can  fickle  man  retain. 

Or  fix  a  roving  mind.  ShaduielL 

She  will  and  she  will  not — she  grants,  denies. 

Consents,  retracts,  advances,  and  then  flies.  Lansdotcne. 

ncnoir. 

When  fiction  rises  pleasing  to  the  eye, 
Men  will  believe,  because  they  love  the  lie ; 
E'en  truth  herself,  if  clouded  with  a  frown. 
Must  have  some  solemn  proof  to  pass  her  diown,CkurehiU,  JSp* 
TIDXLITT— «M  CoDStaaey,  Faith.  f  ^  Mogarih,  29 1. 

His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles : 
His  love  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate ; 
His  tears  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heaven  from  earth.  Two  O*  n.7i 
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Master,  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 

To  the  iMt  gasp,  with  truth  and  loyalty.     8h.  Am  F.  Z.  n.  8. 
Thej,  for  their  tmth,  might  better  wear  their  heads, 
Than  somei  that  have  aocas'd  them,  wear  their  hats. 

8k.  Bie.  m.  m.  2. 
XJnkindness  may  do  much ; 
And  his  nnkindness  may  defeat  my  life. 
But  never  taint  my  love.  8h,  0th,  it.  2. 

Well  hast  thou  fooght 
The  better  fight,  who  sindy  hast  maintain'd 
Affainst  rerotted  mnltataaes  the  cause 
Of  truth,  in  word  mightier  than  tkej  in  anns  s 
And*  for  the  testimony  of  truth,  hast  borne 
Unirersal  reproach,  far  worse  to  bear 
Than  Tidenee.  Milion,  J^,  /.  ti.  29. 

Faithful  found 
Among  the  faithless,  faithful  only  he ; 
Amonff  innumerable  false,  umnoy'dy 
TJnshi&en,  unseduc'd,  unterrify'd 
His  loyalty  he  kept,  his  love,  ms  zeal ; 
Nor  number,  nor  example,  with  him  wrought 
To  swerve  from  truth,or  change  his  constant  mind.  I5.y.  896. 

Flesh  of  my  flesh, 
Bone  of  my  bone,  thou  art,  and  from  thy  state 
Mine  never  shall  be  parted,  bliss  or  woe.  3fi7/o»,P.Z.ix.914. 

Through  perils  both  of  wind  and  limb. 

Through  tnick  and  thin  she  foUow'd  him.  Butler, Hud»  1.II.369. 

Trust  repos'd  in  noble  natures. 
Obliges  them  the  more.  Dryden,  Asiignation. 

Oh !  the  tender  ties, 
Close  twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 
Which  broken,  break  them,  and  drain  ofi*the  soul 
Of  human  joy,  and  make  it  pain  to  live.  Young, 

Is  there,  kind  heaven !  no  constan(^  in  man  ? 

No  steadfast  truth,  no  generous  fix  d  afiection. 

That  can  bear  up  against  a  selfish  world  ? 

No,  there  is  none.  Thomion,  Tancred  and  8ig, 

Where  is  honour. 
Innate  and  precent-strengthen'd,  'tis  the  rock 
Of  faith  connubial :  where  it  is  not— where 
Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  vanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 
Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it.         Byron,  Doge  of  Ten,  ii.  1. 
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Tmer,  nobler,  trustier  heart, 
More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Within  a  human  breast.  JB^ron. 

Years  have  not  seen,  time  shall  not  see, 

The  hour  that  tears  mj  soul  from  thee.  Byron,  JB.  of  Ah,  1. 11. 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms, 

WhicKI  ffaze  on  se  fondly  to-day, 

Werelto  enange  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms. 

Like  &izy-ffifbs,  fading  awav  I 

Thou  woula'st  still  be  ador  d,  as  this  moment  thou  art, 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will, 

And,  around  tiie  dear  ruin,  each  wish  of  my  heart 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still !    Moore,  the  Sunflower. 

She  is  as  constant  as  the  stars 

That  never  vary,  and  more  chaste  than  they. 
FIELD-PBBACSEEB8.  JProctor,  Mirandolh  H.  1. 

Be  sure  to  keep  up  congregations. 

In  spite  of  laws  and  proclamations, 

For  charlatans  can  do  no  good, 

Until  they're  mounted  in  a  crowd.      Butler,  Hud,  3,  ii.  969. 
TIOEIIirO— «M  Battle,  Duelling. 

rU  fight,  till  from  my  bones  my  flesh  behack'd.  Sh,  Macb.x.^. 

Shell  after  show  him,  in  the  nick 

Of  all  his  glories,  a  dog-trick.  Butler,  Hud. 

With  many  a  stifl*  thwack,  many  a  bang. 

Hard  crabtree  and  old  iron  raog ; 

Wliile  none  who  saw  them  could  divine 

To  which  side  conquest  woidd  incline.  Butler,  B[ud»  1,  ii.831. 

Those  who  in  qtiarrels  interpose, 

Must  often  wipe  a  bloody  nose,  Goyt  Fahle  34. 

He  who  fiffhts  and  runs  away. 
May  live  to  fight  another  day  ; 
But  he  who  is  in  battle  slain 
Can  never  rise  to  fight  again.*         Goldsmith,  Art  of  Poetry, 

The  combat  deepens.    On,  ye  brave, 

Who  rush  to  glory,  or  the  grave  !    Campbell,  Jloltenlinden,  G. 

mZAL  DT7T7. 
To  you  your  father  should  be  as  a  god ; 
One  that  composed  your  beauties  ;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax. 
By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it.  Sh*  Mid.  N,  1. 1, 

*  For  Butler's  Lines,  simikr  to  those,  <««  '  Battle.* 
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Fxm. 

My  jpen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  page, 

Wmch  beings  finiah'd*  liere  the  story  ends ; 

'Tis  to  be  wish'd  it  had  been  sooner  done. 

But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  begxm.  Byron, 


Fire,  that's  closest  kept,  boms  most  of  alL     Sh.  Two  G.  i.  2. 
A  spark  neglected  makes  a  mighty  fire. 

Merriekf  Hesperides,  JphorUm  lo2» 
FDUKAMXHT. 
The  spacious  firmament  on  high. 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky. 
And  spangled  heayens,  a  shining  ixaine. 
Their  great  Original  proclaim. 
Th'unwearied  sun,  from  da;^  to  day. 
Does  his  Creator's  power  msplay. 
And  publishes  to  every  land. 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand.  Addison,  Ode, 

What  inyolution !  what  extent !  what  swarms 

Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  earth !  immensely  great ! 

Immensely  distant  from  each  other's  spheres ; 

What  then,  the  wood'rous  space  thro'  which  they  roll  ? 

At  once  it  quite  ingulphs  all  human  thought ; 

Tis  comprehension's  absolute  defeat.  Toum$. 

Oh,  thou  beautiful 
And  unimaginable  ether !  and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  increased 
And  still-increasing  lights !  what  are  ye  ?  what 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I  haye  seen 
The  leayes  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  P 
Is  your  course  measur'd  for  ye  P    Or  do  ye 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  reyelry 
Through  an  aerial  uniyerse  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  mj  soid  aches  to  think. 
Intoxicated  with  etermty  P  Byron,  Coin,  ii.  1. 


Come  one,  come  all— this  rock  shall  fly 

From  its  firm  base  as  soon  as  I.  Scoit,  Lady  of  the  Lahe,  v.  10. 


Our  plenteous  streams  a  yarious  race  sujpply. 

The  bright-eyed  perch,  with  fins  of  Tynan  dye  ; 

The  silyer  eel,  in  shining  volumes  roll  d ; 

The  yeUow  carp,  in  scales  bedropt  with  gold ; 

Swift  trouts,  diversified  with  cnmson  stains. 

And  pikes,  the  tyrants  of  the  watery  plains.  Bojpe,  W.  FovcmL 
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TLkB. 

Who  forthwith  from  the  glittering  staff  anfarl'd 

Th'  imperial  ensign,  which  full  high  advanc'd 

Shone  like  a  meteor  streaming  to  me  wind.  Milton,  P.  Z.  1.535. 

The  meteor  flag  of  Enghmd 
Shall  jet  terrific  ham» 
Till  danger's  troubled  night  depart. 

And  the  star  of  peace  return.  Campbell,  Mariners  ofSngland, 
7lATnSBJS&'--¥LkTrEBY'-88e  Goartship. 
By  Heav'n  I  cannot  flatter :  I  do  defy 
Tne  tongnes  of  soothers ;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  lore,  hath  no  man  than  yourself ; 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord.  Sh.  H.  /r.ljr.l. 

Do  not  think  I  flatter. 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  spirits. 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee  P  Should  the  poor  be  flatter'd  P 

Sh,  Ham.  rii.  2. 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul.  Sh,  Ham.  iii.  4. 

Oh,  that  men's  cars  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery !        Sh.  Tim,  ofAth.  i.  2. 

Ho  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident ; 

Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.  Sh.  Coriol,  in.  1. 

No  vizor  does  become  black  villany 

So  well  as  soft  and  tender  flattery.  Sh.  Perie.  iv.  4. 

When  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  says  he  does,  being  then  most  flatter'd.    Sh.  Jul.  C.  ii.  1. 

Self-love  never  yet  could  look  on  truth. 
But  with  blear'd  beams  ;  slick  flattery  and  she 
Are  twin-bom  sisters,  and  so  mix  their  eyes, 
That  if  you  sever  one,  the  other  dies;  Sen  Joneon, 

Of  all  wild  beasts  preserve  me  from  a  tyrant ; 

Of  all  tame — a  flatterer.  Ben  Jbnson,  Sejanue. 

*Tis  the  fate  of  princes,  that  no  knowledge 

Comes  pure  to  them ;  but,  passing  through  the  eyes 

And  ears  of  other  men,  it  takes  a  tincture 

Prom  every  channel,  and  still  bears  a  relish 

Of  flattery,  or  private  ends.  Denham,  Sophy. 

No  flattery,  boy !  an  honest  man  can't  live  by't; 

It  is  a  little  sneaking  art,  which  knaves 

Use  to  cajole  and  soflen  fools  withal. 

If  thou  hast  flattery  in  thy  nature,  out  with't. 

Or  send  it  to  a  court,  for  there  'twill  thrive !  Ottoay. 
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His  fieiy  temper  brooks  not  opposition. 
And  must  be  met  with  soft  and  snpple  arts. 
With  cronching  courtesy,  and  honey'd  words, 
Such  as  assuage  the  fierce,  and  bend  the  strong. 

Bove,  Lady  Jane  Grey,  i.  1. 

By  nature  great,  are  conscious  of  their  greatness. 

And  hold  it  mean  to  borrow  aught  from  flattery  .i^.i^otr.  Con.  1. 1. 

O  flatt'ry ! 
How  soon  thy  smooth  insinuating  oil 
Supples  the  toughest  fooL  Fenton,  Mariamne. 

£ut  flAttery  neyer  seems  absurd ; 

The  flatter  d  always  takes  your  word. 

Impossibilities  seem  just. 

They  take  the  strongest  praise  on  trust ; 

Hyperboles,  tho'  ne'er  so  sreat. 

Will  stiU  come  short  of  self-conccit.  Gay,  Fable  18. 

The  firmest  nurpose  of  a  woman's  heart 

To  well-tim'a  artful  flatt'ry  may  yield.  Lillo,  Elmerick, 

All-potent  flattery,  uniyersal  lord ! 

Benled,  yet  courted  ;  censured,  yet  adored ! 

How  thy  strong  spell  each  human  bosom  draws, 

G^e  yery  echo  to  our  self-applause  !  Fope, 

'Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  schools. 

That  flattery's  the  food  of  fools. 

Yet,  now  and  then,  your  men  of  wit 

Will  condescend  to  take  a  bit.     Swifts  Cadenus  and  Vanessa. 

Of  folly,  yice,  disease,  men  proud  we  see ; 

And,  stranger  still,  of  blockheads'  flattery ; 

Whose  praise  defames  ;  as  if  a  fool  shomd  mean. 

By  spitting  on  your  face,  to  make  it  clean.  Young,  L.  ofF.  1. 

Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,  he  swallow 'd  what  came. 
And  the  pufi*  of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fame ; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease. 
Who  pepper'd  the  highest  was  surest  to  please* 

Goldsmith,  BetaUation. 
He  who  can  listen  pleased  to  such  applause. 
Buys  at  a  dearer  rate  than  I  dare  purchase.  Mallet. 

Who  flatters  is  of  all  mankind  the  lowest, 

Saye  he  who  courts  the  flattery.    Hannah  More,  Deniel,  iii. 

I  would  giye  worlds,  could  I  belieye 

One  half  that  is  profess'd  me  ; 

AflTection  !  coula  I  think  it  thee. 

When  flattery  has  caress'd  me.  X.  E.  London. 
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FLIGHT— «iv  Battte,  Fighting. 

And  when  the  fight  becomes  a  chase. 

Those  win  the  day  that  win  the  race ; 

And  that  which  would  not  pass  in  fights. 

Has  done  the  feats  with  easy  flights.  Butler,  Had,  in.  iii.  291. 
FLIBTATIOV— M0  Fiekleasss. 

The  trifling  of  bis  faronrs. 

Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blood  ; 

A  yiolet  in  the  youth  of  pnmy  nature. 

Forward,  n6t  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 

The  perfiune  and  suppliance  of  a  minute ; 

^o  more.  8h.  Ham,  xrr.  3. 

How  Happy  could  I  be  with  either. 

Were  t'other  dear  charmer  away  I 

But,  while  ye  thus  tease  me  together. 

To  neither  a  word  will  I  say.        Gay,  Beggar^ s  Opera,  ri.  2. 

Never  wedding,  ever  wooing. 
Still  a  love-lorn  heart  pursuing. 
Head  you  not  the  wrong  you're  do?ng. 
In  my  cheek's  pale  hue  r 
All  my  life  with  sorrow  strewing. 

Wed,  or  cease  to  woo.  Campbell,  Maid's  Bemonstranee. 

FLOQOIKG. 

0  ye  that  teach  the  ingenuous  youth  of  nations — 
Holland,  France,  England,  Germany,  or  Spain — 

1  pray  ye  flog  them  upon  all  occasions, 

It  menos  their  morals— never  mind  the  pain.  Byron,D,J,  ii.l. 

FLOODS. 

Towns,  forests,  herds,  and  men,  promiscuous  drowned. 
With  one  great  death  deform  the  dreary  ground.  Prior, 

TLOWEBS. 
Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell : 
It  fell  upon  a  little  western  flower,— 
Before,  milk-white ;  now  purple  with  love*s  wound, — 
And  maidens  call  it  love-in-ioleness. 
Fetch  me  that  flower ;  the  herb  I  shew'd  thee  once  ; 
The  juice  of  it  on  sleeping  eye-lids  laid. 
Will  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 
Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  sees.       8h.  Mid,  N,  ii.  1. 

I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows. 

Where  os-lips  and  the  nodding  violet  grows ; 

Quite  over-canopied  with  luscious  woodbine. 

With  sweet  musk-roses,  and  with  eglantine.  Sk,  Mid,  N,  ii.2. 


' 
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IL0WEB8 — continued. 
Gems  of  the  changing^  auhnon,  how  beautiful  ye  are  ! 
Shiiiijig  from  your  flossy  stems  like  many  a  ffolden  star  ; 
Peeping  throQgli  the  long  eraes,  smiling  on  tne  down, 
Xiffhtaiu'  up  the  dusky  baiuc,  just  where  the  sun  goes  down  ; 
Y^ow  flowers  of  autumn,  how  beautiful  ye  are ! 
Shining  from  your  glossy  stems  like  many  a  golden  star. 

Campbell. 
Thanks  to  the  human  heart,  by  which  we  lire, 
Thanks  to  its  tenderness,  its  joys  and  fears. 
To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  giro 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 

Wordswortn^  ImU.  qf  Immorialily,  11. 
Oh !  what  tender  thoughts  l[>eneath 
Those  silent  flowers  are  lying. 
Hid  within  the  mystic  wreaui 
My  lore  hath  kiss'd  in  tying.  Moore, 

In  Eastern  lands  they  talk  in  flowers. 

And  they  tell  in  a  garland  their  loves  and  cares  ; 

Each  blossom  that  blooms  in  their  garden  bowers. 

On  its  leaves  a  mystic  language  bears.  J,  (7.  Pereival. 

In  everY  flower  Ihat  blooms  around. 

Some  pleasing  emblem  we  may  imee ; 

Young  lore  is  in  the  myrtle  found. 

And  memory  in  the  pansy's  grace. 

Peace  in  the  oliye-branch  we  see, 

Hope  in  the  half-shut  iris  glows. 

In  the  bright  laurel  victory ! 

And  lovely  woman  in  the  rose.  JFrom  Chazei,  MS, 

FOE — eee  Snamy,  Friends. 
Alike  reserved  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 
A  timorous  foe  and  a  suspicious  friend.  Pope,  to  Arhuih.  206. 

Curst  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe'er  it  flow. 

That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe.  Ib.Prol,Sat.2S>Z. 

He  makes  no  friend  who  never  mode  a  foe.  Tennyson,  Elaine, 

F0U.T— FOOLS. 

This  fellow's  wise  enough  to  play  the  fool. 

And  to  do  that  well  draves  a  kind  of  wit.       Sh,  T*  Ni.  iii.  1. 

Either  thou  art  most  ignorant  by  age. 

Or  thou  wert  bom  a  fool.  Sh,  WinU  T,  ii.  1, 

In  his  brain — 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder-biscuit 
After  a  voyage — ^he  hath  strange  places  cramm'd 
With  observation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms.  Sh,  As  Y.  X.  ii.  7« 


2M  70LLY,  FOOLS — ^FOP. 

FOLLT,  rwaiM-^eonUnutd. 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  tiiis  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart. 
And  leave  eighteen.  8k.  Cymb.  ii.  1. 

She  was  a  wight, — if  ever  snch  wi^ht  were, — 

To  suckle  fools  and  chronicle  smalf  beer.  Sh,  0th.  ii.  1. 

Every  inch  that  is  not  fool  is  rogue.         Jhyden,  AL  ii.  413. 

The  fool  of  nature  stood  with  stupid  eyes 

And  gaping  mouth,  that  testified  surprise.  lb.  Cy.  S^  Jph.  107. 

Folly,  as  it  grows  in  years. 

The  more  extravagant  appears.  Butler. 

Whether  the  charmer  sinner  it,  or  saint  it. 

If  folly  grow  romantic,  I  must  paint  it.      Pope,  M.  E.  ii.  15. 

JNTo  creature  smarts  so  little  as  a  fool.  Pope.  Ep.  to  Arbu.  84. 

19'othinj;  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 

A  fool  m  fashion,  save  a  fool  that's  out ; 

His  passion  for  absurdity  's  so  strong. 

He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong*  rb«ii^,  X.  qfF.  I  v.  105. 

Men  may  live  fools,  butlfools  they  cannot  die. 76.2^.  21  ZT.84d. 

'Tis  hard  if  all  is  false  that  I  advance, 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  right  by  cbsiice.Cottper,Conv.95. 

A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask. 

An  oracle  within  an  empty  cask  ; 

He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 

Owes  all  its  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 

His  wit  invites  you  hj  his  looks  to  come. 

But  when  you  knock  it  never  is  at  home.      Cotcper,  Convers. 

FOOLHAEDIirESS. 

When  valour  preys  on  reason, 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.  Sh.  Ant.  Cleop,  ni.  2. 

IfCiP—tee  CfoxoomV,  Sandy. 
Mature  made  every  fop  to  plague  his  brother. 
Just  as  one  beauty  mortifies  another.  Pope, 

Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray. 

As  shallow  streams  run  dimpling  all  the  way.  lb.  toArbu.  31^ 

JNTo  place  so  sacred  from  such  fops  is  barr'd, 

JNTor  is  Paul's  church  more  safe  than  Paul's  church-yard : 

Nay,  fly  to  altars ;  there  thevTl  talk  you  dead ; 

For  fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.   Pope,  E.  C.  623. 


\  ^ 
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TOBBBABAVGS. 

Be  to  her  Tirtaes  Terr  kind ; 

Be  to  her  faults  a  little  blind. 

Let  all  her  ways  be  nnconfin'd* 

And  clap  your  padlock  on  her  mind.  Prior,  Englith  Padlock* 

The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
Will  find  occasion  to  foroear ; 
And  something,  every  day  they  live, 

To  pity,  and  perhaps  forgive.     Cowjper,  Mutual  Forbearance, 
WBXHL 
E'en  Hercules  himself  must  jield  to  odds ; 
And  many  strokes,  though  with  a  little  axe. 
Hew  down»  and  fell  the  hardest  timber'd  oak.  8h.R,  r/.3,ii.l. 

Who  overcomes 

By  force,  hath  overcome  but  half  his  foe.  Milton,  P. L.  i.  648. 
MBS8I0HT— «M  Futnxity. 

'Tis  the  sunset  of  life  gives  me  mvstical  lore, 

And  coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before. 

Camphellj  LochieVs  Warning, 

TOBGZIFinJnESS. 

Like  a  dull  actor  now, 

I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out, 

£?eii  to  a  full  disgrace*  Sh.  Cor,  v.  3. 

TOBOIVEHSSS— M»  Marej. 

'Tis  the  chirureeon's  praise,  and  height  of  art. 

Not  to  cut  off  out  cure  the  vicious  part.    Serrick,  ApL  140. 

Let  us  no  more  contend,  nor  blame 
Each  other,  blam'd  enough  elsewhere,  but  strive 
In  offices  of  love,  how  we  may  lighten 
Eadi  other's  burden,  in  our  share  of  woe.  Milion,P,L.  x.  958. 

Great  souls  forgive  not  injuries  till  time 
Has  put  their  enemies  into  their  power. 
That  they  may  show  forgiveness  is  i^eiTOwn,Dryden,D.  Guise, 

Forgiveness  to  the  injured  does  belong ; 

But  they  ne'er  pardon  who  have  done  the  wrong. 

Drvden,  Cong,  of  Gren,  iL  I.  2. 
Thy  narrow  soul 
Enows  not  the  god-like  glory  of  forgiving : 
Kor  can  thy  cold,  thy  ruthless  heart  conceive 
How  lar-^e  the  pow'r,  how  fix'd  the  empire  is, 
Which  benefits  confer  on  generous  minds.  Botce,  Lady  J.  Grey 

Young  men  soon  give,  and  soon  forget  afironts  : 

Old  age  is  slow  in  both.  Addison,  Calo, 
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Qood  nature  and  good  sense  mnst  erer  join ; 

To  err  is  human,  to  forgire  divine.  Pope^  E.  C,  ir.  525. 

'Tis  easier  for  the  generous  to  forgire, 

Than  for  ofienoe  to  ask  it.  Tkom$on,  Edvu  S^ Elton. 

They  who  forgire  most  shall  be  most  forgiren.  Bailey ^  Festus. 

If  I  do  wrong,  forgire  me  or  I  die ; 

And  thou  wilt  then  be  wretchedor  than  I ;— « 

The  unforgiving  than  the  unforgircn.  Bailey,  Eestue. 

70BKALITY— M0  Quakers. 
There  are  a  sort  of  men,  whose  visages 
Do  cream  and  mantle,  like  a  standing  pond ; 
And  do  a  wilful  stillness  entertain, 
With  purpose  to  be  drest  in  an  opinion 
Of  wisdom,  gravity,  profound  conceit ; 
As  who  shomd  say,  I  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And,  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark !  Sk,  M.  qf  V.  i.  1. 

Oh,  I  see  thee  old  and  formal,  fitted  to  thy  petty  part. 
With  a  little  hoard  of  maxims  preaching  down  a  daughter's 
heart  I  2V»iiw«(m,  Loehslee  Hall. 

F0B8AKE. 
Do  not  forsake  yourself,  for  they  that  do. 
Offend  and  teach  the  world  to  leave  them  too.  Pope, 

70BT1TUDE— «M  Courage,  Daring. 
Tis  true  fortitude  to  stand  firm  against 
All  shocks  of  fate,  when  cowards  faint  and  die 
In  fear  to  suffer  more  calamity.  Massinger, 

Who  fights 
With  passions  and  overcomes,  that  man  is  arm'd 
With  the  best  virtue,— passive  fortitude.     25.  Very  Woman, 

Fortitude  is  not  the  appetite 

Of  formidable  things,  nor  inconsult 

£ashness ;  but  virtue  fighting  for  a  truth ; 

Derived  from  knowledge  of  distinguishing 

Grood  or  bad  causes.  .  Nabbee,  Covent  Garden. 

Brave  spirits  are  a  balsam  to  themselyes  : 

There  is  a  nobleness  of  mind,  that  heals 

Wounds  beyond  salves.  CarUeriyki,  Lady  ErranL 

With  such  unshaken  temper  of  the  soul. 

To  bear  the  swelling  tide  of  prosp'rous  fortune. 

Is  to  deserve  that  fortune :  in  adversity 

The  mind  grows  rouffh  by  buffeting  tempests ; 

But,  in  success  dissolving,  sinks  to  case. 

And  loses  all  her  firmness.  Baw$. 
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jniJKflTUDS— MffftMifftf. 
Trae  foititade  is  seen  in  great  exploit«< 
That  justice  warrants,  and  that  wisdom  guides  ; 
All  eue  is  tow'ring  frenzj  and  distraction.         Addison,  Cato. 

The  human  race  are  sons  of  sorrow  bom ; 

And  each  must  hare  his  portion.    Yulgar  minds 

Sefuse,  or  crouch  beneath  their  load ;  the  brave 

Bear  theirs  without  repining.  Mallet, 

Sink  not  beneath  imaginary  sorrows, 

Call  to  your  aid  tout  courage  and  your  wisdom  ; 

Think  on  the  sudden  change  of  human  scenes ; 

Hunk  on  the  rarious  accidents  of  war ; 

Think  on  the  mighty  power  of  awful  virtue ; 

Think  on  the  Proyiaence  that  guards  the  good.  Dr.  Johnson, 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 

Of  life  and  sufferance  make  its  firm  abode 

In  bare  and  desolated  bosoms  :  mute 

l^e  camel  labours  with  the  heaviest  load, 

And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence :  not  bestow'd 

In  vain  should  such  example  be ;  if  they. 

Things  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood. 

Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 

May  temper  it  to  bear — ^it  is  but  for  a  dfij.Bj/ron,C,H'.iY,2l, 

A  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears. 

And  tenderness,  and  infancy ;  but  now 

She  stood  as  one  who  champion'd  human  fears : — 

Pale,  statue-like,  and  stem,  she  woo'd  the  blow. 

Byron,  JD.  J,  iv.  43. 
"Tis  easiest  dealing  with  the  firmest  mind 
More  just  when  it  resists,  and,  when  it  yields,  more  kind. 

Crabhe. 
Gird  your  hearts  with  silent  fortitude, 
Suffering  yet  hoping  all  things.  Mrs,  Hemans, 

There  is  strength 
Deep  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  we  reck 
But  little  till  the  shafts  of  heaven  have  pierc'd 
Its  franle  dwelling.    Must  not  earth  be  rent 
Before  ner  gems  are  found  ?  Mn,  Hemans, 

T0BTUVB— M0  Seeision,  Xisfintime,  Promptitade,  Unfortunate. 

This  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  all  instance,  aU  discourse. 
That  I  am  ready  to  distrust  mine  eyes, 
And  wranffle  with  my  reason,  that  persuades  me 
To  any  other  trust.  Sh.  T.  NL  zv.3. 


20S  FOBTUK£. 
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When  fortune  means  to  men  most  good, 
She  looks  npon  them  with  a  threat 'ning  ejQ.Sh,K^uhnt  ui*  4 

Will  fortune  never  come  with  1>oth  hands  full. 

But  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters  F 

She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  food,— 

Such  are  the  poor  in  health ;  or  else  a  feast, 

And  taJces  away  the  stomach, — such  the  rich. 

That  have  abundance,  and  enjoj  it  not.   Sh.  Hen,  ir,  2,  iv.  4. 

Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back, 
To  bear  her  burden,  whether  I  will,  or  no, 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load     8k,  Bic,  lu,  ni.  7. 

Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing.      Sh.  Jul,  C  ni.  2. 

Bless'd  are  those 
Whose  blood  and  judfpnent  are  so  well  commingled. 
That  thev  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger. 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please.  Sh.  Sam.  m.  2. 

Fortune  still  must  be  with  ill  maintain'd. 

Which  at  the  first  with  any  ill  is  gain'd.  Lord  Brooke,  Alakam, 

The  old  Scythians 
Painted  blind  fortune's  powerful  hands  with  wings. 
To  show  her  gifts  come  swift  and  suddenlv. 
Which,  if  her  favourite  be  not  swifl  to  taxe 
He  loses  them  for  ever.  Chapman,  Bussy  D'Amhoie, 

Fortune  the  great  commandress  of  the  world, 

Hath  divers  ways  t*  enrich  her  followers : 

To  some  she  honour  give  without  deserving ; 

To  other  some,  deserving  without  honour ; 

Some,  wit — some,  wealth— and  some,  wit  without  wealth ; 

Some,  wealth  without  wit — some,  nor  wit  nor  wealth. 

Chapman,  All  JFoole. 

Who  would  trust  slipp'ry  chance  P — ^Ihcy  that  would  make 

Themselves  her  spou,  and  foolishly  forget 

When  she  doth  fiatter,  that  she  comes  to  prey. 

Fortune,  thou  hadst  no  deity,  if  men 

Had  wisdom ;  we  have  placed  thee  high. 

By  fond  belief  in  thy  felicity.  Ben  Jonson,  Sefanue* 

Let  not  one  look  of  fortune  cast  you  down ; 

She  were  not  fortune,  if  she  did  not  frown  : 

Such  as  do  braveliest  bear  her  scorns  awhile. 

Are  those  on  whom  at  last  she  most  will  smile.  0rrerjfM9m.  T, 
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YOBTUVE— mmIwiiimL 
I  am  not  in  fortune's  power, 
He  that's  down  can  sink  no  lower.  Sutler,  Htid,  iii. 

His  only  solace  was,  that  now 

His  do^-bolt  fortune  was  so  low, 

That  either  it  must  quickly  end 

Or  torn  about  again,  and  mend.  BiUler,  Sud.  n.  i.  39. 

Were  she  a  common  mistress,  kind  to  all. 

Her  work  would  cease,  and  half  the  world  grow  idle. 

Otwajf,  Orph. 
Fate's  dark  recesses  we  can  never  find. 
But  fortune  at  some  hours  to  all  is  kind ; 
The  lucky  hare  whole  days  which  still  they  choose, 
Th'  unlucky  have  but  hours,  and  those  they  lose.       Dryden. 

Pleasure  has  been  the  business  of  my  life. 

And  eyeiT  change  of  fortune  easy  to  mo, 

Because  1  still  was  easy  to  myseu.     Dryden,  Don  Sebastian. 

Let  fortune  empty  her  whole  quiver  on  me, 

I  have  a  soul  that,  like  an  ample  shield. 

Can  take  in  all,  and  verge  enough  for  more.  Dryden^Don  Sehas, 

Heav'n  has  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late. 

Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  fate ; 

Whose  motions,  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  skill 

(For  human  good  depends  on  human  will), 

Our  fortune  rolls  as  from  a  smooth  descent. 

And  from  tiie  first  impression  takes  its  bent ; 

But  if  unseized,  she  glides  away  like  wind. 

And  leaves  repenting  folly  far  behind.  Dryden. 

Fortune  came  smiling  to  my  youth,  and  woo'd  it. 

And  purpled  greatness  met  my  ripened  yeKn.DnfdenjA.fir  2^ 

Good  unexpected,  evil  unforeseen, 

Appear  by  turns,  as  fortune  shifts  the  scene ; 

Some,  rais'd  aloft,  come  tumbling  down  amain. 

And  fall  so  hard,  they  bound  andiise  again.  Lord  Lansdowne. 

Fortune,  men  say,  doth  give  too  much  to  many. 

And  yet  she  never  gave  enough  to  any. 

Martial,  xii.  10  (Sir  John  Harrington). 

Fortune  in  men  has  some  small  difierenoe  made. 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade. 

Fope,  H.  M.  iv.  196. 

Who  thinks  that  fortune  cannot  change  her  mind, 
Prepares  a  dreadful  jest  for  all  mankind. 

Fope,  To  Bethel  ii.  2. 123. 

f 
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On  liigh,  where  no  hoane  winds  nor  clouds  resorfc. 

The  hood-wink'd  goddess  keeps  her  partial  oonrt, 

Upon  a  wheel  of  amethyst  she  sits, 

Gives  and  resumes,  and  smiles  and  frowns  hj  fits : 

In  this  still  labyrinth  around  her  lie 

Spells,  philters,  globes,  and  schemes  of  palmistry  ; 

A  sigil  in  this  hand  the  gipsy  bears, 

In  t  other  a  prophetic  sieve,  and  shears.     Oartk,  Dispemarjf 

Oft,  what  seems 
A  trifle,  a  mere  nothing,  by  itself. 
In  some  nice  situations,  turns  the  scale 
Of  fate,  and  rules  the  most  important  actions. 

ThamsoHy  Tanrred. 
Look  unto  those  they  call  unfortunate. 
And  closer  view'd,  you'll  find  the^  are  unwise  : 
Some  flaw  in  their  own  conduct  lies  beneath, 
And  'tis  the  trick  of  fools  to  save  their  credit. 
Which  brought  another  language  into  use.     Young,  Bevenge. 

Alas !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings 

Are  trifling,  and  decay, 

And  those  who  prisse  the  paltry  things. 

More  trifling  stul  than  they.  Goldsmith,  Hermit,  18. 

Be  ready  for  all  changes  in  thy  fortune  ; 

Be  constant  when  they  happen ;  but  above  all. 

Mostly  distrust  good  fortune's  soothing  smile ; 

There  lurks  the  danger,  though  we  least  suspect  it !  Havard. 

To  catch  dame  fortune's  golden  smile,  assiduous  wait  upon  her ; 
And  gather  feax  by  every  wile  that's  justified  by  honour ; 
Not  tor  to  hide  it  m  a  hedge,  nor  for  a  train  attendant. 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege  of  being  independent.     BumM. 

All  our  advantages  are  those  of  fortone ; 
Birth,  health,  wealth,  beauty,  are  her  accidents ; 
And  fortune  can  take  nought  save  what  she  gives. 

Byron^  ISooFoteari, 

Fortune  is  female :  from  my  youth  her  favours 
Were  not  withheld,  the  fault  was  mine  to  hope 
Her  former  smiles  again  at  this  late  hour.   Bifron,  Doge  of  F. 

All  human  projects  are  so  faintly  fram'd. 

So  feebly  plann'd,  so  liable  to  change. 

So  mix'd  with  error  in  their  very  fornix 

Tliatmutable  and  mortal  are  the  same.  Han.  More,  Damiel^  r* 
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O !  ye,  who  bask  in  fortune's  sun. 
And  hope's  bright  garlands  wear,-- 
Yoor  blessings  from  the  god  of  love 

Let  his  poor  children  share  I  Mrs.  Hale  {Am.). 

FaBxwjJ6>TBTiTiTni— jgtf  Gipi^* 

A  hnngiy,  lean-fac'd  villain, 
A  mere  anatomy,  a  moontebank, 
A  threadbare  jnggler,  and  a  fortune-teller ; 
A  needy,  hollow-eyed,  sharp-looking  wretch* 
A  liTing  dead  man.  Sk.  Com.  Sr.  t.  1. 

She  of  the  gipsy  train 
Had  wander'd  long,  and  the  snn's  scorching  rays 
Smfarown'd  her  visage  grim,  artfid  to  view 
The  spreading  palm,  and  with  vile  cant  deceive 
The  love-sick  maid,  who  barters  all  her  store 
Por  aiiy  visions  and  fallacious  hope.  SomerviUe. 

Corse  on  your  shallow  arts,  your  lying  science ! 
TTis  thus  vou  practise  on  the  credulous  world, 
Who  think  you  wise  because  themselves  are  weak ! 

Hamuih  More,  BeUkaxzar,  u. 
IBAICnr— «M  SednstSon,  Woman. 

Why,  she  would  hang  on  him 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  ^wn 
By  what  it  fed  on :  And  ypt,  within  a  month, — 
Let  me  not  think  on't  !—j5!railty,  thy  name  is  woman ! 

Sh.  Ham.  X.  2. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 
Thoujj;h  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet. 
The  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity : 
For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds ; 
Lilies  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weeds.  8h.  Sonnet  xcir. 

When  lovely  woman  stoops  to  folly. 

And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 

What  charm  can  soothe  her  melancholy  F 

What  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away  P-* 

The  only  art  her  guilt  to  oorav 

To  hide  her  shame  from  every  eye. 

To  sive  repentance  to  her  lover. 

Ana  wring  nis  bosom— is  to  die.  Ooldemitk,  V.  qf  Wakefield,2'i. 

Weep  no  more,  lad^,  weep  no  more, 
Thy  sorrow  is  in  vain ; 
For  violets  plucked,  the  sweetest  showers 
Will  ne'er  make  grow  again.      Ferey,  Friar  qf  Orders  Grtjf. 

r  2 
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7BAVGS. 

'Tie  better  nsing  France,  tlian  trasting  France  • 
Let  OB  be  back'd  with  Grod,  and  with,  the  seas, 
Which  he  hatii  siren  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves ; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safely  lies.  8h,  Sen,  vi.  3,it.L 
nXEDOX. 
In  the  long  vista  of  the  years  to  roll, 
Let  me  not  see  my  country's  honour  fade ; 
Oh  I  let  me  see  our  land  retain  its  soul ! 
Her  pride  in  freedom,  and  not  freedom's  shade.  Xjeat$» 

Hereditary  bondsmen  I  know  ye  not, 

Who  would  be  free,  themselves  must  strike  the  blow  ? 

Byron,  Ch.  Har.  ii.  76. 
Freedom's  battle,  once  begun, 
Bequeath'd  from  bleeding  sire  to  son, 
Tho'  baffled  oft,  is  ever  won.  Byron,  Oiaour,  125. 

Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sires 

The  embers  of  their  former  fires, 

And  he,  who  in  the  strife  expires, 

Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  or  fear, 

That  tyranny  shall  quake  to  hear !  Bj/ron,  Giaour. 

They  never  fail  who  die 
In  a  great  cause :  the  block  may  soak  their  gore. 
Their  heads  may  sodden  in  the  sun ;  their  limbs 
Be  strung  to  city  ^ates  or  castle  walls ; — 
But  still  their  spirit  walks  abroad.    Though  years 
Elapse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 
Thej  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping  thoughts 
Which  overpower  all  others,  and  conduct 
The  world  at  last  to  freedom.      Byron,  Marino  Faliero,  ii.  2l 
Is  't  death  to  fall  for  freedom's  riffht  P 
He's  dead  alone  who  lacks  her  li^t !  CamphelL 

We  must  be  free  or  die,  who  speak  the  tongue 
That  Shakspere  spake ;  the  faith  and  morals  hold 
Which  Milton  held.  Wordsworth,  Sonnet  to  Liberty. 

Better  to  dwell  in  freedom's  hall. 

With  a  cold  damp  floor  and  mould'ring  wall. 

Than  bow  the  head  and  bend  the  knee 

In  the  proudest  palace  of  slaverie.  Tkoe,  Moore* 
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So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afraid,  it  seems 

To  span  Omnipotence,  and  measure  might 

That  knows  no  measure,  by  the  scanty  rule 

The  standard  of  his  own,  that  is  to  day, 

And  is  not  ere  to-morrow's  sun  go  down.  Cowper,Taeh,  Yi.211t 
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nsE  wnx. 

God  made  thee  perfect,  not  imnmtable ; 

And  good  he  made  thee,  but  to  penevere 

He  left  it  in  thy  pow'r ;  ordain^  thy  will 

By  nature  free,  not  orer-rol'd  by  fate 

Inextricable,  or  strict  necessity. 

Our  Tolnntary  service  He  requires, 

Not  our  necessitated.  Milton,  P.  L.  y.  524. 

Hear'n  made  us  agents  free  to  good  or  ill, 

And  forced  it  not,  though  he  foresaw  tiie  will ; 

Freedom  was  first  bestowed  on  human  race. 

And  prescience  only  held  the  second  place.  Dry  den. 


The  Frenchman,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk, 
Gire  him  his  lass,  his  fiddle,  and  his  frisk. 
Is  always  happy,  reign  whoever  may. 
And  laughs  tne  sense  of  mis'ry  far  away.  Cowper,  T.  T.  233. 
TBIEHDIiESS— M0  Deserted. 
Ah,  when  the  means  are  gone  that  buy  this  praise. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  tJiis  praise  is  made : 
Feast-won,  fast-lost ;  one  doud  of  winter  showers, 
These  flies  are  couched.  Sh.  Tim.  ofAth.  ii.  2. 

Hif  en  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun.  Ibid.  i.  2. 

FBISHD8— FBISHDflHIP— M0  Faailiaiity. 
Friendship  is  constant  in  all  other  things. 
Save  in  the  office  and  afiairs  of  love : 
Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love  use  their  own  tongues ; 
Let  every  eye  negociate  for  itself, 
And  trust  no  agent :  for  beauty  is  a  witch, 
Against  whose  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood.  Sh.  Ji£*A»  ii.l. 

In  companions 
That  do  converse  and  waste  the  time  together. 
Whose  souls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love. 
There  needs  must  be  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  spirit.   8h.  M,  of  Ten.  in.4. 

I  count  myself  in  nothing  else  so  ha^py, 

As  in  a  soul  rememb'ring  my  goodfnends.   Sh,  Bich.  ii.  ii.  3. 

We  still  have  slept  together, 
Eose  at  an  instant,  leam'd,  play'd,  eat  together ; 
And  wheresoever  we  went,  luce  Juno's  swans, 
StiU  we  went  coupled,  and  inseparable.       8k,  As  Y.  L.  i.  3. 

Call  you  that  backing  of  your  friends  ? 

A  plague  upon  such  backmg !  8k.  Hen.  jr.  1.  ii*  ^ 


214  PIUXKDB — ^FBIEHSSHIP. 

FBIEHD8— FEus^ilBiur  -^emtintted 
The  amity  that  wisdom  knits  not,  folly  may  easily  ontie. 

8k.  Trail,  ii.  3. 

We  make  onrselres  fools,  to  disport  onrselres  ; 

And  spend  oar  flatteries,  to  drink  those  men, 

Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  np  again, 

With  poisonous  spite,  and  envy.  8h.  T^mon,  i.  2. 

I  hare  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness. 

And  show  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  hare  : 

You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand« 

Over  your  firiend  that  loves  you.  Sk.  Jul.  C.i.2. 

Give  him  all  kindness :  I  had  rather  have 

Such  men  my  finends,  than  enemies.  Sk.  Jul.  C.  v.  4 

Those  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried* 

Chrapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel ; 

But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 

Of  each  new  hatch  d  unfledged  comrade.  8h.  Ham,  i.  3. 

So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you  : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.  8h.  Ham.  i.  5. 

The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flies. 

The  poor  advanced,  makes  friends  of  enemies. 

And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend; 

For  who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a  Mend ; 

And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  tiy, 

Directly  seasons  him  an  enemy.  Sh.  Ham.  in.  2. 

True  happiness 
Consists  not  in  the  multitude  of  friends. 
But  in  their  worth  and  choice.  Ben  Jbnson,  Cynikia. 

O  summer  friendship. 
Whose  flattering  leaves,  that  shadow'd  us  in 
Our  prosperity,  with  the  least  gust  drop  off 
In  th  autumn  of  adversity !        MMsinger,  Maid  of  Honour. 

That  friendship's  rais'd  on  sand. 

Which  every  sudden  gust  of  discontent. 

Or  flowing  of  our  passions,  can  change 

As  if  it  ne  er  had  been.  Mtunnger, 

But  a  few  friendships  wear,  and  let  them  be 

By  nature  and  by  fortune  fit  for  thee.  Martial;ji.  47  {CowUg). 
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mXHBS— 7BIXRB8HIP— MiilMMeril 

This  honest  friend,  that  yon  so  mnch  admire, 

No  better  is  than  a  mere  trencher  sqnire, 

He  lores  not  yon,  bnt  sahnon,  tnii^ey,  cHne  : 

Yoor  friend  a  better  dinner  will  make  mine.  lb.  x.  14.  (Ha^,) 

Friendship's  an  abstract  of  lore's  noble  flame, 

'Tis  lore  refin'd,  and  pureed  from  all  its  dross, 

Tis  next  to  angel's  lore,  if  not  the  same. 

As  strong  in  passion  is,  though  not  so  gross.  Catk .  PkilipM,  Fr*d. 

Thick  waters  show  no  images  of  things  ; 

Friends  are  each  other's  mirrors,  and  shonld  be 

dearer  than  crystal,  or  the  mountain-springs. 

And  free  from  clouds,  design,  or  flattery. 

For  Yulgar  souls  no  part  of  friendshin  share ; 

Poets  and  friends  are  bom  to  what  tiiey  are.         Ih,  Friend, 

Such  is  the  use  and  noble  end  of  friendship. 

To  bear  a  part  in  ereiy  storm  of  fate. 

And,  by  dividing,  make  the  lighter  weif^t.lliggont.  Gen,  Conq, 

Friendship's  the  privilege 
Of  private  men ;  for  wretched  greatness  knows 
No  olessing  so  substantial.  i^.  Tate,  Loy,  General. 

He  ought  not  to  pretend  to  friendship's  name, 

Who  reckons  not  himself  and  friend  the  same.  Tuke,  Advent, 

Friendship  above  all  ties  does  bind  the  heart. 

And  faith  m  friendship  is  the  noblest  part.  Ld,  Orrery,  Sen,  r« 

The  friendships  of  the  world  are  oft 
Confed'racies  in  vice,  or  leagues  in  pleasure.   Addison,  Caio, 

Great  souls  by  instinct  to  each  other  turn, 

Demand  alliance,  and  in  friendship  bum.  Ih,  Campaitjn, 

Who  can  compare  love's  mean  and  gross  desire 

To  the  chaste  zeal  of  friendship's  fire  ? 

Love  is  a  sudden  blaze,  which  soon  decays ; 

Friendship  is  like  the  sun's  eternal  rays : 

Not  daily  benefits  exhaust  the  flame ; 

It  still  is  giving,  and  still  bums  the  same.  Gay, 

Who  friendship  with  a  knave  hath  made 

Is  judg'd  a  partner  in  the  trade.  Gay^  FahU  23. 

Friendship,  like  love,  is  but  a  name. 
Unless  to  one  you  stmt  the  flame. 
.  The  child,  whom  many  futhers  share, 
Haih  seldom  known  a  father's  care. 
Tis  thus  in  friendships ;  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend.  Gay^  Fable  60. 
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FiiLKKDS— nUKH  D8EIP — wntxnued, 
'Tb  thus  that  on  the  choice  of  friends. 
Our  good  or  evil  name  depends.  Gay,  Fcible  23* 

You'll  find  the  friendship  of  the  world  a  show  I 

Mere  outward  show  I     'Tis  like  the  harlot's  tears, 

The  statesman's  promise,  or  false  patriot's  zeal, 

Fall  of  fair  seeming,  but  delusion  all.  Savage^  Sir  T.  Overhury. 

A  generous  friendship  no  cold  medium  knows, 

Bums  with  one  lore,  with  one  resentment  glows  ; 

One  should  our  interests  and  our  passions  be, 

Mj  friend  must  hate  the  man  that  injures  mc.Pop«,2/.ix.725. 

Friendship,  mysterious  cement  of  the  soul. 

Sweetener  of  me,  and  solder  of  society, 

I  owe  thee  much :  thou  hast  desenr'd  of  me 

Far,  far  beyond  what  I  can  ever  pay.  Blair,  Chave,  88. 

Friendship  is  still  accompany'd  with  Tirtne, 

And  always  lodg'd  in  great  and  gen'rous  minds.  Trapp,Abram, 

Friends  I  have  made,  whom  envy  must  commend. 
But  not  one  foe  whom  I  would  wish  a  friend. 

Churchill,  Ooftfhrence,  297. 
First  on  thy  friend  deliberate  with  thyself; 
Pause,  ponder,  sift ;  not  eager  in  the  choice, 
Kor  jealous  of  the  chosen :  fixing,  fix  ; — 
Judge  before  friendship,  then  confide  till  death.  Young. 

Hope  not  to  find 
A  friend,  but  he  who's  found  a  friend  in  thee  ; 
All  like  the  purchase,  few  the  j)rice  will  pay ; 
And  this  makes  friends  such  miracles  below.       Young,  jy.  T. 

Beproach,  or  mute  disgust,  is  the  reward 

Of  candid  friendship,  that  disdains  to  hide 

Unpalatable  truth.  Smollett, 

And  what  is  friendship  but  a  name, 

A  charm  that  lulls  to  sleep, 

A  shade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 

And  leayes  the  wretch  to  weep.  Goldsmitht  Hermit^  19« 

He  cast  off  his  friends,  as  a  huntsman  his  nack, 
For  he  knew,  when  he  pleased,  he  could  wnistle  them  back. 

Ooldsmith,  JRetaliation. 
I  hare  too  deeply  read  mankind 
To  be  amus'd  with  friendship ;  'tis  a  name 
Invented  merely  to  betray  credulity : 
'Tis  intercourse' of  interest — not  of  souls,     ffavard,  Segulus. 
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I  will  take  your  friendship  up  at  use* 

And  fear  not  that  your  prbfit  shall  be  small ; 

Your  interest  shall  exceed  yoor  principal.  Tourneur,  AtkeisL 

Giro  me  th'  arow'd,  th'  erect,  the  manly  foe, 
Bold  I  can  meet— perhaps  may  torn  his  blow  ; 
Bat  of  all  plagnes,  good  Hearen,  thy  wrath  can  send, 
Sare,  saye,  oh !  saye  me  from  the  candid  Mend. 

Canning,  New  Morality^  in  Antijacobin. 

Let  no  man  gmmble  when  his  friends  fall  off. 

As  they  will  do  like  leayes  at  the  first  breeze  : 

When  your  affairs  come  ronnd,  one  way  or  t'other. 

Go  to  tne  coffee-house,  and  take  another.  Bj^ron,  D.  J.  xiv.iS. 

What  spectre  can  the  chamel  send. 

So  dreadful  as  an  injured  friend  1  Scott,  Bohehif,  ii.  22. 

When  tme  friends  meet  in  adyerse  hour, 

Tis  like  a  sunbeam  through  a  shower ; 

A  watery  ray  an  instant  seen, 

The  daridy  closing  clouds  between.  Sir  TFl  Scott. 

Friendship  is  no  plant  of  hasty  growth. 
Tho'  planted  in  esteem's  deep  fixed  soil. 
The  gradual  culture  of  kind  mtercourse 
Must  bring  it  to  perfection.    Jo.  BailUe,  De  Montfort,  iii.  1. 

I  take  of  worthy  men  whate'er  they  ^ye : 

Their  heart  I  gladly  take,  if  not,  tneir  hand ; 

If  that  too  is  withheld,  a  courteous  word, 

Or  the  civility  of  placid  looks.  lb.  De  Montfort,  iiL  1. 

We  that  were  friends,  yet  are  not  now. 

We  that  must  daily  meet 

With  ready  words  and  courteous  bow. 

Acquaintance  of  the  street ; 

We  must  not  scorn  the  holy  past. 

We  must  remember  still 

To  honour  feeUngs  that  outlast 

The  reason  of  the  will.  Lord  Houghton. 

lApre,  a  plant  of  fragile  form, 

Fir'd  by  ardent  suns  to  birth. 

Shrinks  before  the  whelming  storm. 

Withering,  dies  and  sinks  to  earth* 

Friendship,  like  a  noble  riyer. 

Bolls  its  stately  waters  by ; 

Tmnpest  toss'd  and  troubled  never, 

.Gliding  to  eternity.  .  .  M& 


218  7S0WK8 — ^FUTUBITI. 

FB0WK8. 

Unknit  that  threat'ning  unkind  brow, 

It  blots  thy  beoatj,  as  m>8ts  bite  the  meads.  Sh.  Tarn.  8,  v.  2. 
FBUGALITT. 

Lire  with  a  thrifty,  not  a  needy  fate ; 

Small  shots,  paid  often,  waste  a  Yast  estate,  Merrick,  Aph.  256. 
7UHSRAL. 

But  see  I  the  well-plam'd  hearse  comes  nodding  on. 

Stately  and  slow ;  and  properly  attended 

By  the  whole  sable  tribe,  tnat  painful  watch 

Tne  sick  man's  door,  and  Ure  upon  the  dead, 

By  letting  out  their  persons  by  the  hour 

To  mimic  sorrow  when  the  heart's  not  sad.  BUdr,  Grave,  I5G. 

Of  aU 
The  fools  who  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show. 
Who  car'd  about  the  corpse  ?    The  funeral 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe ; 
There  throbb*d  not  there  a  thought  which  pierc'd  the  pall. 

byron.  Visum  of  Judgment^  s. 

And  he,  whose  fustian's  so  sublimely  bad. 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  prose  run  mad.       Pope,  8aU  ProL  187. 
TUTUBITT— -fM  Fate. 
If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  time, 
And  say  which  grain  will  ^ow,  and  which  will  not ; 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear 
l^ur  favours  nor  your  hate.  Sk.  Mae,  i.  3. 

O  heayen  I  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  fate. 

And  see  the  rerolution  of  the  times 

Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent. 

Weary  of  solid  firmness,  melt  itself 

Into  tne  sea.  Sk,  Hen,  zr.  iL  iii.  1. 

O,  if  this  were  seen, 
The  happiest  youth, — viewing  his  progress  through. 
What  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensue, — 
Would  shut  "Uie  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die.  25.  ii«  in.  1. 

O,  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  come ! 
But  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  will  end, 
And  then  the  end  is  known.  8h  Jul,  C.  y.  1. 

The  dread  of  something  after  death. 

That  undiscover'd  country,  from  whose  bourn 

No  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  us  rather  Dear  those  ills  we  have. 

Than  fly  to  others,  that  we  know  not  of.         Sk,  Sam.  iii.  L 
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fUTUJUTX— dOft/Miw  d. 
We  know  what  we  are,  bat  know  not  what  we  may  be. 

Sk.  Uam,  TV.  5. 
Ask  not  bodies  doomed  to  die» 
To  what  abode  the  j  go, 
Since  knowledge  is  but  sorrow's  spy, 
It  is  not  safe  to  know.        Daoenanty  Philosopher  and  Lover, 

Sore  there  is  none  but  fears  a  future  state ; 
And  when  the  most  obd'rate  swear  they  do  not. 
Their  trembling  hearts  belie  their  boasting  tongues. 

Drifden,  Spanish  Friar. 
Dirines  but  peep  on  undiscoYer  d  worlds, 
And  draw  the  distant  landscape  as  they  please  ; 
But  who  has  e'er  retum'd  from  those  bnght  regions. 
To  tell  their  manners,  and  relate  their  laws  P  id.  2>o»  Sebasi, 

Too  carious  man !  why  dost  thou  seek  to  know 

Events,  which,  good  or  ill,  foreknown  are  woe  ? 

Th'  all-seeing  power,  that  made  thee  mortal,  gare 

Thee  ereiy  thmg  a  mortal  state  should  hare.  Drifden^ 

What  avails  it  that  indulgent  heaven 
From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come. 
If  we,  ingenious  to  torment  ourselves. 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  ? 

Armstrong,  Art  of  Pres.  Health,  4, 

Darkly  we  move,  we  press  upon  the  brink 

Hapl;^  of  viewless  worlds,  and  know  it  not : 

Yes,  it  may  be,  that  nearer  than  we  think 

Are  tiiose  whom  death  has  parted  from  our  lot !  Mrs,  Hemans, 

Let  me,  then  let  me  dream 
That  love  goes  with  us  to  the  shore  unknown ; 
So  o'er  the  burning  tear  a  heav'nly  gleam 
In  mercy  shall  be  thrown.  Mrs,  JSemans, 

Oh,  there  is  need  of  permanent  belief 

In  that  aJl  eonal  world  of  joy  to  come  ! 

Need  for  sucn  solace  to  the  restless  grief 

And  heavy  troubles  of  oar  earthly  home  1 

Else  might  our  wand'zing  reason  blindly  roam, 

And  ask,  with  all  a  heathen's  discontent, 

Why^  joy's  bright  cup  for  some  should  sparkling  foam. 

While  othersy  not  less  worthy,  still  lament. 

And  find  the  cup  of  tears  the  only  portion  sent. 

Mim.  Carolists  Norton,  Child  qfthe  Islands,  21. 
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OAIK. 

That,  sir,  which  seires  and  seeks  for  gain, 

And  follows  but  for  form. 

Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain. 

And  leaTe  thee  in  the  storm.  Sh.  JLear,  ii.  4. 

What  is  gotten  with  but  little  pain, 
As  little  grief  it  takes  to  lose  again.  Wi  Browne* 

Bartering  his  renal  wit  for  snms  of  gold, 

He  cast  himself  into  the  saint-like  mould ; 

Groan'd,  sigh'd,  and  pray'd,  while  godliness  was  gain, 

The  loudest  bagpipe  of  the  squeaking  train.  Dryden, 

OALL. 

Let  there  be  gall  enough  in  thy  ink. 
Though  thou  write  with  a  goose-pen,  no  matter. 

Sh.  T.  Night,  in.  2. 
OAXBLnrO— OAUIirO— OA1EE8TEB8. 
Play  not  for  eain,  but  sport ;  who  plays  for  more 
Than  he  can  lose  with  pleasure,  stakes  his  heart ; 
Perhaps  his  wife's  too,  and  whom  she  hath  home^Herheri,  2*. 

Some  plaj  for  gain ;  to  pass  time,  others  play 

For  nothing ;  both  do  play  the  fool,  I  say  ;— 

Nor  time  nor  coin  I'll  lose,  nor  idly  spend ; 

Who  gets  by  play,  proves  loser  in  the  end.  Heatlh  Clarastelta. 

Could  fools  to  keep  their  own  contrive. 

On  what,  on  whom  could  gamesters  thrive  P    Gay,  Fable  zii. 

Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold, 

Estates  dismember'd,  mortgaged,  sold  ! 

Their  owners  now  to  jails  confin'd. 

Show  equal  poverty  of  mind.  G^oy,  Fable  xii. 

Dice  will  run  the  contrary  way. 
As  well  is  known  to  all  who  play, 
And  cards  will  conspire  as  in  treason  ; 
And  what  with  keeping  a  hunting-box, 

Following  fox Bxiends  in  flocks. 

Burgundies,  hocks, ^Pbrom  London  Docks ; 

Stultz's  frocks, Manton  and  Nock's 

Barrels  and  locks, Shooting  blue  rocks, 

Trainers  and  jocks, ^Buskins  and  socks, 

Pugilistical  knocks, ^And  fighting  cocks. 

If  he  found  himself  short  in  funds  and  stocks, 

These  rhymes  will  furnish  the  reason.  Hood,  Miss  Kilmanseggm 
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Who  that  has  reason  and  his  smeli. 

Would  not  amonj;  roses  and  jasmines  dwell, 

Baiher  than  all  his  spirits  choke 

With  exhalations  of  dirt  and  smoke. 

And  all  th'  undeanness  which  does  drown 

In  pestilential  clouds  a  populous  town !    Cowley,  the  Garden. 

God  the  first  garden  made,  and  the  first  city,  Cain.  Ih.  Garden. 

His  gardens  next  jour  admiration  call. 

On  every  side  you  look,  behold  the  wall  2 

No  pleasing  intricacies  intervene, 

No  extful  liiildness  to  perolex  the  scene ; 

Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  allev  has  a  brother. 

And  half  the  platform  just  redects  the  other ; 

The  suffering  eye  inverted  nature  sees. 

Trees  out  to  statues,  statues  thick  as  trees  ; 

With  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play'd. 

And  there  a  summer-house  that  knows  no  shade. 

PopetM.E.  IV.  3. 

Who  loves  a  garden  loves  a  greenhouse  too.  Cowper,  T,  tii.55C. 
eABBIGK. 
If  manly  sense :  if  nature  link'd  with  art  I 
If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart ; 
If  powers  of  acting  vast  and  unconfin'd ; 
If  fewest  faults  with  greatest  beauties  join'd ; 
If  strong  expression,  and  strange  powers  which  lie 
Within  the  masic  circle  of  the  eye ; 
If  feeling  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know. 
And  which  no  face  so  well  as  his  can  show, 
Deserve  the  preference ;  Grarrick  I  take  the  chair. 
Nor  quit  it  till  thou  place  an  equal  there.  Churchill,  Sos,  1081 . 

Here  lies  David  Garrick — describe  him  who  can. 
An  abridgment  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man. 
As  an  actor,  confess'd  without  rival  to  shine  ; 
As  a  wit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  line ; 
Yet,  with  talents  like  these,  and  an  excellent  heart. 
The  man  had  his  failings— a  dupe  to  his  art. 
like  an  ill-judging  beauty,  his  colours  he  spread. 
And  beplaster'd  with  rouge  his  own  natural  red. 
On  the  stage  he  was  natural,  simple,  affecting ; 
Twas  only  that  when  he  was  off,  ne  was  acting. 

GoldemUh,  BetaUaUon,  93. 

Our  Ganick's  a  salad ;  for  in  him  we  see 

Oil,  vinegar,  sugar,  •and  saltness  agree.        Goldemith,  lb.  11. 
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Tliose  that  saye  themselyes  and  flj, 

Gro  halves,  at  least,  i'  th'  victory ; 

And  sometime,  when  the  loss  is  smaUj 

And  danger  great,  they  challenge  all ; 

Print  new  additions  to  their  feats. 

And  emendations  in  gazettes ; 

And  when,  for  fhrions  haste  to  ran, 

They  dnrst  not  stay  to  fire  a  gon. 

Have  done  't  with  bonfires,  and  at  home 

Made  squibs  and  crackers  overcome.  Butler,  Hud,  3,  in.  iSTO. 

Armies  of  fearful  hearts  will  scorn  to  yield. 

If  lions  be  their  captains  in  the  field.  Alejftt,  Crescy. 

OSNSB08IT7— M»  Benevolence,  Bovntj,  Charity. 
Thou  can'st  not  reach  the  light  that  I  shall  find ; 
A  gen'roQS  soul  is  sunshine  to  the  mind.  Mowardf  VMal  Virg, 

They  that  do 
An  act  that  does  deserve  requital. 
Pay  first  themselves  the  stock  of  such  content, 
Nature  has  given  to  every  worthy  mind.        lb.  Blind  Lady. 

The  secret  pleasure  of  a  senerous  act 
Is  the  great  mind's  great  oribe.  Brgden. 

0JUI1U8. 
Time,  place,  and  action,  may  with  pams  be  wrou^t, 
But  genius  must  be  bom,  and  never  can  be  taught. 

Dryden^  to  Congrew,  on  the  Double  Dealer. 

One  science  only  will  one  genius  fit. 

So  vast  is  art,  so  narrow  human  wit : 

Like  kings,  we  lose  the  conauests  gain'd  before. 

By  vain  ambition  still  to  maJce  them  more.  Pope,  B.  C.  i.  60. 

Genius  !  thou  gift  of  Heaven  !  thou  light  divine  ! 

Amid  what  dangers  art  thou  doom'd  to  shine. 

Oft  will  the  bock's  weakness  check  thy  force. 

Oft  damp  l^y  vigour,  and  impede  thy  course ; 

And  trembling  nerves  compel  thee  to  restrain 

Thy  nobler  efforts  to  contend  with  pain ; 

Or  want,  sad  guest  I  within  thy  presence  come,  , 

And  breathe  around  her  melancholy  gloom.  Craike* 

His^was  the  gifted  eye,  which  grace  still  touch'd 

As  if  with  seeond  nciure ;  and  nis  dreams. 

His  childish  dreams*  were  lit  by  hues  of  heaven— 

Xhoie  which  make  Genius.  Z.  B.  Laudato 
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mXLZKAV— JM  Chanoter,  lUn. 
His  Tears  an  young,  but  bis  experience  old ; 
His  nead  nnmellow'd,  bat  his  judgment  ripe ; 
And,  ixK  a  word  (for  £u*  behind  his  worth 
Come  all  the  praises  that  I  now  bestow). 
He  is  complete  in  feature,  and  in  mind. 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  gentleman.    8k.  2\oo  O.  ii.  4. 

I  do  not  think  a  biwrer  gentleman, 

More  active-Taliant,  or  more  yaliant-yoong. 

More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  ahTe, 

To  grace  this  latter  age  with  nobler  deeds.  Sh,  Mm.iv.  1,y.1. 

A  sweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, 

Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature. 

Young,  valiant,  wise,  and,  no  doubt  right  royal ; 

The  spacious  world  cannot  again  afford.        8k.  Etc,  i//.  i.  2. 

He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman ; 

And,  to  say  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him. 

To  be  a  viituous  and  well-goyem'd  youtL  8k.  Bom..  Jul.  i.  5. 

We  are  gentlemen, 
That  neither  in  our  hearts,  nor  outward  eyes, 
£nyy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  despise.       8k.  Pericles,  ii.  3. 

Nor  stand  so  much  on  your  gentility. 

Which  is  an  airy,  and  mere  borrow  d  thing. 

From  dead  men  s  dust  and  bones  ;  and  none  of  yours, 

Except  you  make,  or  hold  it.  B.  Jonsan,^.  Man  in  his  Sum. 

When  Adam  delv'd  and  Eve  span. 

Who  was  then  a  gentleman  P  Begge,  CuriaUa  Misc.  173. 

Tho'  modest,  on  his  unembarrassed  brow 

Nature  had  written — Grentleman.  Bij/ron^  D.  J.  ix.  83. 

He  had  then  the  grace,  too  rare  in  every  dime. 

Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

A  finish  d  gentleman  m>m  top  to  toe.      Bgron,  D.  J.  xix.  84. 

Whom  do  we  dub  as  gentlemen  ?    The  knave,  the  fool,  the 

brute^ 
If  they  but  own  full  tithe  of  gold,  and  wear  a  courtly  suit ! 

Eliza  Cookf  Poems. 


What  would  you  have  ?  your  gentleness  shall  force 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentleness.  8k.  As  Y.  L.  ii.7. 
O10GXAPH7. 
So  geographers,  in  Afric  maps, 
WiUi  savage  pictures  fill  their  gaps. 
And  o'er  imhabitablo  downs 
Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns.  Swift,  Poetry,  a  Eha^sodgy 
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And  in  that  rock  are  shapes  of  shells,  and  fonns 
Of  creatures  in  old  worlas,  of  nameless  worms, 
Whose  generations  lived  and  died  ere  man, 
A  worm  of  other  class,  to  crawl  began.  CrcMe, 

GHOSTS — «M  Apparition,  Bidrits. 
Avaunt !  and  quit  my  sight !  let  the  earth  hide  thee ! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold  ; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes. 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with  I  8h,  Mach.  lii.  4. 

Thou  canst  not  say,  I  did  it :  never  shake 

Thy  gory  locks  at  me.  Sh,  Mach.  ill.  4. 

What  man  dare,  I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  ragged  Eussian  bear. 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tiger. 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble.  Sh,  Mach.  m.  4. 

Angels  and  ministers  of  grace,  defend  us  ! — 

Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn'd. 

Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blasts  from  hell. 

Bo  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 

Thou  comest  in  such  questionable  shape 

That  I  will  speak  to  thee.  Sh.  Ham,  i.  4. 

Spirits  when  they  please 
Can  either  sex  assume,  or  both ;  so  soft 
And  uncQmpounded  is  their  essence  pure.  3£ilton,  P.  L.  1.423. 

Some  have  mistaken  blocks  and  posts, 

For  spectres,  apparitions,  ghosts, 

With  saucer-eyes  and  horns ;  and  some 

Have  heard  the  devil  beat  a  drum.       Butler^  JEEud,  2,  i.  129. 

He  shudder'd,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 
When  he  can't  tell  what  'tis  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd  a  single  hobgoblin's  nonentity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host's  identity. 

Byron,  D.  J',  xvi.  126, 

GIFTS. 
Wear  this  for  me  ;  one  out  of  suits  with  fortune. 
That  would  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 

Sh.  As  r.  L.  I.  2. 
She  prizes  not  such  trifles  as  these  are  : 
The  gifts  she  looks  from  me,  are  pack'd  and  lock'd 
Tip  in  my  heart ;  which  I  have  given  already. 
But  not  deliver'd.  Sh.  Wint.  T,  iv.  4. 
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Win  her  with  ^fts,  if  she  respect  not  words : 

Dumb  jewels  onen,  in  their  suent  kind. 

More  tnan  qnick  words,  do  moYe  a  wonuin's  mind. 

SA.  Two  G.  III.  1. 

To  the  noble  mind, 
Eich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind.  S&.Kam.in.l. 

Gifts  stink  from  some, 
They  are  so  long  a  coming,  and  so  hard. 
Where  any  deed  is  forc'd  the  grace  is  marr*d. 

Sen  Jotuon,  Underwoods. 
He  ne'er  consider'd  it  as  loth; 
To  look  a  gift  horse  in  the  mouth. 
And  very  wisely  would  lay  forth 
No  more  upon  it  than  'twas  worth.      JButUr,  Sud,  1,  i.  489. 

Saints  themselves  will  sometimes  be. 

Of  gifts  that  cost  them  nothing,  free.  Butler,  Hud,  1,  i.  495. 

A  man  may  be  a  legal  donor. 

Of  anything  whereof  he's  owner.  Butler,  Hud,  2,  i.  679. 

Accept  of  this  ;  and  could  I  add  beside 

What  wealth  the  rich  Peruvian  mountains  hide  ; 

If  all  the  gems  in  Eastern  rocks  were  mine. 

On  thee  alone  their  glittering  pride  should  shine.    LytteUon. 

eiPsiEs. 

Gipsies,  who  every  ill  can  cure, 

Except  the  ill  of  being  poor ; 

Who  charms  'gainst  love  and  agues  seU, 

Who  can  in  hen-roost  set  a  spell, 

Prepar'd  by  arts,  to  them  best  known. 

To  catch  all  feet  except  their  own  ; 

Who,  as  to  fortune,  can  unlock  it. 

As  easily  as  pick  a  pocket.  Churchill, 

OIBDU. 

A  narrow  compass  I  and  vet  there 

Dwelt  all  that  8  good,  and  all  that's  fair ! 

Give  me  but  what  this  ribbon  bound. 

Take  all  the  rest  the  sun  goes  round.      Waller,  On  a  Girdle. 
GLOOK. 

Where  glowing  embers  through  the  room 

Teach  light  to  counterfeit  a  gloom.  Hilton,  H  Pens.  79. 

We  talk  of  love  and  pleasure— but  'tis  all 

A  tale  of  falsehood.    Life's  made  up  of  gloom  ; 

The  fiiirest' scenes  are  clad  in  ruin's  pall. 

The  loveliest  pathway  leads  but  to  tne  tomb.  J.  G,  PereivaL 


226  OLOBT. 

When  the  moon  shone  wo  did  not  see  the  candle* 

So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  less.     8k,  M.  of  Ten,  t.  1. 

Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water, 

Which  never  ceaseth  to  enlarge  itself. 

Till,  by  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nonght.  8h.  H.  vi,  i.  2. 

Nerer  any  state 
Coold  rise,  or  stand,  without  the  thirst  of  glory 
Of  noble  works,  as  well  the  mould  as  story, 
For  else  what  governor  would  spend  his  days 
In  envious  travel  for  the  pubHo  good  P 
Who  woidd,  in  books,  search  after  dead  men's  ways  F 
Or,  in  the  war,  what  soldier  lose  his  blood  ? 

jP.  Chreville,  Lord  JBrooke,  JFbflM  and  Honour. 

GloiT,  like  glow-worms,  afar  off  shine  bright. 
But  look'd  too  near,  have  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Webster,  Duchesi  qfMalfy, 

I  make  no  haste  to  have  my  numbers  read ; 

Seldom  comes  glory  till  a  man  be  dead.       Serrich,  Ap.  115. 

Th'  extremes  of  glorv  and  of  shame. 

Like  east  and  west,  oecome  the  same, 

No  Indian  Prince  has  to  his  palace 

More  followers  than  a  thief  to  the  gallows.  Butler,Sud.2,i,27l . 

Great  conquerors  greater  glory  gain 

Bv  foes  in  triumph  led  thim  sudn ; 

Tne  laurels  that  adorn  their  brows, 

Are  pulled  from  living,  not  dead,  boughs.         lb.  1,  n.  1065. 

If  gloiT  was  a  bait  that  angels  swallow'd. 

How  then  could  souls  alloy  d  to  sense  resist  itDryden,  Auren. 

Who  pants  for  glory  finds  but  short  repose, 
A  breath  revives  him,  or  a  breath  o'ertnrows. 

Pope,  Imit.  (^  Horace^  %  I.  900. 

Of  some  for  gloir  such  the  boundless  rage, 

That  they're  the  blackest  scandal  of  their  age.  Young, Sat, vr.^^ 

To  glory  some  advance  a  Iving  claim. 

Thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fame  ; 

Their  front  supplies  what  their  ambition  lacks : 

They  know  a  tnonsand  lords,  behind  their  backs.    Ih.  iii.  87. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 

And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave. 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour. 

The  path  of  glory  leads  but  to  the  grave  !      Qray,  JElegy  ix. 
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BUXKT'-eanimyed, 
Gloiy,  the  casual  rift  of  thooglitlesB  etowda ! 
Gloiy,  the  bribe  of  araricious  virtue  I  Dr.  Johnson. 

Fame  points  the  coarse,  and  glory  loads  the  way. 

Py»,  Alfred,  in.  202. 
For  the  life  of  a  Fox,  of  a  Chatham  the  death, 
What  censure,  what  danger,  what  woe  would  I  brave  ! 
Their  lives  did  not  end  when  they  yidded  their  breath. 
Their  glory  illumines  the  gloom  of  the  grave.  Byron. 

Sound,  sound  the  clarion,  fill  the  fife. 

To  all  the  sensual  world  proclaim. 

One  crowded  hour  of  glorious  life 

Is  worth  an  age  without  a  name.    8eott,  Old  Mortality,  xxi. 

Glory  darts  her  soul-pervading  ray 
On  thrones  and  cottages,  re^jardless  still 
Of  all  the  artificial,  nice  distmctions 
Yain  human  customs  make.  Hannah  More. 

Our  glories  float  between  the  earth  and  heaven 
Like  clouds  that  seem  pavilions  of  the  sun. 
And  are  the  playthings  of  the  casual  wind.  Bulwer,  Richelieu. 
OLOW-WOBM— M»  Xoming. 
The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near. 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  unefiectual  fire.  8h.  Ham.  i.  5. 

Among  the  crooked  lanes,  on  every  hedge. 

The  glow-worm  lights  his  gem ;  and  thro'  the  dark, 

A  moving  radiance  twinkles.  Thomson,  Summer,  1650. 

OIUITOJIV — ue  Diimer,  Dising,  Oreedinass. 
He  is  a  very  valiant  trencher-man.  8h.  M.  Ado,  1. 1. 

Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates,  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankrupt  quite  the  wits. 

Sh.  L.  L.  Lost,  I.  1. 
Swinish  gluttony 
Ne'er  looks  to  Heav'n  amidst  his  gorgeous  feast. 
But  with  besotted,  base  ingratitude 
Crams,  and  blasphemes  his  feeder.  Milton^  Comus,  77G. 

'  Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine. 
The  business  of  their  lives— that  is,  to  dine.  Young,8at.  III.75. 

Beyond  the  sense 
Of  Hght  refection,  at  ike  genial  board 
Indi^se  not  often ;  nor  protract  the  feast 
To  diuL  satiety ;  till  soft  and  slow 
A  drowsy^  death  creeps  on,  th*  expansive  soul 
Oppress'xU  and  smother'd  the  celestial  fire.        Armstrong,  2 

Q  2 
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OLUTTOVT— «on<miMf. 

Some  men  are  bom  to  feast,  and  not  to  figlit ; 

Whose  sloggisli  mindsy  e'en  in  fair  honour's  field, 

Still  on  their  dinner  torn — 

Let  such  pot-boiling  varlets  stay  at  home. 

And  wield  a  fiosh-hook  rather  than  a  sword. 

Joanna  BaiUie,  BaaiL 
GOB— «M  Deity,  Omnipotonoe,  ProTldonoo. 

^e  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 

Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  sparrow.     Sh,  As  Y.  L.  ii.  3. 

Onr  Grod  and  soldier  we  alike  adore. 

When  at  the  briiJc  of  rain,  not  before ; 

After  deliY'rance  both  alike  requited, 

Our  God  forgotten,  and  our  soldiers  slighted.  Quarles. 

God  and  the  doctor  we  alike  adore. 

But  only  when  in  danger,  not  before  ; 

The  danger  o'er,  both  are  alike  requited, 

Grod  is  forgotten,  and  the  doctor  sughted.  Owen,  Bpigr, 

God,  who  oft  descends  to  visit  men 

Unseen,  and  through  their  habitation  walks 

To  mark  their  doings.  Milton,  P.  L.  zii.  59. 

God  never  made  his  work  for  man  to  mend.2>ry(^tf»,J^.xiii.95. 

All  are  but  parts  of  one  stupendous  whole. 

Whose  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  soul.  Bope,  Eis,  If,  i.  267. 

Who  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  Grod  of  all, 

A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fall. 

Atoms  on  systems  into  ruin  hurled. 

And  now  a  bubble  burst,  and  now  a  world.  Pope^  B.  M.  t.  87. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 

Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  bv  night. 

Are  out  reflections  caught  m>m  Thee : 

Where'er  we  turn,  Thy  glorieft  shine, 

And  an  things  fair  and  bright  are  thine.  Tkos.  Moore,  Songs. 

When  God  reveals  his  march  through  nature*8  night, 

His  steps  are  beauty,  and  his  presence  light.  J»  Montgomeiy. 

But  know,  whatever  good  or  ill  betides. 

The  rolling  wheel  of  Fate,  'tis  God  who  guides. 

From  the  Persian  i^Berdusi, 
That  there's  no  Grod,  John  gravely  swears. 
And  quotes,  in  proof,  his  own  affairs  ; 
For  how  should  such  an  atheist  thrive,  . 

If  there  was  any  God  alive.     Martial  West  Bev,  Ap,  18o3. 
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Immortal  gods !  I  crare  no  pelf; 
I  pray  for  no  man,  bat  myself. 
Grant  I  may  nerer  prove  so  fond  * 
To  trust  a  man  on  his  oath  or  bond ; 
Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping ; 
Or  a  dog,  that  seems  a-ueeping ; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom ; 

Or  my  fhends,  if  I  should  need  'em.  Sh,  jKnum^  i,  2. 

GOLD— «M  Apparel,  ATsriea,  Xoney,  Biehes,  Treasure. 
All  that  glistens  is  not  gold, 
Often  haye  yon  heard  that  told; 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  sold ; 
But  my  outside  to  behold.  8h.  Mer,  qf  Ten.  xi.  7. 

How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt. 

When  gold  becomes  her  object ! 

For  this  the  foolish  over-careM  fathers 

Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  their  brams  with  care. 

Their  bones  with  industry. 

For  this  they  have  ensrossed  and  pil'd  up 

The  canker  a  heaps  of  strange-achieved  gold ; 

For  this  they  have  been  thoughtftd  to  invest 

Their  sons  with  arts  and  martial  exercises : 

When,  like  the  bee,  culling  from  every  flower 

The  virtuous  sweets  ;  ^ 

Our  thighs  all  pack'd  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey. 

We  bring  it  to  the  hive ;  and,  like  the  bees. 

Are  muruer'd  for  our  pains.  Sh.  Hen,  ir,  2,  iv.  d. 

O  thou  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

'Twist  natural  son  and  sire  !  the  bright  defilcr 

Of  Hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  valiant  Mars  ! 

Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  loved,  and  delicate  wooer, 

Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow  . 

That  lies  on  Dian's  lap !  thou  visible  god. 

That  solderest  close  impossibilities. 

And  mdc'st  them  Idss !  that  speak'st  with  every  tongue 

To  every  purpose  I    O  thou  touch  of  hearts ! 

Think  tny  slave,  man,  rebels ;  and,  by  thy  virtue. 

Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 

liiay  have  the  world  in  empire !  8h,  Tlmon,  ly.  3: 

Gold;  worse ^ison  to  men's  souIb, 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world. 
Than  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  mayst  not  sell. 

8h,  Bom.  y.  I. 
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OOLD— eon^wiiMKf. 

•lis  gold 
Whicli  buys  admittance  ;  oft  it  doth ;  jea,  and  makes 
Diana's  rangers  false  themselves,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  o'  the  stealer ;  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  saves  the  thief; 
Nay,  sometimes  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man :  What 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  ?  Sh,  Cj^mb,  ii.  3 

GK>ld  is  the  strength,  the  sinews  of  the  world ; 

The  health,  the  soul,  the  beauty  most  divine  ; 

A  mask  of  gold  hides  all  deformities ; 

Gold  is  heaven's  physic,  life's  restorative.  Dekker. 

Provide  what  money,  and  what  arms  you  can, 

Who  has  the  gold,  shall  never  want  the  man.  Baron,  Mirza. 

Judges  and  senates  have  been  bought  for  gold ; 

Esteem  and  love  wore  never  to  be  sold.  Pope,  JB,  M.  it.  187. 

O  cursed  lust  of  gold !  when  for  thy  sake 
The  fool  throws  u^  his  interest  in  both  worlds  ; 
First  starved  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  come  ! 

Because  its  blessings  are  abus'd,  ^^^'  Grave,  247. 

Must  gold  be  censur'd,  curs'd,  accus'd  P 

Even  virtue's  self  by  knaves  is  made 

A  cloak  to  carry  on  the  trade.  G^y,  Fable  vi. 

Can  gold  calm  passion,  or  make  reason  shine  r 

Can  we  dig  peace,  or  wisdom,  from  the  mine  P 

Wisdom  to  gold  prefer ;  for  'tis  much  less 

To  make  our  fortune,  than  our  happiness.  Young,  X.  .F.  SaUTi, 

Thou  more  than  stone  of  the  philosopher ! 

Thou  touchstone  of  philosophy  herself ! 

Thou  bright  eve  of  the  mine  !    Thou  load- star  of 

The  soul!    Thou  true  magnetic  pole,  to  which 

All  hearts  point  duly  north,  like  trembling  needles  !    Byron, 

Gold !  gold  !  in  all  ages  the  curse  of  mankind, 

Thy  fetters  are  forjgcd  for  the  soul  and  the  mind  : 

The  limbs  may  be  nee  as  the  wings  of  a  bird. 

And  the  mina  be  the  slave  of  a  look  and  a  word. 

To  gain  thee,  men  barter  eternity's  crown. 

Yield  honour,  affection,  and  lastmg  renown.  Park  Benjamin. 

QOLDBMXTR, 

Are  these  the  choice  dishes  the  doctor  has  sent  us  P 
Is  this  the  great  poet  whose  works  so  content  us  P 
This  Goldsmith's  fine  feast,  who  has  written  fine  books  P 
Heaven  sends  us  good  meat—but  the  Devil  sends  cooks. 

Garrick,  On  GoldemitJCs  JEtetaUation. 
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GOOB— OOODHX88— Me  Benerolenee,  Bonnty. 

May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  haro  time  to  tell  his  years. 
Eyer  beloTed,  and  lovinz,  may  his  rale  be  I 
And,  when  old  time  shall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodness  and  he  fill  np  one  monument !   Sh,  Hen*  vnt.  ii.  1. 

It  is  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  say  well, 

And  yet  words  are  not  deeds.  8h,  Hen  rm.  lu.  2. 

Good  the  more 
Communicated,  more  abundant  grows.      Milton^  P.  X.  v.  71. 

The  ^ood  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent, 

Nor  IS  his  claim  to  riches,  but  content. 

And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  he  would ; 

One  he  must  want,  which  is, — to  pass  for  good.  JP^e,  E,  M. 

Who  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows, 

Does  well,  acts  nobly ;  angels  could  no  more.  Younj,N.T,ii,90, 

The  ffood  are  better  made  by  ill, 

As  Odours  crush'd  are  better  stiU.      Rogers,  Jacqueline^  iL  3. 

Hard  was  their  lodging,  homely  was  their  food, 

Eor  all  the  luxury  of  doing  good.        Garth,  Claremont,  148. 

Oh«  sir !  the  good  die  first, 
And  iSiey  whose  hearts  are  &y  as  summer's  dust. 
Bum  to  the  socket.  Wardstoorthj  The  Excursion,  i.  21. 

GOOD  DEEDS. 
Only  the  actions  of  the  just 
Smell  sweet  and  blossom  in  the  dust. 

J.  Shirley,  Death[s  Final  Conquest,  iii. 

Blessings  ever  wait  on  virtuous  deeds. 
And,  though  a  late,  a  sure  reward  succeeds. 

Congreve^  Mourning  JBride,  Y.  12. 

GOOD  1IATUSE~M0  Forgiyeness. 
'Tis  good-nature  only  wins  the  heart : 
It  moulds  the  body  to  an  easy  grace. 
And  brightens  every  feature  of  the  face  : 
It  smoouis  th'  unpolish'd  tongue  with  eloquence. 
And  adds  persuasion  to  the  finest  sense.  Stillingfleet, 

Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious. 

Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Hortensius  Bjfron,  D.  J.  vi.  7. 
GOOD  EIGHT. 

At  once,  good  night ; 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once.  8hm  Maeh,  in.  4 
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GOOD  VIOHT — wnlimitd, 
Gk>od  ni(;ht !  good  niglit !  parting  is  sacH  sweet  sorrow, 
That  I  shall  say  good  night  till  it  bo  morrow.   8h.  Rom,  ii.  %, 

Look,  the  world's  comforter,  with  weary  gait« 

His  day's  hot  task  hath  ended  in  the  west : 

The  owl,  night*s  heriald,  shrieks  ;  'tis  yery  late ; 

The  sheep  are  gone  tb  fold,  birds  to  their  nest ; 

And  coal-blaCk  clouds,  that  shadow  heaven's  light. 

Do  summon  us  to  part,  and  bid  good  night.  Sh,Ven,  ^Ad,  89. 

'  To  all;  to  eai^h,  a  fair  good  night. 

And  pleasing  dreams,  and  slumbers  light.  Soottt  Mamtion,  vi. 
OOTEBVMENT— #^0  Kings. 

Each  petir  hand 
Can  steer  a  ship  becalm'd ;  but  he  that  will 
Croyem  and  carry  her  to  her  ends,  must  know 
His  tides,  liis  currents,  how  to  shift  his  sails  ; 
What  she  will  bear  in  foul,  what  in  fair  weathers ; 
Where  her  springs  are,  her  leaks,  and  how  to  stop  them ; 
What  strands,  what  shelves,  what  rocks  do  threaten  her. 

Ben  Janton,  CatiUne. 
He  that  would  ^orem  others,  first  should  be 
The  master  of  Imnself,  richly  endued 
With  depth  of  understanding,  height  of  knowledg6.3fcr««t}r^0r. 

All  coimtries  are  a  wise  man's  home, 

And  so  are  goremments  to  some. 

Who  change  them  for  the  same  intrigues 

That  statesmen  use  in  breaking  leagues  ; 

While  others  in  old  faiths  and  troths, 

Look  odd,  as  out-of-fashion'd  clothes.  BiUUr^  Hudsa.  ii.l293. 

For  forms  of  goremment  let  fools  contest ; 

Whate'er  is  best  administer'd  is  best.    Pope,  E,  M.  iii.  303. 

May  you,  my  Cam  and  /m,  preach  it  long  I 

The  right  divine  of  kings  to  govern  wrong.  Ih.  Dun.  iv.  188. 

The  man,  whom  heaven  appoints 
To  govern  others,  should  himself  nrst  learn 
To  bend  his  passions  to  the  sway  of  reason.  Thomson. 

Por  just  experience  tells  in  every  soil. 

That  those  who  think  must  govern  those  who  toil. 

Croldemith,  Traveller, 

OEAOS— «M  Beauty. 

To  some  kind  of  men 
Their  graces  serve  them  but  as  enemies. 
O  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it  Sh,  As  Y,  X.  it.  3. 
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OBACT    toniwued. 
When  once  our  grace  we  bare  forgot, 
I^othing  goes  right.  Sh.  M.for  M,  iv.  4. 

The  Instre  in  your  ejo,  heaven  in  your  cheek, 

Pleads  yonr  fair  usage.  8h,  IVoiL  iv.  4. 

There's  a  langnage  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 

Nay,  her  foot  speaks.  Sh,  IVoiL  iv.  5. 

See  where  she  comes,  apparel'd  like  the  spring ; 

Graces  her  subjects.  3A,  Peric.  i.  1. 

Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  heayen  in  her  eye, 

In  erery  gesture  dignity  and  lore.     Milton,  P.  L.  Tin.  483. 

Cause,  grace,  and  yirtne  are  within 

Inhibited  degrees  of  kin ; 

And  therefore  no  true  saint  allows 

They  should  be  suffered  to  espouse.   Butler,  Hud.  in.  i.  1293. 

Matnre  she  was — 
Grace  shaped  her  limbs,  and  beauty  deck'd  her  face.    Prior, 

Grace  is  a  plant,  where'er  it  grows. 

Of  pure  and  heayenly  root : 

Sut  fairest  in  the  youngest  shows. 

And  yields  the  sweetest  fruit.  Cowper. 

A  lorelier  nymph  the  pencil  neyer  drew  ; 

For  the  fona  graces  form'd  her  easy  mien. 

And  heayen's  soft  azure  in  her  eye  was  seen.  HayUy. 

A  foot  more  light,  a  step  more  true. 

Ne'er  from  the  heath-flower  dash'd  the  dew.  Scott,  Z.  of  Z.18. 

Time's  wing  but  seem'd,  in  stealing  o'er, 

Toleaye  her  lorelior  than  before.  Moore, 

Her  grace  of  motion  and  of  look,  the  smooth 
And  swimming  majesty  of  step  and  tread. 
The  symmetry  of  /orm  and  feature,  set 
The  soul  afloat,  eyen  like  delicious  airs 
Of  flute  and  harp.  Bean  Milman. 

GEACX  BEFOBE  XSAI— m«  Digestion,  Dinner. 
A  good  digestion  to  you  all :  and,  once  more, 
I  shower  a  welcome  on  you ;  welcome  all.   Sk.  Hen,  viii,  i.  4. 

8ome  hae  meat  that  canna  eat ; 

And  some  would  eat  that  want  it ; 

But  we  hae  meat,  and  we  can  eat, 

Sao  let  the  Lord  be  thank  it.  Burns,  Grace  before  MhU, 


284  OOAMMAB— OBATS. 

OSAKICAB— Nine  Parti  of  Speech. 
Three  little  words  yon  often  rae, 
Are  artiele^-^o^  an,  and  the ; 
A  noun's  the  name  of  anything. 
As  school,  or  garden,  hoop,  or  swing ; 
Adjectives  tell  the  kind  of  nonn, 
As  great,  small,  pretty,  white  or  brown ; 
Instead  of  nonns  the  pronouns  stand — 
Her  head,  his  face,  ^our  arm,  my  hand ; 
Verbs  tell  of  something  to  be  done. 
To  read,  count,  sing,  laugh,  jump,  or  run ; 
How  things  are  done  the  adverbs  tell, 
As  slowly,  quickly,  ill,  or  well ! 
Conjunctions  join  the  words  together. 
As  men  and  women,  wind  or  weather ; 
The  preposition  stands  before 
A  noun,  as  in,  or  through  a  door ; 
The  interjection  shows  surprise, 
As  Oh !  how  pretty.  Ah  !  now  wise ; 
The  whole  are  called  nine  parts  of  speech. 
Which  reading,  writing,  speaking  teach.  American. 

OBITIT  U  DE— Mi  Thanks. 
What  can  I  pay  thee  for  this  noble  usage. 
But  grateful  praise  P  So  heav'n  itself  is  paid !   Bowe,  TamerL 

He  that  hath  nature  in  him,  must  be  grateful ; 

'Tis  the  Creator's  primary  great  law 

That  links  the  cham  of  beings  to  each  other.  Maddeh,Themist. 

To  the  generous  mind 
Tlie  heaviest  debt  is  that  of  gratitude, 
When  'tis  not  in  our  power  to  repay  it.    Franklin,  Matilda, 

Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vemal  shower, 

The  bee's  collected  treasures  sweet. 

Sweet  music's  melting  fall,  but  sweeter  yet 

The  still  small  peace  of  gratitude.  Oray,  Ode  vif .  5. 

OBAVE— «M  Death. 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye. 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity.  Sh,  Sen.  rin.  it.  2. 

One  destin'd  period  men  in  common  have. 
The  great,  the  base,  the  coward,  and  the  brave, 
All  good  alike  for  worms,  companions  in  tJie  grave. 

Lansaotone  on  Death. 
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6&AV£— «0fi<tftMMr. 
I  envy  not  sucH  graves  as  take  n^  room. 
Merely  with  jet  and  porphyry ;  since  a  tomb 
Adds  no  desert ;  wisdom,  thon  thing  dirine, 
Conyert  my  hnmble  soul  into  thy  smine  ; 
And  then  this  body,  though  it  want  a  stone. 
Shall  dignify  all  places  wnere  'tis  thrown.  F,  Osborne, 

The  graye,  dread  thing ! 
Men  shiyer  when  thoa'rt  named :  Mature  appalled, 
Shakes  off  her  wonted  firmness.  Blair,  Grace,  9. 

Here  all  the  mighty  troublers  of  the  earth. 

Who  swam  to  soy'reign  role  through  seas  of  blood ; 

Th'  oppressiye,  sturdy,  man-destroyinjBf  villains, 

Who  ravag'd  kingdoms,  and  laid  empires  waste. 

And  in  a  cruel  wantonness  of  power 

Thinn'd  states  of  half  their  people,  and  gave  up 

To  want  the  rest ;  now,  like  a  storm  that's  spent. 

Lie  hush'd.  Blair,  Grave,  209. 

Under  ground 
Precedency's  a  jest ;  vassal  and  lord, 
Chrossly  familiar^  side  by  side  consume.     Blair,  Grav^f,  230. 

When  self  esteem,  or  other's  adulation. 

Would  cunningly  persuade  us  we  were  something 

Above  the  common  level  of  our  kind ; 

The  grave  gainsays  the  smooth  complexion'd  flattery. 

And  with  blunt  truth  acquaints  us  what  we  are. 

Blair,  Grave,  233. 
Here  the  o*erloaded  slave  flings  down  his  burden 
From  his  gall'd  shoulders ;  and  when  the  stem  tyrant, 
With  all  ms  guards  and  tools  of  power  about  him. 
Is  meditating  new,  unheard-of  hardships. 
Mocks  his  short  arm,  and,  quick  as  thought,  escapes 
Where  tyrants  vex  not,  and  the  weary  rest.  J?^ir«  Grave,  504. 

There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 

A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found. 

They  soflly  lie  and  sweetly  sleep 

Ix)w  in  the  ground*  Jajnes  Montgomery. 

Our  lives  are  rivers,  gliding  free 

To  that  unfathom'd^  boundless  sea, 

The  silent  grave ! 

Thither  all  earthly  pomp  and  boast 

fioll,  to  be  swallow  d  up  and  lost 

la  one  dark  wave.  Longfellow,  Poems. 
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OBATE — continued. 
I  like  that  ancient  Saxon  phrase  wliicli  calls 
The  burial-ground,  God's  Acre !    It  is  just ; 
It  consecrates  each  graye  within  its  walls, 
And  breathes  a  benison  o'er  the  sleeping  dust. 
Into  its  furrows  shall  we  all  be  cast. 
In  the  sure  faith  that  we  shall  rise  again 
At  the  ^at  harvest,  when  the  Arch^gcrs  blast 
Shall  winnow,  like  a  fan,  the  chaff  and  grain.        Longfellow. 

Art  is  long,  and  time  is  fleeting. 
And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 
Still,  like  muffled  dnuns,  are  beating 

Funeral  marches  to  the  grave.  Longfellow. 

GBBAINS88— M«  Ambitloa,  Authority,  Farewell,  Honour. 
Some  are  bom  great,  some  achieve  greatness, 
Ajid  some  have  greatness  thrust  upon  them.   8h,  T.  N.  ii.  5. 

Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himself  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiot. 
For  every  pelting,  petty  officer 
Would  use  his  heaven  for  thunder ;  nothing  but  thunder. 

8k.  M.  for  3£.  11.  2. 
Great  men  maj  iest  with  saints  :  'tis  wit  in  them. 
But  in  the  less,  foul  profanation. 
That  in  the  captain's  but  a  choleric  word. 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy.     Sk.  M.for  M.  iz.  2. 

Heaven  knows,  I  had  no  such  intent ; 
But  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state, 
That  I  and  greatness  were  compell'd  to  kiss.  Sh.  S,  ir.2,  iii.l. 

Small  curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin ; 

But  great  men  trembh),  when  the  lion  roars.  Sh,  S,  ri.  2,in.l. 

'Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  fallen  out  with  fortune. 
Must  fall  out  with  men  too.    What  the  declined  is. 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others, 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall ;  for  men,  like  butterflies. 
Show  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  summer. 

Sh.  Troil.  ui.  3. 
Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  Colossus  ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  hu^e  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves.  Sh,  Jul.  C.  i.  2. 

iBightly  to  be  great, 
Is,  not  to  stir  without  great  argument ; 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 
When  honour's  at  the  stake.  Si.  Kam,  if.  i. 
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The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 

That  muces  him  honoured,  or  begets  him  hate ; 

For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  present  state. 

The  moon»  being  clouded,  presently  is  missed, 

Bat  little  stars  may  hide  tl^m  when  they  list. 

The  crow  may  batne  his  coal-black  wings  in  mire, 

And  unperoeiTed  fly  with  the  filth  awa]^. 

Bat  if  the  like  the  snow-white  swan  desire. 

The  stain  upon  his  silver  down  will  stay.   SL  R.  of  Luc.  1001 

Greatness,  with  private  men 
Esteem'd  a  blessing,  is  to  m^  a  corse ; 
And  we,  whom  from  onr  high  births  they  conclude 
The  only  freemen,  are  the  only  slayes. 
Happy  the  golden  mean.  Massiager, 

At  whose  sight  all  the  stars 
Hide  their  diminished  heads.  Milton^  P.  L.  it.  34. 

Greatness,  thou  gaudy  torment  of  our  souls. 

The  wise  man's.^tter,  and  the  rage  of  fools.  '    Ottoatf,  Aldh. 

A  brave  man  straggling  with  the  storms  of  fate. 

And  greatly  falling  with  a  falling  state.  Pope^ProL  to  Ad,CaUu 

Teach  me,  like  thee,  in  yarious  nature  wise. 

To  fall  with  dignity,  with  temper  rise  ; 

Form'd  by  the  converse,  happily  to  steer 

From  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to  severe.  Pope,  JE,  M.  377-380. 

What  is  station  high  P 
'Tis  a  proud  mendicant ;  it  boasts,  and  begs ; 
It  begs  an  ahns  of  homage  from  the  throng. 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  charity.  Young,  N.  T.  6. 

'Tismeet 
The  great  should  have  the  fame  of  happiness, 
The  consolation  of  a  little  envy ; 
'Tis  all  their  pay  for  those  superior  cares. 
Those  pangs  of  heart,  their  vassals  ne'er  can  feel. 

Young,  ProtUerSf  i.  1. 

He,  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops,  shall  find 

Their  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  m  clouds  of  snow ; 

He,  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind. 

Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 

Tho'  far  above  the  sun  of  gloir  glow. 

And  far  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  suread, 

Bound  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 

Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head.  Bgron,  C,  H.  iii.  45. 
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GBBAXHE88 — continued. 
In  joys,  in  grief,  in  trinmpliB,  in  retreat. 
Great  cdways,  without  aiming  to  be  great. 

JRoscammon,  Dr.  Ckeiwood  to  the  EoftU 

Anthoriir^ ! 
Thy  worshipp'd  symbols  round  a  rillam's  trunk 
Provoke  men's  mockery,  not  their  reverence. 

Jephson,  JBraganziL. 
The  power  to  give  creates  us  oft  our  foes  : 
Where  many  seek  for  favour,  few  can  find  it : 
Each  thinks"  he  merits  all  that  he  can  ask ; 
And,  disappointed,  wonders  at  repulse ; 
Wonders  awhile,  and  then  sits  down  inhato.  Fi'awde,JPhila:cu. 

Greatness  in  sway  of  state  gives  wings  t*  aspire ! 
Advancement  feeds  ambition  with  desire. 

3firror/br  Maqutraies. 
OBSECS. 
Clime  of  the  unforgotten  brave  ! 
Whose  bmd,  from  plain  to  mountain-cave. 
Was  Freedom's  home,  or  Glory's  grave ; 
Shrine  of  the  mighty !  can  it  be, 
That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee  P  Byron,  CHaour. 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon— 

And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea ; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 

I  dream'd  mat  Greece  may  still  be  free.  Byron,  D,  J.  iii.  89. 

Fair  Greece  !  sad  relic  of  departed  worth ! 
Immortal,  though  no  more ;  though  fallen,  great ! 

Byron,  Ck.  H.  ii.  73. 

0SEEDIKE88— Mtf  Gluttony. 
Those  that  much  covet,  are  with  ^in  so  fond, 
That  what  they  have  not,  that  which  they  possess. 
They  scatter  and  unloose  it  from  their  bond. 
And  so,  by  hoping  more,  they  have  but  less ; 
Or,  gaining  more,  the  profit  of  excess 
Is  but  to  surfeit,  and  such  griefs  sustain. 
That  they  prove  bankrupt  in  this  poor-rich  gain.  8h,BMfLXZ4t, 

We  gape,  we  grasp,  we  gripe,  add  store  to  store ; 
Enough  requires  too  much ;  too  much  craves  more. 

QuarUg,  2,  ii.  7. 
Man's  heart  eats  all  things,  and  is  hungry  still — 
"  More !  more !"  the  glutton  cries  for  something  new ; 
So  ra^es  appetite ;  if  man  can't  mount 
He  will  descend.  Younff, 


GREEK  SATS — OBISV.  2;^ 

My  salad  days ; 
Wlien  I  was  green  in  judgment.  Sk.  Ant,  4c  Cleop,  i.  6. 


Beside,  'tis  known  lie  could  speak  Greek, 

As  natorally  as  pigs  do  squeak.  Butler^  Hud,  1,  i.  51. 

He  Grreek  and  Latin  speaks  with  greater  ease 
Than  hogs  eat  acorns,  and  tame  pigeons  peas. 

Cranfield't  Panegyric  on  Tom  Coriate, 

mSF— ictf  Coiisolatioiiv  Sorrow,  Ibars,  Weeping. 
Let  ns  not  burthen  our  remembrance 
With  heayiness  tiiat's  gone.  Sh,  Temp.  ▼.  i. 

Eyeiy  one  can  master  a  grief  but  he  that  has  it.  8h.M.Ado;iii,2, 

Weep  I  cannot ; 
But  my  heart  bleeds.  8h»  WinU  T  iii.  3. 

What's  gone,  and  what's  past  help, 

Should  be  past  grief.  8h.  WinL  T  in.  2. 

A  heavier  task  could  not  hare  been  imposed, 

Than  I  to  speak  my  griefs  unspeakable.        Sh,  Com,  JE.1,1, 

O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 

And  braggart  with  my  tongue !  Sh,  Macbeth,  ir.  3. 

Each  substance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  shadows. 

Which  show  like  grief  itself,  but  are  not  so : 

For  sorrow's  eye  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 

Dirides  one  thmg  entire  to  many  objects.    8h.  Rich.  ii.  ii.  2. 

Of  comfort  no  man  can  speak ; 
Let's  talk  of  grayes,  and  worms,  and  epitaphs, 
Make  dust  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  sorrow  on  tne  bosom  of  the  eartn.   8h.  Rich,  il  hi.  2. 

My  grief  lies  all  within ; 
And  these  extenud  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  shadows  of  the  unseen  grief 
That  swells  with  silence  in  the  tortured  soul ; 
There  lies  the  substance.  Sh.  Rich,  u.  ly.  L 

The  tempest  in  mj  mind 
Doth  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else, 
Saye  what  beats  there.  Sh,  Lear^  iii,  4. 

Sorrow,  like  a  heayy-hanging  bell. 

Once  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes ; 

Then  little  strength  rings  out  the  dolefulknell.  8h.R.ofL.l4ldZ. 
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QBlEF-^eontinued. 

Some  grief  shows  mucH  of  lore, 
Bat  mucli  of  grief  shows  still  some  want  of  wit.  Sh,  Bom,  xii.  6. 

You  see  mo  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man. 

As  full  of  grief  as  age ;  wretched  in  both.        Sh,  Lear^  ii.  4. 

8he  shook 
The  holj  water  from  her  heavenly  eyes, 
And  then  retired,  to  deal  with  gnef  aloue.      Sli,  Lear^  i v.  3. 

Why,  let  the  stricken  deer  go  weep. 

The  hart  ungalled  play : 

For  some  must  wateh,  while  some  must  sleep ; 

So  runs  the  world  away.  Sh»  Ham.  iii.  2. 

What  is  he,  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis  P  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  wand'ring  stars,  ana  makes  them  stand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  P  Sh,  Ham,  v.  1. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended.    Sh,  0th.  i.  3. 

The  robb'd  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the  thief; 
He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief.      Sh.  0th.  i.  .3. 

Grief  hath  two  tongues ;  and  never  woman  yet 
Could  rule  them  both,  without  ten  women's  wit. 

Sh.Ven.SfAd.V0O7. 

Tears  quickly  dry ;  griefs  will  in  time  decay : 

A  clear  will  come  after  a  cloudy  day.         Aerrick,  Aph.  240. 

What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grief. 

And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid  ?  Milton.  Com.  362. 

I  am  dumb  as  solemn  sorrow  ought  to  be ; 

Could  my  griefs  speak,  the  tale  would  have  no  end« 

Otway,  Caius  Mariun. 

Oh  I  nothing  now  can  please  me  : 
Darkness  and  solitude,  and  sighs,  and  tears. 
And  all  the  inseparable  train  of  griefs 
Attend  my  steps  for  ever.  Dryden,  Amphitrsfon, 

My  soul  lies  hid  in  shades  of  grief. 
Whence,  like  the  bird  of  night,  with  half-shut  eyes. 
She  peeps  and  sickens  at  the  sight  of  day.  Drf/denjRiv.Ladies. 

O  peaceful  solitude ! 
Here  all  things  smile,  and  in  sweet  concert  join^ 
All  but  my  thoughts,  that  still  are  out  of  tune, 
And  break,  like  jarring  strings,  the  harmony.  Tate,  Loi/,  Gin* 


oBisr.  2il 


O,  take  me  in  a  fellow-moumer  with  thee ; 
I'll  nnmber  iproan  for  groan*  and  tear  for  tear ; 
And  when  the  fountains  of  thj  eyes  are  dry. 
Mine  shall  snpply  the  stream,  and  weep  for  both  I 

Bowe,  JFair  PeuiUnk 

The  stream  of  gnef  bears  hard  npon  his  youth. 

And  bends  him,  like  a  drooping  flower,  to  earth.  Ih,  Four  Pen. 

That  eating  canker  grief,  with  wasteful  spite. 

Preys  on  the  rosy  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty.  lb.  Amb^  Stepm. 

She  noTer  sees  the  sun,  but  through  her  tears ; 

And  wakes  to  sigh'the  Uve-long  nights  away.  A,  Jane  8h.  y.l. 

A  soul  exasperated  in  ills,  fidls  out 

With  eveiything,  its  Mend,  itself.  Addison,  Cato. 

How  vain  all  outward  effort  to  supply 

The  soul  with  joy !    The  noontide  sun  is  dark. 

And  music  discoid,  when  the  heart  is  low.  Young,  Broth,  ii.  1. 

Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  just  occasion  calls. 

Or  grieyes  too  much,  deserves  not  to  be  blest — 

TuhuTnau  or  effeminate  his  heart.  Young,  N.  T,  9. 

So  many  great 
Illustrious  spirits  have  conversed  witn  woe. 
Have  in  her  school  been  taught,  as  are  enough 
To  consecrate  distress,  and  make  ambition 
£y'n  wish  the  frown  beyond  the  smile  of  fortune. 

Thomson,  SophonUha,  i.  4. 

'Tis  impotent  to  grieve  for  what  is  past. 

And  unavailing  to  exclaim.  Havard,  Scanderbeg. 

Whole  years  of  joy  glide  unperceived  away. 

While  sorrow  counts  the  moments  as  they  pass.  lb* 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  memoiy  wakes 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser-care ; 

Time  but  th'  impression  deeper  makes, 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear !  Bums. 

Grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise ; 

Sorrow  is  knowledge :  they  who  know  the  most 

Must  mourn  the  deepest  o  er  the  fatal  truth, 

The  Tree  of  Slnowledge  is  not  that  of  Life.   B^pron,  Man,  i.  L 

No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show. 

For  truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  woe.   Bgron^  Corsair,  ni.  22L 

B 


tit  G&ISF— GUILT. 


ITpoa  her  face  there  was  the  tint  oi  grief. 

The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife. 

And  an  nnqniet  droopinfr  of  the  eye, 

As  if  its  lid  were  charged  witii  unshed  tears.    Byrom^  Dream, 

There  comes 
For  eyer  something  between  us  and  what 
We  deem  our  happiness.  Byron,  Sardmnapalms. 

Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds, 
Hath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow : 
Who  falls  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss, 
Cares  little  into  what  abyss.  Byron^  CHa^mr, 

Nature  hath  assigned 
Two  sovereign  remedies  for  human  grief; 
Beligion,  sweetest,  firmest,  first,  and  best, 
Strength  to  the  wc«k,  and  to  the  wounded  balm ; 
And  strenuous  action  next.  Souihey, 

Half  of  tiie  ills  we  hoard  within  our  hearts 

Are  ills  because  we  hoard  them.     JProcior,  Mirandola^  iv.  i. 

Ko  future  hour  can  rend  my  heart  like  this. 

Save  that  which  breaks  it.  Maturin,  Bertram,  iii.  2. 

A  malady 
Preys  on  my  heart  that  med'cine  can  not  reach. 
Invisible  and  cureless.  Ih,  it.  2. 

Heaven  oft  in  mercy  smiles  ev'n  when  the  blow 

Severest  is.  Joanna  Baillie,  Orra. 

6SUD0E. 

If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 

I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him.  Sk.  M,  of  F.i.3. 
OlBXHaUXO-^ae  Complaint 

Who  nothing  has  to  lose,  the  war  bewails ; 

And  he  who  nothing  pays,  at  taxes  rails.  Conjreve, 

ouxsn. 

Unbidden  guests 
Are  often  welcomest  when  they  are  gone.  Sk,  Hen,  vl  1,  ii.  2. 

For  I  who  hold  sa^e  Homer's  rule  the  best. 

Welcome  the  coming,  speed  the  going  guest. 

Bepe,  Imit,  i^  Horace,  2,  ii.  159. 
GUILT— M0  Oonseienee,  Crime. 

Who  has  a  breast  so  pure, 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 
Xeep  leets,  and  law-davs,  and  in  session  sit 
Wiih  meditations  lawmL  ah.  0th.  m.  3. 


glFILT    mmtum^d. 
Guiltiaen  will  spetk  though  tongues  were  oat  of  use. 

8h.  Oik.  T.  1. 
Gnilt  IB  the  sonioe  of  sorrow ;  'tis  the  fiend, 
Th'  ayenpng  fiend  that  follows  us  behind 
With  whips  and  stings.  S&we. 

Let  no  man  trost  the  first  false  step 
Of  gnilt ;  it  hangs  npnon  a  precipice. 
Whose  steep desoent  in  last  penution eikdB,Toung,BunrUftr.U 

He  that  acts  unjustly. 
Is  the  worst  rebel  to  himself,  and  tiio'  now 
Ambition's  trumpet  to  the  drum  of  power. 
May  drown  the  sounds,  yet  oonseience  will  one  day 
Speak  louder  to  him.  Satmrd,  EUng  CkarUi  /. 

The  guilty  mind 
Debases  the  great  miage  that  it  wears. 
And  levels  us  with  brutes.  Havard,  Seanderbeg, 

Such  is  the  fate  of  guilt,  to  nudce  slaves  tools. 

And  then  to  make  em,  masters^-by  our  secrets.  i&.  BegnUu, 

When  haughty  guilt  exults  with  impious  joy. 

Mistake  sludl  olast,  or  accident  destroy ; 

Weak  man  with  erring  rage  may  throw  the  dart. 

But  heaven  shall  guide  it  to  the  guilty  heart.      Dr.  Johnson, 

How  fpaolt,  once  haibour'd  in  the  conscious  breast, 
Intimidates  the  brave,  degrades  the  great  I  lb.  Irene. 

But  many  a  crime,  deemed  innoeent  on  earth. 
Is  registered  in  Heaven ;  and  these,  no  doubt, 
Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annex'd. 

Cmoper,  Tcuk,  Yi.  439. 

Thou  need'st  not  answer ;  thr  confession  speaks 

Already  redd'ning  in  thy  guilty  cheeks.         JBjfron,  Corsair. 

To  what  gulphs 
A  single  deviation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties  leads  even  those  who  daim 
The  homsji^e  of  mankind  as  their  bom  due, 
Aad  Sad  it,  till  they  focfeit  it  themsetres.      Bjfrom,  8ar4an% 
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Al  kfcWls  pitiiw  %  wnsecn  degreeg, 

As  taKil&s  loft^  xvran,  iiTen  ran  to  seas.  Dryden^  Odd,  xr. 

jfj  ^«1T  «htni«  «ftd  I  grew  firiends, 

So  MMi  m  )<M(i^  <oniinqnioii  tends 

To  Mke  «£  ^>™^t  we  are ;  even  I 

]ftej^*d  Mj  ftttdioa  witJi  a  sigh.     Byron,  PrU.  qf  ChiUon. 

SbmU  kabits  w«U  pursued  betimes, 

Kay  iv«Mb  tlie  di^tj  of  crimes.        JST.  More,  ike  Bob  Bleu. 


Sk^  l»ows  her  man,  and  when  you  rant  and  swear, 

Cte  tev  you  to  her  with  a  single  hair.  Dryden,  from  Pereim, 

Her  nnir 
I»  nnclets  rather  dark  than  fair, 
IV«9aown  her  ivory  bosom  roll. 
And  hiding  half  adorns  the  whole.  Prior* 

suranro. 

Go,  go,  be  gone,  to  saye  your  ship  firom  wreck ; 

Which  cannot  perish,  having  thee  on  board, 

Being  destined  to  a  drier  death  on  shore.      8k,  Tioo  G.  i.  L 


O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look 

Into  happiness  through  another  man's  eyes !.  Sk,  Am  Y,  L,  v.  2. 

Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  over-happy : 

On  lortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button.  Sh.  Mam.  u.  2. 

They  live  too  long,  who  happiness  outKve  : 

For  life  and  death  are  things  indifferent ; 

Each  to  be  chose,  as  either  brings  content.  Dry  den,  Ind.  JESmp. 

Fix'd  to  no  spot  is  happiness  sincere, 

'Tis  no  where  to  be  found,  or  every  where.  Pope,  JS.M.  rr.  15* 

Beware  what  earth  calls  happiness ;  beware 

AH  joys  but  joys  that  never  can  expire  ; 

Who  Duilds  on  less  than  an  immortal  base. 

Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  his  joys  to  death.  Youny,  N,  21  v. 

The  happy  have  whole  days,  and  those  they  choose ; 
The  unnappy  have  but  hours,  and  those  they  lose. 

Cihber,  Double  Gallant,  v.  L 
Our  aim  is  happiness,  'tis  yours,  'tis  mine. 
He  said,  'twas  the  pursuit  of  all  that  live ; 
Yet  few  attiun  it,  if 'twas  e'er  attained. 
But  they  the  widest  wander  firom  the  mark. 
Who  through  the  flowery  path  of  sauntering  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddess  ;  that  firom  stage  to  stage 
Invites  us  still,  but  shifts  aswepur8ue.^rjii#^rofry,ii.P.2r.iT. 
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EAttlMEU—eontimied. 
If  solid  happiness  we  prize, 
Within  onr  Dreast  this  jewel  lies. 
And  they  are  fools  who  roam ; 
The  world  has  nothing  to  bestow,— 
From  oar  own  selves  onr  joys  mnst  flow. 
And  that  dear  hnt  our  home.  CoUon^  Preside,  8. 

Tme  happiness  is  not  the  |i^wth  of  earth, 

The  soil  is  froitless  if  jou  seek  it  there  : 

Tis  an  exotic  of  celestial  birth. 

And  never  blooms  but  in  celestial  air.  S.  B.  Sheridan, 

AH  who  joj  would  win 
Must  share  it — happiness  was  bom  a  twin.  ByroUf  2).  J*.  n.l72. 

It  is  ever  thus  with  happiness  : 
It  is  the  gay  to-morrow  of  the  mind 
That  never  comes.  Proctor^  Mirandola,  ni.  1. 

All  look  for  happiness  beneath  the  sun. 
And  each  expects  what  God  has  given  to  none.  Mrs.  Norton, 
EAFF7  XEDIXJIJL 
He  knows  to  live  who  keeps  the  middle  state. 
And  neither  leans  on  this  side  nor  on  that.  Pope,  Sor,  2,  n.61. 


Then  glory  to  the  steel 
(That  shines  in  the  reaper's  hand  ; 
And  thanks  to  God,  who  has  bless'd  the  sod. 
And  crowns  the  harvest  land  I  ^liza  Cook. 


Farewell ;  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 

54.  Ham,  i.  2. 
Haste  thee,  Nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jest  and  youthful  jolHty, 
Quips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles. 
Nogs  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles.  Milton,  L* Allegro,  25. 

Festina  lente,  not  too  fast ; 
For  haste,  the  proverb  says,  makes  waste.^ii^/tfr,J3tK{.iii.lI5o. 

Bunning  together  all  about, 

The  servants  put  each  other  out, 

Till  the  great  master  had  decreed, 

The  more  haste,  ever  the  worst  speed.      Churehill,  Ghost,  iv. 

HATE — EATRBS— ««e  Beflanee. 
TU  not  be  made  a  soft  and  dull-ey*d  fool. 
To  shake  the  head,  relent,  and  sigh,  and  yield 
To  Christian  intercAtsors.  i>h.  M,  qf  Ten.  iii.  3. 


244  HATS,  EATBID. 

HAfl,  X4XUD— DM^^pfiMf. 
Vott  TOW,  and  swear,  and  superpraue  mj  paiti, 
Whon,  I  am  sore,  you  hate  me  in  yonr  hearts.  SL  JC  W,  mJB, 

Would  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all. 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  maj  sptin^ 
To  cross  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for ! 

^.  Jl«ii.  rz.  3^111. 2. 

Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  Qod,  I  pray, 

That  I  may  lire  to  say,  the  dog  is  dead  I   8k,  JSiel.  nL  it.  4. 

I  do  lore  thee  so, 
That  I  will  shortly  send  thy  soul  to  heaven. 
If  heaTen  will  taJce  the  present  at  our  hands.  lb.  Sick,  nr,  1. 1. 

For  thy  ^art,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog. 

That  1  might  loTe  thee  something.  Sh,  2Vmofi,  it.  3. 

Had  I  power,  I  should 
Pour  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  heU, 
Uproar  the  unirersal  peace,  confound 
All  unify  on  earth.  Sh.  3fach.  xr.  3. 

It  is  the  wit,  the  policy  of  sin. 

To  hate  those  men  we  hare  abused.  Davenani,  Just  Italian. 

I  know  thee  not,  nor  erer  saw  till  now 

Sight  more  detestable  than  him  and  thee.  MiUan,  F.  L.  n.746. 

NcTer  can  true  reconcilement  grow 
Where  wounds  of  deadly  hate  hare  pierc*d  so  deep. 

laUon,  P.  L.  IT.  98. 

I  see  thou  art  implacable,  more  deaf 

To  pray'rs,  than  winds  and  seas ;  yet  winds  to  seas 

Are  reconeil*d  at  length,  and  sea  to  shore : 

Thy  anger,  unappeasable,  still  rages, 

Etemaftempest  never  to  be  calm'd.  Milton,  Samson  Agonistes. 

Ejected  out  of  church  and  state, 

J^^  all  things  but  the  people's  hate.  Butler,  Hud. 

I  had  much  rather  see 
A  crested  dragon,  or  a  basilisk ; 
Both  are  less  poison  to  my  eyes  and  nature.  Diyden,  Don  Seb. 

He  is  my  bane,  I  cannot  bear  him ; 

One  heaTen  and  earth  can  never  hold  us  both ; 

Still  shall  we  hate,  and  with  defiance  deadly 

Keen  rage  alive,  till  one  be  lost  for  ever : 

As  ix  two  suns  iliould  meet  in  one  meridian, 

And  striTO  in  fiery  combat  for  the  passage.  Bowe,  Ikmerlane* 
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HeaTen  has  no  rage  like  lore  to  liatrad  tain'd» 

Kor  hell  a  fuiy  like  a  wqhuh  seorn'd*  Cbayrmw ,  M,  Br*  m.  L 

Ofend  her,  and  the  knowt  not  to  forgire ; 

Oblige  her,  and  she'll  hate  you  while  yoa  live.  P^pe. 

Disgust  conoeal'd 
Is  oft-times  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obstinate,  and  cnn  beyond  our  reaeh.  Camper ^  Ta$kt  ni.  88. 

They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bom 

In  hearts  once  changed  from  soft  to  stem ; 

Nor  all  the  false  and  fatal  seal 

The  oonrert  of  revenge  ean  feel.        Byrom^  Siege  ef  Cerinih 

Hiere  is  no  passion 
More  spectral  or  fantastical  than  hate ; 
Not  eren  its  ojyp'site,  Ioto,  so  peoples  air 
With  phantoms,  as  this  madness  of  the  heart.  lb.  TmoFoeeari, 

There  was  a  laughing  deril  in  his  sneer. 

That  rais'd  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear ; 

And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  oarkly  feU, 

Hope  withering  fled,  and  mercy  sigh'dfarefrell!  lb,  CorsOm  i.  9L 

Now  hatred  is  by  far  the  longest  pleasore ; 

Men  lore  in  haste,  but  they  ^test  at  leisure.  i?yroii,l>.tr.l3-6. 


The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  shade. 
For  talking  age  and  whispering  loTers  made. 

Goldemiih,  Dee.  Vil.  13. 
HAZABD— >JM  ChaaeSy  Oeani|ps,  Baring. 

I  haye  set  my  life  upon  a  cast. 
And  I  will  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die.        8h.  Etch.  lii.  y.  4. 


Th'  ingredients  of  health  and  long  life  are 

Great  temperance,  open  air. 

Easy  labour,  little  care.  Sir  Pkilip  Sidney. 

Health  is  no  other,  as  the  learned  hold. 

But  a  just  measure  both  of  heat  and  cold.  Herriokf  Aph.  192. 

Nor  loye,  nor  honour,  wealth,  nor  power. 

Can  giye  the  heart  a  cheerful  hour 

When  health  is  lost.    Be  timely  wise ; 

With  health  all  taste  of  pleasure  flies.  Gay^  Fable  i.  31. 

Season's  whole  pleasure,  all  the  joys  of  sense. 

Lie  in  three  wonls,  health,  peace,  and  competence* 

But  health  consists  with  temperance  alone ; 

And  peace,  O  Virtue  I  peace  is  all  thy  own. 

Pcpe,  E.  M.  IT.  70-82. 
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Ah  I  what  avail  the  largest  gifls  of  HeaTcn, 
When  droopiag  health  and  spirits  go  amiss  F 
How  tasteless  then  whaterer  can  be  giren  1 
Health  is  the  rital  prinoiple  of  bliss. 

And  Exereise  of  health.  TAamton,  Catt.  oflmd.  u.  67. 

WKUBT— rw  Bean^,  Cntsltj,  Lon. 

With  e»eiy  pleasing,  erery  prudent  part, 

Saf ,  what  can  Chloe  want  f    She  wants  a  heart. 

Pope,  3£.  E.  II.  169. 
Hearen's  sorerewt  saves  all  beings  bat  himself. 
That  hideona  sight  a  naked  huoian  heart    Young,  N.  m.  236. 
The  heart  is  like  the  sky,  a  part  of  heaven, 
Bnt  changes,  night  and  Aa,j  too,  like  the  sky : 
Kow  o'er  it  clouds  and  thonder  must  be  driven. 
And  darkness  and  destruction,  as  on  high ; 
Bnt  when  it  hath  been  scorch'd  and  pierc'd  and  riven. 
Its  storms  expire  in  water-drops ;  the  eje 
Pours  forth,  at  last,  the  heart's  blood  torn'd  to  tears. 

J-jroi.,  D.  J.  11.  214. 
His  heart  was  one  of  those  which  most  enomonr  us, 
Was  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retiun.  Bgron,  Seppo,  34. 

The  heart  hath  its  niTstoiT,  and  who  may  reveal  it ; 
Or  who  ever  read  in  the  depth  of  their  own, 
How  much  we  never  maj  speak  of,  yet  feel  it. 
But  even  in  feeling  it,  know  it  unknown  ?        L.  E.  Landoitt 
Thev  U.J  he  has  no  heart ;  bnt  I  deny  it : 
He  has  a  heart — and  gets  his  speocbei  bj  iL  S.  Soger* 

Mine  be  the  heart  that  can  itself  defend — 
Hate  to  the  foe,  devotion  to  the  friend !   Lt/iion,  New  ZVnum. 
iij  heart  is  like  a  lonelj  bird,  that  sadly  sings, 
Brooding  npon  its  nest  nnhcard,  with  folded  wings. 

Mr*.  Wtlbg,  (Ami 
The  flush  of  vonth  soon  passes  from  the  face. 
The  imrils  of  fancy  from  the  mind  depart ; 
The  form  maj  lose  its  symmetry,  its  grace, 
Bnt  time  can  claim  no  victory  oer  the  heart.  3f.  DiHniei{Am.) 
"EE^SX — (M  nimasiant,  Trorldenss. 

Shall  we  serve  heaven 
With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 

Sh.  M.for  Jf.  n.  IL 

I  in  us,  when 

mttheactofmM.  Si.  Alt*W.n.l 


HSATEir — HELL.  248 

HXAVSV — continued, 
Heayen  is  abore  all  yet ;  tliere  sits  a  judge 
That  no  king  can  corrapt.  8k.  Hen,  rin,  iii.  1 

Confess  yonrself  to  Heaven ; 
Bepent  what's  past ;  avoid  what  is  to  come ; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds 
To  make  them  ranker.  Sh,  Ham,  iii.  4. 

Heaven 
Is  as  the  book  of  God  before  thee  set, 
Wlierein  to  read  his  wondrous  works.  Mtlion,  P.  Z.yju.  67. 

Humble  love. 
And  not  proud  science,  keeps  the  door  of  Heaven ; 
Love  finds  admission  where  proud  science  fails.  Youn^. 

Heaven  asks  no  surplice  round  the  heart  that  feels, 

And  all  is  holy  where  devotion  kneels.   O.  Wl  Holmes,  (Am.). 


Oh,  many  a  shaft,  at  random  sent. 

Finds  mark  the  archer  litUe  meant ; 

And  many  a  word,  at  random  spoken. 

May  sooue  or  wound  a  heart  that's  hT6ken,Scoti,  Lord  of  the 

SBft— HXBIXAOS.  ]M^*  V-  1^- 

"  Yet  doth  he  live  !"  exclaims  th'  impatient  heir. 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear.    Byron,  Lara. 

To  heirs  unknown  descends  th'  unguarded  store, 

Or  wanders,  heaven-directed,  to  the  poor.  Pope,  M.  E.  ii.l49. 


Hell  hath  no  limits,  nor  is  circumscribed 

In  one  self-^ace :  but  where  we  are  is  HcU ; 

And  where  Hdl  is,  there  must  we  ever  be ; 

And  to  be  short,  when  all  the  world  dissolves, 

And  every  creature  shall  be  purified. 

All  places  shall  be  Hell  that  are  not  Heaven.  Marlaoe,  Faust, 

Divines  and  dying  men  mav  talk  of  hell, 

But  in  my  hevther  several  torments  dwell.  S7i.  York.  Trag. 

A  dungeon  horrible  on  all  sides  round 

As  one  great  furnace  flamed ;  yet  from  those  flames 

IT'o  lifldit ;  but  rather  darkness  visible 

Serv'd  oidv  to  discover  sights  of  woe, 

Beffions  or  sorrow,  doleful  shades,  where  peace 

And  rest  can  never  dwell,  hope  never  comes 

(Hiat  comes  to  all ;  but  torture  without  end.  Milton,  P.  L.  i.( 
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A  dark 
Illimitable  ocean,  without  bound. 
Without  dimeusion,  where  length,  breadth,  and  height. 
And  time,  and  place,  are  lost ;  where  eldest  Night 
And  Chaos— ancestor  of  Nature,  hold 
Sternal  anarchy,  amidst  the  noise 
Of  endless  wars,  and  by  confusion  stand.  MiUon^  P.  Z.  ii.  892 

Eternal  torments,  baths  of  boiling  sulphur^ 

Vicissitude  of  fires,  and  then  of  frosts*  Dnfden, 

To  rest,  the  cushion  and  soft  dean  invite. 

Who  neyer  mentions  hell  to  ears  polite.    Pope,  Jf.  JB,  it.  149. 

And  bid  him  go  to  Hell,  to  Hell  he  goes.  Joknsmh  London,  116. 

Hell  is  paved  with  good  intentions.     JBotwell,  Johnson,  1775. 

Hell  is  a  city  much  like  London-— 

A  populous  and  a  smoky  city ; 

There  are  all  sorts  of  people  undone. 

And  there  is  little  or  no  fun  done ; 

Small  justice  shown,  and  still  less  pity. 

Lawyers— judges — old  hobnobbers 

Are  there-Hbadiffs— chancellors^- 

Bishops — great  and  little  robbers — 

Ehymesters — pamphleteers — stock-jobben— 

Men  of  ^oiy  in  the  wars.  S&elley,  Sell,  xii. 


Juice  of  cursed  hebenon— whose  eSeet 
Holds  such  an  enmitr  with  blood  of  man. 
That  swift  as  quicksilver  it  courses  through 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body ; 
And,  with  a  sudden  vigour,  it  doth  posset 
And  curd,  like  aigre  dn>ppings  into  milk. 
The  thin  and  wholesome  blood.  Sk,  Ham.  I.  5. 

EBH^SCnri)  HVSBAVD. 
Cursed  be  the  man,  the  poorest  wretch  in  kfe. 
The  crouching  vassal  to  the  tyrant  wife. 
Who  has  no  will  but  by  her  high  permission ; 
Who  has  not  sixpence  out  in  her  possession ; 
Who  mutt  to  her  his  dear  fHend's  secret  teU; 
Who  dreads  a  curtain  lecture  worse  than  helL 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fidlen  to  my  part, 
I'd  break  her  spirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart.  Bitrm^  Em^.  Bmh, 
And  every  married  man  is  certain, 
T*  attend  the  lecture  called  the  curtain.      Zleyd,  JSp.  to  J.  B. 
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ED-VBCm  HUSBAHB— «o«tM«ML 
But,  O  ye  lords  of  ladies  intelleetaal ! 
Infonn  ns  truly,  have  tlkey  not  liea-pecked  yon.  all  P 

Byron^  D.  J.  u  22. 


t:■^  M    lb 


Far  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  pnblic  yiew. 
From  yonth  to  age  a  reverend  hermit  grew ; 
The  moss  •his  bed,  the  cave  his  hnmble  cell. 
His  food  the  firoita,  his  drink  the  crystal  well, 
Semote  from  men,  with  Grod  he  passed  the  days ; 
Prayer  all  his  business — ^all  his  pleasure  praise. 

Famell,  The  HermiU 


¥or  great  commanders  only  own 

What's  prosperous  by  the  soldier  done.  Butler,  Hud, 

Prodigious  actions  mar  as  well  be  done 

By  weaver's  issue,  as  by  prince's  son.  Dryden,  Ale.  ^  Ahit.  i. 

Heroes  are  much  the  same,  the  point's  agreed. 

From  Macedonia's  madman  to  tae  Swede.  Fope,  JS.  M,  it.  219* 

Let  laurels,  drench'd  in  pure  Parnassian  dews, 

Bewfurd  his  memoiy,  dear  to  every  muse. 

Who  with  a  oourage  of  unshaken  root. 

In  honour's  field  advancing  his  firm  foot. 

Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  justice  draws. 

And  will  prevail  or  perish  in  the  cause.  Cowper, 

I  know  thee  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts. 

And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extoeme  in  both, 

Fatal  and  fated  in  thy  sufferings.         Bfron^  Maitfred^  n.  2. 

Yes,  honour  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay.  Byron,  C.H. 

And  thcT  who  for  their  countiy  die. 

Shall  fill  an  honour'd  grave ; 

For  elory  lights  the  b^dier's  tomb. 

And  oeauiy  weeps  the  brave.  Jl  B.  Drake. 

To  the  hero,  when  his  sword 

Has  won  the  battle  for  the  firee,* 

Death's  voice  sounds  like  a  nrophet's  word ; 

And  in  its  hollow  tones  are  neard 

The  thanks  of  millions  yet  to  be  !  JBJaUeek^  Bozzarie, 


As  some  faint  pilgrim  standing  on  the  shore, 

Fhvt  views  the  torrent  he  would  venture  o'er. 

And  then  his  aim  upon  the  farther  ground, 

Loivfch  to  wade  through,  yet  leather  to  go  round*       J)rgietL 
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He  would  not  with  a  peremptory  tone 

Assert  the  nose  upon  nia  face  Ms  own ; 

With  hesitation  aamirably  slow, 

He  hnmbly  hopes — ^presumes  it  may  be  so.  CowpeK 


O  Hespems !  thou  brinsest  all  good  things 
Home  to  the  weary,  to  me  hTm^er  cheer. 
To  the  young  bird  the  parent's  brooding  wings. 
The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlaboor'd  steer, 
Whate'er  of  peace  about  our  hearth-stone  clings. 
Whatever  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear, 
Are  gathered  round  us  by  the  look  of  rest ; 
Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  tJie  mother's  breast* 

JByron,  D.  J.  in.  123. 

HEXAXETEB— «M  Pentameter. 

Strongly  it  bears  us  along,  in  swelling  and  limitless  billows, 
Nothing  before  and  nothmg  behind  but  the  sky  and  the  ocean. 
HIBBIKO.  Vohridget  2%e  Homeric  Hexameter, 

Scaly  dragons  hiss,  and  lions  roar. 
Where  wisdom  taught,  and  music  charm'd  before. 
JOfOfSKt-m  Authort.  ^^'  ^*^  C^rio^ly.  1-.  1. 

There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tsles ; 
'Tis  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past, 
First  freedom,  and  then  glory — ^when  that  fails. 
Wealth,  vice,  corruption — barbarism  at  last. 
And  histoiy,  with  all  her  volumes  vast, 
Hath  but  one  page.  JByran,  CkUde  Harold,  it.  108. 


One  master  passion  in  the  breast. 

Like  Aaron's  serpent,  swallows  up  the  rest.  JPope,^. M.ii.lZh 

The  ruling  passion,  be  it  what  it  will. 

The  ruling  passion  conquers  reason  still.  Pope,  M,  E*  in.  163. 

HOUDATB. 

If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But  when  they  seldom  come,  they  wished-for  come, 
And  nothing  pleaseth  but  rare  accidents.  Sh,  Hen*  ir.  1.  in.2. 
HOLLY. 
A  hedge  of  holly  thieTes,that  would  inrade, 
Bepulses  like  a  growing  palisade  : 
Whose  numerous  leaves  such  orient  green  invest. 
As  in  deep  winter  do  the  spring  arrest.  Covsley. 
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O  reader ;  Hast  tlum  eyer  stood  to  see 

Tha  holly  tree  P 

The  eye  that  eontemplates  it  well  perceives 

Its  fflossY  leaves; 

Order'd  by  an  intelligence  so  wide 

As  might  confoond  an  Atheist's  sophistries. 

Below  a  circling  fence  its  leaves  are  seen 

Wrinkled  and  feen ; 

No  grazing  cattle  throngh  their  prickly  round 

Can  reach  to  wound ; 

But,  as  thev  grow  where  nothing  is  to  fear, 

Smooth  andimaim'd  the  pointless  leaves  appear.       8outkey» 


Home-keeping  youth  have  ever  homely  wits.  8h,  Two  G.  i.  L 

Seeing  the  snail,  which  everywhere  doth  roam, 

Canying  his  own  home  still,  still  is  at  home. 

Follow  ^or  he  is  easy  paced)  this  snail ; 

Be  thine  own  palace,  or  the  world's  thy  jail.  Sh.  Poems. 

The  whole  world,  without  a  native  home, 
Is  nothing  but  a  prison  of  larger  room. 

Cowley,  to  tkeJBiehop  qf  Lincoln, 

And  when  from  wholesome  labour  he  doth  come. 
With  wishes  to  be  there,  and  wish'd-for  home. 
He  meets  at  door  the  softest  human  blisses. 
His  chaste  wife's  welcome,  and  dear  childi«n's  kisses. 

Chufley,  JVans.  Qeorg.  ii.  458. 

The  little  smiling  cottage,  when  at  eve 

He  meets  his  rosy  chilcjren  at  the  door. 

Prattling  their  welcomes,  and  his  honest  wife 

With  gw>d  brown  cake  and  bacon  slice,  intent 

To  chMT  his  hunger  after  labour  hard.     Dyer,  The  Fleece,  i. 

Home  is  the  resort 
Of  love,  of  joy,  of  peace  and  plen^,  where 
Supporting  and  supported,  polish'a  friends. 
And  dear  relations  mingle  into  bliss.  Thornton,  Autumn. 

There's  a  strange  something,  which  without  a  brain 
Fools  feel,  and  which  e'en  wise  men  can't  explain. 
Planted  in  man,  to  bind  him  to  that  earth, 
In  dearest  ties,  from  whence  he  drew  his  birth. 

Churehillf  The  Farewell,  63. 

The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health, 

la  jest  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  home.      Young,  N.  T  8. 
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;^«h  U  the  patriot's  boMt»  where'er  he  rotm. 

Hit  lint>  best  country,  ever  is  at  home.  OoUUmiik^  IVop.  73. 

TKit  fond  Attachment  to  the  well-known  place 

When  first  we  started  into  life's  long  race. 

Maintains  its  hold  with  soch  nnftdling  sway, 

We  feel  it  e'en  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day.  Cbaper,  Tiroei*. 

On  thy  calm  joys  with  what  deli|^t  I  dream, 
Thoa  dear  green  ralley  of  my  native  stream ! 
Eanoy  o'er  thee  still  waves  tn  enchanting  wand. 
And  every  nook  of  thine  is  faiiy  land. 

Bloomfieldy  Brohem  Crutek. 

The  parted  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home, 

If  aoght,  that's  kindred,  cheer  the  welcome  hearth.^jrroii,CXjEr. 

He  enter 'd  in  his  house — ^his  home  no  more. 

For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home ; — ^and  felt 

The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 

Without  a  welcome.  JBjfron,  2).  «7I  ni.  62. 

'Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark. 

Bay  deep-mouth'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home ; 

'Tia  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 

Our  eoming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  come.       lb,  1. 123. 

And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  our  fean, 

Without  the  home  that  plighted  love  endears. 

Without  the  smile  from  ptftial  beauty  won, 

Ohl  what  were  man? — a  world  without  a  sun.Can^M/,  P.^. 

Breathes  there  a  man  with  soul  so  deadj  ^^''     * 

Who  never  to  himself  hath  said. 

This  is  my  own,  my  native  land ! 

Whose  heart  hath  ne'er  within  him  bum'd. 

As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  tum'd, 

From  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand.  Sooitf  Lay,  vi.  !• 

How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood. 
When  fond  recollection  recalls  them  to  view  : — 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled  wildwo<>d. 
And  every  lov'd  spot  which  my  iniancy  knew. 

Wbodtoarik,  (Am.). 

My  country,  sir,  is  not  a  single  spot 

Of  such  a  monld,  or  fixed  to  such  a  dime ; 

No,  'tis  the  social  circle  of  my  friends,         * 

The  lov'd  community  in  which  I'm  link'd. 

And  in  whose  welfare  aU  my  wiahes  centre.  MMmr,  Mah^iimk 
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liid  pleasures  and  palaces  thoagli  we  may  roam, 
Be  it  erer  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home. 

J,  Howard  Payne. 

The  stately  homes  of  £n£land. 

How  beautiful  they  stand  I 

Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land.  Mrs.  JEtemans% 

Man.  through  all  ages  of  mroMng  time, 

Unclumgjng  man,  in  erery  Taiying  elime. 

Deems  ms  own  land  of  eyeiy  land  the  pride, 

Beloy'd  of  heaven  o'er  all  the  world  beside : 

His  home,  the  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest. 

A  dearer,  sweeter  spot  than  all  the  t9stJ3£ont§fomery,W,I.^ 

Giye  me  my  home,  to  quiet  dear. 

Where  hours  untold  and  peacefril  more : 

So  fate  ordain  I  sometimes  there 

May  hear  the  voice  of  him  I  love.  Mrs.  Op/'e, 


Who  hath  not  met  with  home-made  bread, 

A  heavy  compound  of  putty  and  lead, 

And  home-made  wines  that  rack  the  head. 

And  home-made  liqueurs  and  waters. 

Home-made  pop  that  will  not  foam. 

And  home-made  d^es  that  drive  one  from  home, 

^ot  to  name  each  mess 

For  the  face  or  dress. 

Home-made  by  the  homely  daughters  P  Mood,  MusEUmanseffff. 


X'can  no  more  believe  old  Homer  blind, 
Than  those  who  say  the  sun  hath  never  shined ; 
The  age  wherein  he  lived  was  dark ;  but  he 
Could  not  want  sight  who  taught  the  world  to  see. 

DsiUiam,  Progress  qf  Learning,  41. 

Bead  Homer  once,  and  you  can  read  no  more. 
For  all  books  else  appear  so  mean,  so  poor ; 
Terse  may  seem  prose  ;  but  sidll  persist  to  readt 
And  Homer  will  be  all  the  books  vou  need. 

SkefflM,  Duke  qf  Buekingkamt  £ssag  on  Poetry. 

BOMCEOPAIHT. 

Wounds  by  the  wider  wounds  are  heal'd* 

And  poisons  bf  themselves  ezpell'd.  Butler,  Hud* 
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Because  I  cannot  flatter,  and  speak  fair. 

Smile  in  men's  faces,  smooth,  aeceive,  and  cog, 

Duck  with  French  nods  and  apish  conrtesy, 

I  must  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 

Cannot  a  plain  man  liye,  and  think  no  harm. 

But  thus  his  simple  truth  must  be  abused 

By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks  P  8k,  IUcJl,  jii.  i.  3. 

There  is  no  terror,  Cassius  in  your  threats  ; 

For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty, 

That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind, 

Which  I  respect  not.  iS&.  Jul.  C.  iv.  3. 

Ay,  sir ;  to  be  honest  as  this  world  goes. 

Is  to  be  one  pick'd  out  of  ten  thousand.  8h.  Ham.  ii.  2. 

An  honest  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  slime 

That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds.  Sh.  0th.  v.  2. 

Lands  mortgaged  may  return,  and  more  esteem'd; 
But  honesty  once  pawn'd,  is  ne'er  redeem'd. 

Middleion,  Tiick  to  catch  the  Old  One. 

Honesty  needs  no  disguise  nor  ornament.  Otway. 

Heav'n  that  made  me  honest,  made  me  more 
Than  ever  king  did,  when  he  made  a  lord.  Rowtt  J.  ShorefU.! . 

A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chiefs  a  rod ; 

An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  Grod.  Fope,  E.M.  iy.247. 

'Tis  hard,  when  dulness  oTerrules, 

To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  fools  ; 

And  we  admire  the  man  who  saves 

His  honesty  in  crowds  of  knaves.  Swijt. 

An  honest  man,  close  button'd  to  the  chin. 
Broadcloth  without,  and  a  warm  heart  within. 

Cowper,  Epiitle  to  Joseph  Hill. 

A  king  can  make  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that ; 

But  an  nonest  man's  aboon  his  might, 

Guid  faith,  he  mauna  fa'  that.  Bnrru,  Honest  Poverty* 

Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings : 

"  An  honest  man's  tibe  noblest  work  of  Gk)d."  lb.Cotter*s  8at.N* 

The  man  who  pauses  on  his  honesty 

Wants  little  or  the  villain.  Marfan,  THmoleon, 
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The  moon — ^the  moon,  so  silver  and  cold. 
Her  fickle  temper  has  oft  been  told. 
Now  shady,  now  bright  and  snnny — 
But  of  all  the  lunar  tnings  that  cliange, 
The  one  that  shows  most  fickle  and  strange. 
And  takes  the  most  eccentric  range 

Is  the  moon — so  called — of  honey  I  Sood,  Mus  Kilmaruegg, 
HOVOUB— «M  Greatnass. 
O,  that  estates,  degrees,  and  offices. 
Were  not  deriyed  corruptly !  and  tiiat  dear  honour 
Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer ! 
How  many  then  should  coyer,  that  stand  bare ! 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command ! 
How  mucn  low  peasantry  would  then  be  glean'd 
From  the  true  seed  of  honour  !  and  how  much  honour 
Plck'd  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times. 
To  be  new  yamish'd.  Sh,  M.  qf  Ten.  n.  9. 

That  is  honour's  scorn. 
Which  challenges  itself  as  honour  born. 
And  is  not  like  the  sire.    Honours  best  thrive. 
When  rather  from  our  acts  we  them  derive 
Than  our  foregoers ;  the  mere  word's  a  slave. 
Debauched  on  every  tomb ;  on  every  grave, 
A  lying  trophy ;  and  as  oft  is  dumb. 
Where  dust,  and  damn'd  oblivion,  is  the  tomb 
Of  honoured  bones  indeed.  Sh,  AlVs  W,  n.  3. 

From  lowest  place  when  virtuous  things  proceed. 

The  place  is  a^niify'd  by  the  doer's  deed : 

When  great  additions  swell,  and  virtue  none. 

It  is  a  dropsied  honour*  Sh*  AlVs  W,  xi.  3. 

Kew  honours 
Like  our  strange  garments,  cleave  not  their  mould 
But  with  the  aid  of  use.  8h.  Maeh.  x.  4. 

Mine  honour  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one : 

Take  honour  firom  me,  and  my  life  is  done.   Sh.  Mich,  ii,  i.  !• 

The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afford, 

Is^-spotless  reputation  ;  that  away. 

Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay.  Ih.  i.  L 

Too  much  honour : 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  'tis  a  burden. 

Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven.  Sh,  H,  vni.  iii.  % 
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Who  shall  eo  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  stamp  of  merit  P    Let  none  presume 
To  wear  an  undeserved  di^^ity.  6h,  M.  of  Ven.  xr.  S. 

By  heaven,  methinks,  it  were  an  easy  leap 

To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-faced  moon ; 

Or  diye  unto  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 

Where  fathom-line  could  neyer  touch  the  ground. 

And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  Ihe  locks  : 

So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence  might  wear, 

Without  corrival,  all  her  dignities.         8h.  Hen,  ir.  1.  in.  3. 

Not  a  man,  for  being  simply  man. 
Hath  any  honour ;  but  honour  for  those  honours 
That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  favour, 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit : 
Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  slippery  standers. 
The  love  that  leaned  on  them  as  slippery  too. 
Do  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall.  Sh.  IVm7.  ni.  3. 

Honour  travels  in  a  strait  so  narrow, 

Where  one  but  goes  abreast:  keep  then  the  path.    lb,  ni.  3. 

life  every  man  holds  dear ;  but  the  brave  man 

Holds  honour  far  more  precious  dear  than  life.  lb,  r.  3. 

Brutus  is  an  honourable  man, 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men.  Sk,  Jul.  C,  iii.  2. 

Set  honour  in  one  eve,  and  death  i'  th'  other. 

And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 

For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me,  as  I  love 

The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death.  lb,  i.  2. 

Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 

Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it.  lb.  v.  5. 

If  you  were  bom  to  honour,  show  it  now ; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgment  good 
lliat  thought  you  worthy  of  it.  6h.  JPmic.  it.  6. 

This,  above  all,  to  thine  own  self  be  true. 

And  it  will  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 

G^iou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man.         8k.  Ham.  i.  3. 

He  was  not  bom  to  shame  I 

Upon  his  brow  shame  is  asham'd  to  sit ; 

For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  mav  be  crown'd 

Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth.  Sh.  Bom,  in.  % 
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Loye's  common  unio  all  the  mass  of  creatures. 
As  life  and  breatli ;  honour  to  man  alone : 
Honour  bemg  then  above  life,  dishonour  must 
Be  worse  than  death ;  for  fate  can  strike  but  one ; 
Eeproach  doth  reach  whole  families.  Cartwright,  Siege. 

The  noblest  spur  unto  the  sons  of  fame. 

Is  thirst  of  honour*  John  Mali, 

How  Tain  are  all  hereditary  honours. 

Those  poor  possessions  from  another's  deeds. 

Unless  our  own  just  yirtues  from  our  title. 

And  giye  a  sanction  to  our  fond  assumptions.     Shirley^  Par» 

The  honours  of  a  name  'tis  just  to  guard : 

They  are  a  trust  but  lent  us,  which  we  take. 

And  should,  in  reverence  to  the  donor's  fame. 

With  care  transmit  them  down  to  other  hands.  Shirley,  Par. 

He  that  is  raliant  and  dares  fight. 

Though  drubb'd,  can  lose  no  honour  by't. 

Honour's  a  lease  for  lives  to  come. 

And  cannot  be  extended  from 

The  legal  tenant ;  'tis  a  chattel 

Not  to  be  forfeited  in  battle.  Butler,  Sud.  I,  ni.  1040. 

Honour  is  like  that  glassy  bubble 

That  finds  philosophers  such  trouble ; 

Whose  least  part  crack'd,  the  whole  does  fly, 

And  wits  are  crack'd  to  find  out  why.  lb,  2,  li.  384. 

If  he  that  in  the  field  is  slain. 

Be  in  the  bed  of  honour  lain, 

He  that  is  beaten,  may  be  said 

To  lie  in  honour's  truckle  bed.  JButler,  JBud. 

Honour  is,  like  a  widow,  won 

With  brisk  attempt,  and  putting  on : 

With  ent'ring  manfully  and  urging ; 

Not  slow  approaches,  uke  a  virgin.      Butler,  Sud.  1,  i.  911. 

Quoth  Balpho,  honour's  but  a  word. 

To  swear  by  only  in  a  lord : 

In  other  men  'tis  but  a  huff 

To  vapour  with,  instead  of  proof ; 

That  uk3  a  wen  looks  big  and  swells, 

Is  senseless,  and  just  nouiing  else.      BuUer,  Hud,  2,  xi. 

b2 
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Woman's  honour 
Is  nice  as  ermine,  will  not  bear  a  soil.    Dryden,  Don  8eb€ut* 

Base,  groy'lling  souls  ne'er  know  true  honour's  worth, 
.  But  weigh  it  out  in  mercenary  scales : 
The  secret  pleasure  of  a  generous  act 

Is  the  great  mind's  great  bribe.  Dryden. 

In  other  worlds  devotion  may  have  bliss, 
I'm  sure  'tis  honour  that  must  save  in  this.  CrmDne,Justinian, 
When  honour's  lost,  'tis  a  relief  to  die : 
Death's  but  a  sure  retreat  from  infamy.  Garths  DUp,  t.  321. 
Honour's  the  soldier's  treasure,  bought  with  blood, 
And  kept  at  life's  expense.  Boute^  Fair  Pen. 

Honour's  a  fine  imaginaiy  notion. 
That  draws  in  raw  and  unezperieno'd  men 
To  real  mischiefs,  while  they  hunt  a  shadow*   AddUon,  Cato. 

Honour's  a  sacred  tie,  the  law  of  kin^. 

The  noble  mind's  distinguishing  per^ction. 

That  aids  and  strengthens  yirtue  where  it  meets  her, 

And  imitates  her  actions  where  she  is  not ; 

It  is  not  to  be  sported  with.  Adduan,  Cato, 

Better  to  die  ten  thousand  thousand  deaths, 

Than  wound  my  honour.  Addison,  Cato,  i.  4> 

Bid  me  for  honour  plTmge  into  a  war. 

Of  thickest  foes,  and  rush  on  certain  death ; 

Then  thou  shalt  see  that  Marcus  is  not  slow 

To  follow  glory,  and  confess  his  father.  Addison,  Caio, 

Content  thyself  to  be  obscurely  good  : 

When  vice  preyails,  and  impious  men  bear  sway. 

The  post  of  nonour  is  a  private  station.    Addison,  Cato,  iv.  2. 

Give  me,  kind  heaven,  a  private  station, 

A  mind  serene  for  contemplation : 

Title  and  profit  I  resign  ; 

The  post  of  honour  shall  be  mine.  Oat/,  Fable  n.  ii.  69. 

Honour  and  shame  for  no  condition  rise ; 
Act  well  your  part — ^there  all  the  honour  lies. 

Pope,  F.  M,  IV.  193. 

True,  conscious  honour  is  to  feel  no  sin ; 

He's  arm'd  without  that's  innocent  within.  Pope^Im,  Hoi\  i.  i.  93. 

In  points  of  honour  to  be  tried, 

Suppose  the  question  not  your  own.  Swifl* 
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Honour,  my  lord,  is  much  too  proud  to  catch 

At  every  slender  twig  of  nice  distinction. 

These  for  th'  unfeeling  vulgar  may  do  well ; 

But  those  whose  souls  are  by  the  nicer  rule 

Of  rirtuous  delicacy  only  sway'd. 

Stand  at  another  bur  than  that  of  laws.  Thamaon^Tanered,  v.  7. 

There  is,  my  lord,  an  honour,  the  calm  child 

Of  reason,  of  humanity  and  mercy, 

Superior  far  to  this  punctilious  demon. 

That  singly  minds  itself,  and  oft  embroils 

With  proud  barbarian  niceties  the  world.  Thornton. 

If  honour  calls,  where'er  she  points  the  way, 

The  sons  of  honour  follow,  and  obey.  ChurcAill,  Farewell,  67. 

The  fear  o'  hell's  a  hangman's  whip 

To  hand  the  wretch  in  order : 

But  where  ye  feel  your  honour  grip. 

Let  that  aye  be  your  border.    JBums,  Ep.  to  a  Young  Friend, 

I've  scann'd  the  actions  of  his  daily  life 

With  all  the  industrious  malice  of  a  foe ; 

And  nothing  meets  my  eye  but  deeds  of  honour. 

H,  MorOf  Daniel,  i* 

Say  what  is  honour  P    'Us  the  finest  sense 

Of  justice  which  the  human  mind  can  frame, 

Interest,  each  lurking  frailty,  to  disclaim. 

And  guard  the  way  of  life  nom  all  offence 

SujSer'd  or  done.  Wordeworth, 

A  life  of  honour  and  of  worth 

Has  no  eternity  on  earth,— 

'Tis  but  a  name — 

And  yet  its  glory  far  exceeds 

That  base  and  sensual  life  which  leads 

To  want  and  shame.  Longfellow. 

His  honour  rooted  in  dishonour  stood. 
And  faiUi  unfaithAd  made  him  falsely  true. 

(luoUd  h^  Marq.  of  Mariington,  Mtform  Bill^  uip.l2, 1866. 

EOPE. 

True  hope  is  swift,  and  flies  with  swallows'  wings ; 
Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings. 

Sh.  Bich.  m.  T.  2. 
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Hope  is  a  lorer's  staff ;  walk  henee  witK  that. 

Ana  manage  it  against  despairing  thoughts.  8k.  Two  G,  m.  L 

The  miserable  hare  no  other  medicine^ 

But  only  hope.  81L  M,for  Jf.  lu.  1. 

Things  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  dimb  upward 

To  wnat  they  were  before.  Sh,  Macb.  iv.  2. 

The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.  Ih,  it.  2. 

What  can  we  not  endure, 
When  pains  are  lessened  by  the  hope  <^  cure.  Nahhu, 

Hope !  of  all  ills  that  men  endure, 
The  only  cheap  and  uniyersal  cure  1 
The  oaptire's  freedom,  and  the  sick  man's  health. 
The  loTor's  victory,  and  the  beggar's  wealth !  Cowley, 

Yet  I  argue  not 
Against  Heaven's  hand  or  wul,  nor  bate  a  jot 
Of  heart  or  hope ;  but  still  bear  up  and  steer 
Bight  onward.  Milton^  Sonnet  xxii. 

Yet  when  an  equal  prize  of  hope  and  fear 

Does  arbitrate  the  event,  my  nature  is 

That  I  incline  to  hope,  rather  than  fear.    Milton^  Comu$,  410. 

So  farewell  hope,  and  with  hope  farewell  fear, 

Farewell  remorse :  ail  good  to  me  is  lost.  Milton,  P.  Z.  xv.108. 

Far  greater  numbers  have  been  lost  by  hopes, 

Than  all  the  magazines  of  daggers,  ropes, 

And  other  ammunitions  of  despair, 

Were  ever  able  to  despatch  by  fear.  ButUr,  MUe.  Thoughts. 

Hope  is  the  fawning  traitor  of  the  mind. 

Which,  while  it  cozens  with  a  colour'd  friendship, 

Bobs  us  of  our  best  virtue — resolution.         Lee,  Constantine, 

Hope,  with  a  goodly  prospect  feeds  the  eje. 

Shows  from  a  rising  ground  possession  ni^h ; 

Shortens  the  distance,  or  overlooks  it  quite  : 

So  easy  'tis  to  travel  with  the  sight.        Dryden,  Aurenyzehe. 

A  beam  of  comfort,  like  the  moon  thro'  clouds. 

Gilds  the  black  horror,  and  directs  my  way.  Ib.Love*s  triumph, 

Jl  man  eondemn'd  to  leap  a  precipice. 

Who  sees  before  his  eyes  the  depth  below, 

Stopa  short,  and  looks  about  for  some  kind  shrub 

To  break  his  dreadful  fall.  Diyden. 
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Oar  hopes,  like  tow'rin^  falcons,  aim 
At  objects  in  an  airy  height ; 
The  httle  pleasure  of  the  game 
Is  finom  afar  to  view  the  fight.  Prior,  CkarUs  Montague, 

In  life's  ronfh  tide  I  sunk  not  down, 
Bnt  swam  tul  Fortune  threw  a  rope. 
Buoyant  on  bladders  filled  with  hope.    Green,  The  Spleeu,  50. 

While  there  is  life  there's  hope,  he  cried. 

Then  why  such  haste  P— so  groan'd  and  died.  Gay,  FahU  27. 

Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast ; 

Man  never  is,  but  always  to  be,  blest. 

The  soul,  uneasy,  and  confined  from  home, 

Bests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Lo,  the  poor  Indian !  whose  untutored  mind 

Sees  Grod  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind.  PopeJS.M.i.9S, 

Hope  humbly  then  ;  with  trembling  pinions  soar ; 
Wait  the  great  teacher.  Death  ;  and  God  adore. 
What  future  bliss  he  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
*  But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blessing  now.  Xb,  i.  Dl. 

See  some  fit  passion  every  age  supply ; 

Hope  travels  through,  nor  quits  us  when  we  die.  Ih,  ii.  27:i. 

Thy  words  have  darted  hope  into  my  soul. 

And  comfort  dawns  upon  me.        Southerne,  DUappointmcut, 

But  while  hope  lives 
Let  not  the  generous  die.    'Tis  late  before 
The  brave  despair.  Thonuon,  Sophonisha,  i.  3. 

Hope,  eager  hope,  tV  assassin  of  our  joy. 
All  present  blessings  treading  under  foot. 
Is  scarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  despair.  Young,  N,  T,  vii. 

Hope,  of  all  passions,  most  befriends  us  here : 

Joy  has  her  tears,  and  transport  has  her  death ; 

Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent  though  strong, 

Man's  heart  at  once  inspirits  and  serenes, 

Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys.       Young,  iV«  T, 

She  bids  me  hope !  and,  in  that  charming  word. 

Has  peace  and  tomsport  to  my  soul  restor  d.  Ld,  LytUlton,  JEp, 

Kone  without  hope  e'er  loved  the  brightest  fair. 

But  love  can  hope,  where  reason  would  despair.  lb,  Epigram 

Hope, 
Though  'tis  pale  sorrow's  only  cordial, 
Has  yet  a  dull  and  opiate  quality, 
Enfeebling  what  it  lulls.  MoMom 
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Hope,  like  the  glimmering  taper's  liglit, 

Adorns  and  cheers  the  way, 

And  sUll,  the  darker  grows  the  night, 

£mita  a  brighter  ray.        Goldsmith,  Song  from  Captimiy,  n, 

O  hope  1  sweet  flatterer !  thy  delusive  touch 

Sheds  on  afflicted  minds  the  balm  of  comfort, 

IteUeres  the  load  of  poverty,  sustains 

The  eaptire,  bending  with  the  weight  of  bonds. 

And  smooths  the  pillow  of  disease  and  pain !  Glover,Boadu!eeu 

Whiti^  as  the  whii«  ««il  on  a  dusky  sea, 

Wh«4i  half  iV  horiaon's  clouded  and  half  free, 

FtuMiMtii|t  belm^ii  the  dun  wave  and  the  sky, 

lilt  hxv|¥^  » last  g)eam  in  man's  extremity.    Bifron,  Island,  y.  1. 

)V  thvm  thf"  mitibow  to  the  storms  of  life, 

lli^  ^'tr^u^^i:  K>am  that  smiles  the  clouds  away, 

A^4  lmt»  t\viiivvrTv>w  with  prophetic  ray.  Byron, 

\\\^>^  and  d^NAr  altomatf  chase 

i>ur  evHir^c  ihwHi^h  litems  uneertaia  race.  Scott,  Rohehy,  n.  2. 

W\vk  without  ho|H*  draws  nectar  in  a  sieve. 

And  hopo  n  ilhout  an  object  cannot  live.  Coleridge. 

X  blossom  AiU  of  promise  is  life's  joy. 
That  never  comes  to  fniit ;  Hope,  for  a  time. 
Suns  the  voung  floweret  in  its  gladsome  light. 

And  it  looks  flourishing ; a  Httle  while 

'^Tis  past,  we  know  not  whither,  but  'tis  gone.  X.  E,  Landon. 

Hope  for  a  season  bade  the  world  farewell, 

And  (Vcedom  shrieked,  as  Kosciusko  fell  lCampbell,Pl,ffope,u 

Auspicious  hope !  in  thy  sweet  sarden  grow 

Wreaths  for  each  toil,  a  charm  tor  every  woe.  Ih. 

Unfading  hope !  when  life's  last  embers  bum, 

When  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust  return ! 

Heaven  to  thy  charge  resigns  the  awful  hour ! 

Oh  !  then  thy  kingdom  comes !  immortal  power !  lb* 

Cease,  eveiy  joy,  to  glinuner  on  my  mind. 

But  leave,  oh  !  leave  the  light  of  hope  behind ! 

What  though  my  winged  hours  of  bliss  have  been. 

Like  angel-visits,  few  and  far  between.  16.  ii.  375. 

Hope's  precious  pearl  in  sorrow's  cup 

Unmelted  at  the  bottom  lay, 

To  shine  again  when,  all  drunk  up. 

The  bitterness  should  pass  away.   Moore,  Loves  of  the  AngeU* 
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HOBSK—HOIUnnrATffBHIP— M»  HuBtiBg. 
Boimd-hoof  d,  short-jointed,  fetlocks  shag  and  long, 
Broad  breast,  fall  eye,  snudl  head,  and  nostril  wide, 
Hi^h  crest,  short  ears,  straight  legs,  and  passing  strong. 
Thin  mane,  thick  taQ,  broad  Duttock,  tender  hide : 
Look,  what  a  horse  should  hare,  he  did  not  lack. 
Bare  a  proud  rider  on  so  proud  a  back.  Sk.  Ten.  ^  Ad,  295. 

A  horse  I  a  horse !  mj  kingdom  for  a  horse  1  8h.Biek,  ///.t.3. 

Hie  courser  paw'd  the  ground  with  restless  feet. 
And  snorting  foam'd  and  champ'd  the  golden  bit. 

thyden,  Palamon  and  Arciie, 

Then  Peers  grew  proud  in  horsemanship  t'  excel, 
Newmarket's  gloxy  rose,  as  Britain's  fell.  Po>^y  /m«  JTor.  in. 

With  flowing  tail  and  flying  mane,  [144. 

With  nostrils  never  streak'd  by  pain. 

Mouths  bloodless  to  the  bit  or  rem. 

And  feet  that  iron  neyer  shod. 

And  flanks  unscarr'd  by  spur  or  rod, 

A  thousand  horse — ^the  wild— the  free — 

Like  waves  that  follow  o'er  the  sea. 

Came  thimdering  on.  B^ron,  Maxeppa. 

Ah !  ^ther  your  reins,  and  crack  your  thong. 

And  bid  your  steed  go  faster ; 

He  does  not  know,  as  he  scrambles  along. 

That  he  has  a  fool  for  his  master.  O.  W,  Holmes. 

H08FITALITT— j«0  Beggars,  Charity,  Dining. 
I  charge  thee,  invite  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more ;  my  cook  and  I'll  provide. 

Sh,  Timon.  iii.  4. 

My  master  is  of  churlish  disposition. 

And  little  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 

By  doing  deeds  of  hospitality.  Sh,  A,  Y,  L,u.  4. 

Blest  be  that  spot,  where  cheerful  guests  retire 

To  pause  from  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  fire  ; 

Blest  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  repair. 

And  every  stranger  finds  a  ready  cnair ; 

Blest  be  those  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown'd. 

Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 

Laugh  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  fail, 

Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  mournful  tale : 

Or  press  the  bashful  stranger  to  his  food. 

And  leam  the  luxury  of  doing  good.  Goldsmith,  Traveller,  13. 
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H08FITAIIT7— tfonlMiMif, 
While  joa  in  this  isle  are  biding. 
You  tludl  feast  without  ^roTiding. 
Every  dainty  you  can  think  ot, 
Ereiy  wine  wnich  yon  would  dxink  of. 
Shall  be  yonrs ;  all  want  shall  shnn  you, 
Ceres'  blessing  so  is  on  yoo.  Dr^de^, 

Ereiy  house  was  an  inn,  where  all  were  welcomed  and  feasted ; 

All  things  were  held  in  oonunon,  and  what  one  had  was 

another's.  LongfeWtw^  JEoangdine. 

HOITBBS— M0  Building. 
Bear  this  well  in  xmnd,  old  houses  mended, 
Cost  little  less  than  new  before  they're  ended. 

ColUy  abber,  ProL  to  the  Domble  GallaiU,  1&. 
EOirSEWirEBT. 

Kothing  lovelier  can  be  found 
In  woman,  than  to  s&dy  household  good, 
And  good  works  in  her  husband  to  promote.  Mil.  P.L^  ix.  282. 

SUKAHITT. 
Humanity  is  policy  in  war. 
And  cruelty's  a  prodigal,  that  heaps 
A  suicidal  burthen  on  itself.  Dawes. 

HUMILlTy— f0«  Birth. 

You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave. 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage. 
Wears  out  his  time  much  like  his  master's  ass, 
For  naught  but  provender,  and,  when  he's  old,  cashier 'd ; 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves.  Sh.  0th.  1. 1. 

Take  heed  of  ever-wcening,  and  compare 

Thy  peacock's  feet  with  gay  peacock  s  train ; 

Study  the  best  and  highest  things  that  are, 

But  of  thyself,  an  humble  thought  retain.    Sir  John  Davies. 

He  that  will  once  give  the  wall 

Shall  be  quickly  tlmist  into  the  kennel.  Chapman^  May  Day. 

Be  wise, 
Soar  not  too  high  to  fall,  but  stoop  to  rise.  Mauiny.  Duhe  Mi! 

I  see  those  who  are  lifted  highest  on 

The  hiU  of  honour,  are  nearest  to  the 

Blasts  of  envious  fortune  ;  whilst  the  low 

And  humble  valleys  thrive  with  their  bosoms  full 

Of  flowers*  Pbrd,  Loves  Labyrinth, 


HxnoLiTT — ^nuiroKB.  267 

SUXIUIT— «0M<tfiifed: 

There  are  some  that  use 
Humility  to  senre  their  pride,  and  seem 
Humble  upon  their  waj,  to  be  prouder 
At  their  wiih'd  journey's  end.  Denham,  Sophy . 

"He  that  is  down  needs  fear  no  fall ; 

He  that  is  low,  no  pride  ; 

He  that  is  humble,  erer  shall 

Have  God  to  be  his  guide.         JBunyan,  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

He  should  be  humble  who  would  please.  Prion 

Thrice  happy  they  who  sleep  in  humble  life. 
Beneath  tne  storm  ambition  blows.    'T  is  meet 
The  great  should  hare  tiie  fiune  of  happiness. 
The  eonsolation  of  a  littie  enry ; 
T  is  all  their  pay  for  those  superior  cares, 
Those  pangs  of  neart,  their  vassals  ne'er  can  feel. 

Young^  Brothers^  1. 1. 

He  saw  a  cottage  with  a  double  coach-house, 

A  cottage  of  gentility ! 

And  the  Deru  did  grin,  for  his  darling  sin, 

Is  pride  that  apes  humility.  Coleridge,  DeviVe  Walk. 

Lowliness  is  the  base  of  eyerr  virtue : 

And  he  who  goes  the  lowest,  ouilds  the  safest.  Bailey, Festue, 

Humility,  that  low,  sweet  root. 

From  which  all  heavenly  virtues  shoot.  Moored  Loves  of  Ang. 

The  bird  that  soars  on  highest  wing 

Builds  on  the  ground  her  lowly  nest ; 

And  she  that  aoth  most  sweetly  sing. 

Sings  in  tJie  shade  when  all  thiogs  rest.       Jas,  Montgomery, 

HUICOUB. 
Some  ^lory  in  their  birth,  some  in  their  skill, 
Some  m  ^eir  wealth,  some  in  their  body's  force ; 
Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fSmgled  ill ; 
Some  in  their  hawks  and  hounds,  some  in  their  horse ; 
And  every  humour  has  his  adjunct  pleasure. 
Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest.  8h.  Sonnet,  91. 

Some  things  are  of  that  nature  as  to  make 

One's  fancy  chuckle  while  his  heart  doth  ache.  Bunyan, 

ZUV0SB. 
Famish'd  pciople  must  be  slowly  nurst. 
And  fed  by  spoonfuls  else  they  always  burst,  ByrcnJ),J,nM%. 
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Man  i*  ■  caniiTOroiii  production. 
And  mnit  hara  me&]>,  st  leait  one  meal  a  daj ; 
Ho  cannot  live,  lilte  woodcoeka,  upon  mctton, 
3ut,  like  the  ihark  and  tiger,  mnst  haTe  frej. 
Altliouflh  bit  anatomical  conBtractioo 
Scan  rcgotablei,  in  a  gnunbling  wa^. 
Your  labonrinK  people  tidnk  beyond  all  question, 
Beef.  Teal,  asdmnttonflttor  for  digestion.  Syron.DJ'.  ii.67. 
BUATUtt— N*  HantfltaniUp. 

Never  did  I  hear 
Such  ffallant  chiding  ;  for,  bendei  the  grorea, 
t'lio  akicB,  the  fonntainB,  CTerjr  refnon  bbk 
tfecm  all  one  mutual  vrj  ;  I  nererlieard 
So  mnsiral  a  discord,  luch  sweet  thunder.  Si.  Mid-N.  it.  1, 


They  rouM  fhun  aleep,  and  answer  sounds  for  Bounds. 

_  Gag,  Sural  Sporti. 

The  momin)(  ran.  that  gilds  with  trembling  raja 

'Windior'a  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtlj  train 

Mount  for  the  chaae,  nor  Tiew  in  all  his  cotine 

A  socae  so  ijay.  SomtrviOe.  daw,  3. 

In  Tain  malimant  atrcama  and  winter  fogs 

Iioad  the  dull  air,  and  hoTer  round  our  coaata ; 

The  hantsman,  ever  gay,  robust,  and  bold. 

Defies  the  noxious  rapour,  and  confides 

In  this  delightful  exercise  to  raise 

His  dn>opin}{  head,  and  cheer  hia  heart  with  joy.  Ih.Clum,  1. 

Fields,  woods,  and  streania. 
Each  tow'ring  hill,  each  humble  vale  below. 
ShaU  hear  my  cheering  Toice  j  my  hounds  shall  wake 
Tne  lasy  mom,  and  glad  th'  horison  round.        lb.  Oatt,  4. 
HaA  1  the  loud  peal  begins,  (he  dam'rons  joy. 
The  gallant  chiding  loads  the  trembling  air.         lb.  Ckate,  4. 
Proud  Nimrod  first  the  bloody  chase  began, 
A  migh^  hunter,  and  hia  prey  was  man.     Pope,  Wind.  .Ffcr. 
Poor  Jack,  no  matter  who,— for  when  I  blame 
J  f'tj,  and  must  therefore  sink  the  same, — 
T.iT'd  in  his  saddle,  loT'd  the  chaae,  the  course, 
id  always  e'er  he  monnted,  kiss'd  his  hone. 

Oowpcr,  Btiremtnt,  676. 
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He  thought  at  heart  like  courUy  Chesterfield, 

Who,  after  a  long  chaoe  o'er  hiUa,  dales,  bnshest 

And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 

Ask'd  next  day, "  If  men  oyer  honted  twice  Y*'ByroH,D.J.YM* 

He  broke,  'tis  trae,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 

Of  hunting — for  the  safest  youth  is  frail ; 

Bode  o'er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  then. 

And  once  o'er  several  country  gentlemen.    lb,  D.  J",  xiy.  33. 

The  forest  music  is  to  hear  the  hounds 
Bend  the  thin  air,  and  with  a  lust^  cry 
Awake  tiie  drowsy  echo,  and  conK>una 
Their  perfect  langaage  in  a  mingled  sound.  Day,Isle  of  Gulls, 

His  gaunt  hound  yell'd,  his  rifle  flash'd. 

The  grim  bear  hush'd  its  savage  growl ; 

In  blood  and  foam  the  panther  gnash'd 

Its  fangs  with  dying  howL  Street,  Poems  {Am.), 

When  huntsmen  wind  the  merry  horn, 
And  £rom  its  covert  starts  the  fearful  prey ; 
Who,  warm'd  with  youth's  blood  in  his  swelling  veins. 
Would,  like  a  lifeless  clod  outstretched  lie. 
Shut  up  from  all  the  fair  creation  offers  P  Jo,Baillie,Etkwald, 
HiriBAn— M#  Xarriage,  Wift. 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  his  brow  : 
Hyperion's  curls ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself ; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command ; 
A  stiUion  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
iNew-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 
A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man : 
This  was  your  husband.  8k,  Sam,  in.  4. 

To  all  married  men  be  this  caution, 
Which  they  should  duly  tender  as  their  life, 
Neither  to  doat  too  much,  nor  doubt  a  wife.  Massinger,  Tict, 

Marry  I  no,  faith ;  husbands  are  like  lots  in 

The  lottery,  you  may  draw  forty  blanks 

Before  you  find  one  that  has  any  piuse 

In  him ;  a  husband  generally  is  a 

Careless  domineering  thing,  that  grows  like 

Coral ;  which  as  long  as  it  is  under  water 

Is  soft  and  tender ;  out  as  soon 

As  it  has  got  its  branch  above  the  waves, 

Is  presently  hard,  stiff,  not  to  be  bow'd.  Marston^  Ccurtexan, 
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HITSBAVB — continued, 

A  prudent  father, 
Bj  nature  charged  to  guide  and  rule  her  choiM, 
S^signs  his  daughter  to  a  husband's  power. 
Who,  with  superior  dignity,  with  reason, 
And  manly  tenderness,  will  erer  lore  her ; 
19'ot  first  a  kneeling  slave,  and  then  a  tyrant.  ^nbmjpji. 

Know  then. 
As  women  owe  a  duty — so  do  men. 
Men  must  be  like  the  branch  and  bark  to  trees. 
Which  doth  defend  them  firom  tempestuous  rage  r-> 
Clothe  them  in  winter,  tender  them  in  age. 

Wilkifu^  Miieries  qf  Enforced,  Marriage, 

As  the  husband  is,  the  wife  is ; 

Thou  art  mated  with  a  clown. 

And  the  grossness  of  his  nature 

Will  have  weight  to  drag  thee  down.  TenngtomJjoekiUySalL 

ETPEBBOLE. 

When  he  shall  die. 
Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars, 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  so  fine. 
That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night 
And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun.  Sh,  Bom,  m.  2. 

HYKSB. 
A  Terse  may  find  him  who  a  sermon  flies. 
And  turn  delight  into  a  sacrifice.  Suckling f  The  Church  Porch, 

ET?0GBI87— M0  Cmming,  Becsit,  Dissiamlatien,  PiJsdhood,  Knavsiy, 
Lias. 

This  outward-sainted  deputy,— 
Whose  settled  visage  and  deliberate  word 
Nips  youth  i'  the  head,  and  follies  doth  emmew 
As  falcon  doth  the  fowl, — ^is  yet  a  devil.  Sh,  M.forlf,  iii.  1. 

There  is  no  vice  so  simple,  but  assumes 

Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts,  Sh,  M,  ofY,  ni.  2. 

Well  said ;  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel.   Sh,  Am  Y,  X.  u  2. 

Bear  a  fair  pretence,  though  your  heart  be  tainted; 

Teach  sin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  saint.        Sh*  Com,  JS,  nx.  2. 

To  beguile  the  time. 
Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcome  in  your  eyes, 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innocent  flower. 
But  be  the  serpent  under  it.  Sh,  Mdcb,  x.  C* 
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Trust  not  those  dmning  waters  of  Ms  ejes. 

For  Tillany  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 

And  he,  long-traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 

Like  riyera  ^remorse  and  innocence.        Sh.  K.  John^  it.  3. 

Why,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile : 

And  cry,  content,  to  that  which  grieyes  mj  heart  ; 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears. 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions.       Sk,  Hen.  vi.  3,  iii.  3. 

But  then  I  sigh,  and  with  a  piece  of  scripture. 

Tell  them — ^that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  eyil ; 

And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  yiUany 

With  old  odd  ends,  stoFn  forth  of  noly  writ : 

And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  deyil.  Sh,  JR.  iii,  i.  3. 

Time  shall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides  ! 

Who  coyer  faults,  at  last  tliem  shame  derides.   SA.  Lear,  1. 1. 

O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flow'ring  face  I 

Did  eyer  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  caye  r 

Beautiful  tyrant !  fiend  ans^elical  I 

Doye-featlier'd  rayen  !  womshorayening  lamb ! 

Despised  substance  of  diyinest  show  I 

Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem'sty 

A  damned  saint,  an  honourable  yillain  I  Sh.  Horn.  in.  2. 

Tis  too  much  proy'd, — ^that,  with  deyotion's  yisage. 

And  nious  action,  we  do  sugar  o'er 

The  deyil  himself.  SL  Ham.  in.  1. 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 

Each  drop  she  faUs  would  proye  a  crocodile.     Sh.  Olh.  ly.  1. 

Divinity  of  hell! 
When  deyils  will  the  blackest  sms  put  on, 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heayenly  shows.  Ih.  ii.  3. 

Foul  hjpocrisy's  so  much  the  mode. 
There  is  no  knowmg  hearts,  from  words  or  looks 
Thieyes,  bawds,  and  panders,  wear  the  holy  leer ; 
S'en  ruffians  cant,  and  undermining  knayes 
Display  a  mimic  openness  of  soul !  Shirley f  Parricide. 

Neither  man  nor  angel  can  discern 

Hypocrisy,  the  only  eyil  that  walks 

Inyisible,  except  to  God  alone. 

By  His  permissiye  will,  tiirongh  heay'n  and  earth ; 

And  oft,  though  wisdom  wakes,  suspiciim  sleeps 

At  wisdom's  gate ;  while  goodness  tninks  no  ill. 

Where  no  ill  seems.  MUUnh  P.  X.  zn.  682» 
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Baton  was  the  first 
That  praotised  falsehood  under  saintly  show, 
Deep  malice  to  conceal,  couch'd  with  revenge. 

MUton*  P.  X.  IT.  122. 

They 
Can  pray  npon  occasion,  talk  of  Heayen, 
Turn  up  their  goggling  eve-balls,  rail  at  vice* 
Dissemole,  lie,  and  preacn,  like  any  priest.     Otway^  Orphan. 

Seeming  devotion  doth  but  gild  the  knave. 

That's  neither  faithful,  honest,  just,  nor  brave ; 

But  when  religion  doth  with  virtue  join, 

It  makes  a  hero  like  an  angel  shine.  WaUer^ 

He*s  the  greatest  monster,  without  doubt, 

Who  is  a  wolf  within,  a  sheep  without.  Denham^ 

Thou  has  prevaricated  with  thy  friend, 

By  under-nuid  contrivance  undone  me  ; 

And  while  my  onen  nature  trusted  in  thee, 

Thou  hast  stepp  d  in  between  me  and  mv  hopes. 

And  ravish'd  from  me  all  my  soul  held  aear, 

Thou  hast  betray'd  me.  Howe,  Lady  Jane  Grreyt  u.  1. 

The  man  who  dares  to  dress  misdeeds. 

And  colour  them  with  virtue's  name,  deserves 

A  double  punishment  from  gods  to  men.  Ck.  Johnson,  Medea, 

An  open  foe  mav  ^rove  a  curse, 

But  a  pretended,  friend  is  worse.  Gay^  Fahle  1. 17. 

Catius  is  ever  moral,  ever  grave, 

Thinks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knave. 

Save  just  at  dinner — then  prefers,  no  doubt, 

A  rogue  with  venison  to  a  saint  without.   Pope,  JIf .  E.  x.  77. 

The  world's  all  title-page ;  there's  no  contents ; 

The  world's  all  fryce  ;  tne  man  who  shows  his  heart 

Is  hooted  for  his  nudities,  and  scom'd.  Young,  N,  T,  8. 

The  theme  divine  at  cards  she'll  not  forget, 

But  takes  in  texts  of  Scripture  at  picquet ; 

In  those  licentious  meetings  acts  the  prude, 

And  thanks  bar  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good.  15.  Z.  ofF.  5. 

Hypocrisy,  detest  her  as  we  may 

(jfnd  no  man's  hatred  ever  wronged  her  yet) 

May  claim  this  merit  still,  that  she  admits 

The  worUi  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  care. 

And  thus  gives  virtue  indirect  applause.  Cowper,  Tash,  iii.  100. 
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BYPOCBHT — eontmued.  ^ 
To  wear  long  faces,  just  as  if  our  Maker, 
The  €rod  of  j^oodness,  was  an  undertaker, 
'  Well  pleas'a  to  wrap  the  soul's  unlucky  mien 
In  sorrow's  dismal  crape  or  bombasin.  Peter  Pindar, 

Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best ; 

Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 

A  comer  for  herself;  and  therefore  fiction 

Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction.  Bjfron,D,J.TvJ^ 

He.  waa  the  mildest  manner'd  man    - 
That  ever  scuttled  ship,  or  cut  a  throat ! 
With  such  true  breeding  of  a  gentleman. 
You  nerer  could  divine  nis  real  thought.     B^ron,  D.  «71  3U. 

Strong  in  his  words  but  in  his  actions  weak. 

His  greatest  talent  not  to  do — but  speak. 

Language  that  bums  th'  unwarjr  to  entice, 

A  head  all  fire,  and  a  heart  all  ice.  Bjfrou,  Lar€u 

A  serpent  with  an  angel's  voice !  a  grave 

With  flowers  bestrewed.  PoUokt  Couree  cf  Time, 

The  hypocrite  had  left  his  mask,  and  stood 

In  naked  ugliness.    He  was  a  man 

Who  stole  the  livery  of  the  court  of  heaven 

To  serve  the  devil  in.  PolUk,  Course  ofTime^  yiii.  616. 

In  sermon  style  he  bought. 
And  sold,  and  lied ;  and  salutations  miuie 
In  scripture  terms.    He  pray'd  by  quantity. 
And  with  his  repetitions  long  and  loud. 
All  knees  were  weary.  Pollok,  Qmrse  qf  Time, 

A  man  may  cry  Church !  Church !  at  every  word 
With  no  more  piety  than  other  people ; 
A  daw's  not  reckoned  a  religious  bird 
•  Because  it  keeps  a  cawing  nom  the  steeple. 

Mood,  Ef,  to  Eae  WiUoH,  S$q. 
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2BXALI8T8. 

Some  there  be  that  shadows  kiss, 

Such  haye  bat  a  shadow's  bliss.  Sk.  M.  qf  V.  it.  9. 

PLMZBS"  H$  Inaetiyity,  Slotb. 
Eschew  the  idle  life ! 
Flee,  flee  from  doing  nought ! 
For  nerer  was  there  idle  Drain 
Bat  bred  an  idle  thought.  Oeorge  Ttirhervite. 

What  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market  of  his  time. 
Be  bat  to  sleep  and  feed  ?    A  beast ; — no  more. 
Sure,  He,  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse. 
Looking  before  and  after,  gare  us  not 
That  capability  and  godlike  reason 
To  rust*  in  us  unused.  Sh.  Sam.  it.  4. 

The  grey*ey'd  morning  braves  me  to  my  face, 

And  calls  me  sluggard.  MiddUton,  Family  Lone, 

Hen  of  thy  condition  feed  on  sloth. 

As  doth  the  beetle  on  the  dung  she  breeds  in ; 

Not  caring  how  the  mettle  of  your  minds 

Is  eaten  with  the  rust  of  idleness.  Ben  Jonson, 

A  lazy  lolling  sort. 
Unseen  at  church,  at  senate,  or  at  court. 
Of  eyer  listless  loiterers,  that  attend 
Ko  cause,  no  trust,  no  duty,  and  no  friend.  Pope, 

Life's  cares  are  comforts :  such  by  Heayen  designed ; 

He  that  has  none,  must  make  them,  or  be  wretched. 

Cares  are  employments ;  and  without  employ 

The  soul  is  on  a  rack  ;  the  rack  of  rest, 

To  souls  most  adverse.  Young^  Night  T/iougkit,  2. 

Go  to  the  ant,  thou  sluggard,  learn  to  live. 

And  by  her  wary  ways  reform  thine  own.  Smart 

An  idler  is  a  watch  that  wants  both  hands  ; 

As  useless  when  it  goes  as  when  it  stands.  CV^ffj^er,  Betirem.6Sl. 

Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 

A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distressed.  lb.  623. 

Come  hither,  ye  that  press  your  beds  of  down 

And  sleep  not :  see  him  sweating  o'er  his  bread 

Before  he  eats  it. — *Tis  the  primal  curse. 

But  soften'd  into  merc^ :  made  the  pledge 

Of  cheerful  days,  and  nights  without  a  groan.    lb.  Task,  i .  301 . 

*  To  become  mouldy. 
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Like  a  eoj  maiden,  ease,  wlien  oourted  xnost. 

Farthest  retires — an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 

Who  oftenest  sacrifice  are  faronred  least.  Oowper,  21ulr,  1.409. 

How  yarioos  his  employments,  whom  the  world 

Calls  idle ;  and  who  jnstlj,  in  retumt 

Esteems  that  bnsj  world  an  idler  too  1     Cowper,  7}isk,  in.  362. 

By  nature's  laws,  immutable  and  just. 

Enjoyment  stops  where  indolence  begins ; 

And  purposeless,  to*mont)iw,  borrowing  sloth, 

Itself  heaps  on  its  shoulders  loads  of  woe. 

Too  heayy  to  be  borne.  Polloh,  Courw  of  'Rme, 

Tax  not  my  sloth  that  I 
Fold  my  arms  beside  the  brook ; 
Each  cloud  that  floateth  in  the  sky 

Writes  a  letter  in  my  book.  BmerMan. 

XeVQSAVGS-Mt  SnewMge. 

Ignorance  is  the  curse  of  God, 
Ejiowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  hearen. 

8h.  Hen.  vi.  p.  3,  IT.  7. 
We  ignoxant  of  ourselTes, 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good ;  so  find  we  profit, 
By  losing  of  our  prayers.  8h,  Ant,  Chop.  ii.  1. 

Whilst  timorous  knowledge  stands  considering. 

Audacious  ignorance  hath,  done  the  deed ; 

For  who  knows  most,  the  most  he  knows  to  doubt ; 

The  least  discourse  is  commonly  most  stout  Daniel. 

The  truest  characters  of  ignorance 

An  Tanity,  and  pride,  and  arrogance ;  ^ 

As  blind  men  use  to  bear  their  noses  higher 

Than  those  that  have  their  eyes  and  signt  entire.         Butler, 

From  iffnorance  our  comfort  flows. 

The  oiSj  wretched  are  the  wise.   Prior f  To  Son,  C.  Montague, 

By  ignorance  is  pride  increas'd ; 

They  most  assume  who  know  the  least*  Ga^^  FahUs. 

Where  ignorance  is  bliss 
Tis  folly  to  be  wise.  Gray,  Ode  on  Eton  College, 

With  just  enough  of  leaning  to  misquote.  Byron,  JBng.BarcLt, 

Where  blind  and  naked  ignorance 
DeHrers  brawling  judgments,  unabashed, 
On  aU  things  all  day  long.  Tennyeon*  IJjflU,  Vivien, 

T  2 
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DCAGIHATIOir. 

The  lunatic,  the  lorer,  and  the  poet. 

Are  of  imagination  all  compact : 

One  sees  more  deyils  than  rast  hell  can  hold ; 

That  is,  the  madman ;  the  lover,  all  as  frantic. 

Sees  Helen's  beantj  in  a  brow  of  I^fTPt ; 

The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling, 

Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heaven. 

And,  as  imamnation  bodies  forth 

The  forms  of  jbhings  unknown,  .the  poet's  pen 

Turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 

A  local  habitation^  and  a  name.  Sk.  M,  N,  JD.  v.  1. 

Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand, 

By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  F 

Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 

By  bare  imagination  of  a  feast  r.  8h,  Bieh.  ir.  i«  3. 

Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 

Conceive  in  boyhood  and  panne  as  men? 

The  unreach'd  paradise  of  our  deroair. 

Which  o'er  informs  the  pencil  and  the  peiit 

And  o'erpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloom  again  I' 

Byrtm,  CL  R. 
The  beings  of  the  mind  are  not  of  day ; 
Essentially  immortal,  they  create  ■ 
And  multiply  in  us  a  brighter  ray 
And  more  Deloved  existence.  Byron. 

Inu^pnation  frames  events  unknown. 

In  wild,  fantastic  shapes  of  hideous  ruin ; 

And  what  it  fears  creates  1  Hannah  More. 

Do  what  he  wilL  he  cannot  realise  ^ 

Half  he  conceives— the  glorious  vision  fiies; 

Go  where  he  may,  he  cannot  hoge  to  find 

Thetrutii,thebeautypictur'dinhismind.  Boffer9,HnmanLif0. 

mOBTAUTT. 

It  must  be  so,  Plato,  thou  reasonest  well : 

Else  whence  this  pledsing  hope,  this  fond  desire, 

This  longing  after  immortality  F 

Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  horror 

Of  falUn^  into  nought  P    Why  shrinks  the  soul 

Back  on  itself,  and  startles  at  destruction? 

'Tis  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us ; 

'lis  heaven  itself  that  points  out  a  hereafter. 

And  intimates  eternity  to  man.  Addison,  Cato,  v.  I* 
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Tbe  soul,  seoore  in  her  ezuienoe,  sniOei 
At  the  4nmm  dagoer,  and  defies  its  pdnt : 
The  stars  shall  uSe  awaj,  the  san  himself 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  natiure  sink  inyears ; 
Bnt  thoa  shall  floonsk  in  immortal  youtht 
Unhurt  amidst  the  war  of  elements, 
The  wTeck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  worlds. 

AddUon,   Cit(o,  y.  1. 
Lnmortal!    Ages  past,  yet  nothing  gone ! 
Mom  without  ere !    A  race  without  a  goal ! 
Unshorten'd  by  progression  infinite  1 
Futurity  for  erer  future !    life. 
Beginning  still,  where  computaaon'enda  2 
'Ti«  the  Ascription  of  a  deity !  Tom^fft  N,  T.  ti.  642. 

GknitbeP 
Matter  immortal  P  and  shall  snirit  die  P 
Above  the  nobler  shall  less  noole  rise  P 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  else  reyires, 
No  resurrection  knowP    Shall  man  alone,  • 
Imperial  man !  be  sown  in  barren  ground. 
Less  priyileg'd  than  grain,  on  whini  he  feeds  ?      Ih.  Ti.  70L 

Still  seems  it  strange,  that  thou  shonldst  lire  for  orer  ? 

Is  it  less  strange,  that  thou  shonldst  lire  at  aU ! 

This  is  a  mirade ;  and  that  no  more.  lb,  vu.  1407* 

Immortality  o'ersweeps 
AU  pains,  aU  tears,  idl  time,  all  fears,  and  peals 
Like  the  eternal  thunders  c^  the  deep. 
Into  my  ears  this  truth — ^Thou  lir'st  for  oyer  I  Syran, 

Cold  in  the  dust  this  perish'd  heart  may  lie. 

But  that  which  warm  d  it  once  shall  nerer  die.        Campbell, 

A  Toice  within  us  speaks  that  startling  word — 

"  Man  thou  shalt  nerer  die  1"    Celestial  roicet 

Hymn  it  into  our  souls ;  according  haips. 

By  angel  fingers  touched,  when  the  mild  star 

Of  morning  sang  together,  soimd  forth  still 

The  song  of  our  great  immortality.  JB,  JT.  JDana  (Am.), 

DCFIAGABZLITT. 

liot  to  relent  Is  beastly,  sarage,  deriliBh.      Sk.  Sic.  nt.  i.  4. 
IMPATmCB. 

Oh !  how  impatience  gains  upon  the  soul,  -  ' 

When  the  long  promised  hour  of  joy  draws  iiear ! 

How  slow  the  tardy  moments  seem  to  roll !  Mre.  T^ghom 
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mpLOBura. 

Dismiss  your  vows,  your  feigned  tears,  your  flattery ; 
For  where  a  heart  is  hard,  they  make  no  battery.  SJL  K^A, 
XXTOSUBIXITT. 
And  what's  impossible  can't  be, 
And  nerer,  never  comes  to  pass.  G.Oolman^  Maidofike  Ifoor 

ixPBisonaarT. 

Captivity, 
That  comes  with  honour,  is  true  liberty.  MasHnger^  F,  Dowry, 
Death  is  the  pledge  of  rest,  and  with  one  bail, 
Two  prisons  quits ;  the  body  and  the  jaU.       *  BUkqp  King, 

nrpuDsvooK. 

He  that  has  but  imnudence^ 

To  all  things  has  a  fair  pretence ; 

And,  put  among  his  wants  but  shame, 

To  all  the  world  may  lay  his  claim.    Bailer^  Mue.  Th^mgkU* 

With  that  dull,  rooted,  callous  impudence, 

Which,  dead  to  shame,  and  cT'ry  nicer  sense, 

jN'e'er  blushed ;  unless  in  spreaaing  vice's  snares, 

He  blunder'd  on  some  virtue  unawares.  Ckmvhill,  Baaeiad. 
IKOOIIE— w»  Money,  Prosperity. 

I've  often  wished  that  I  had  clear. 

For  life,  six  hundred  pounds  a  year, 

A  handsome  house  to  lodge  a  mend, 

A  river  at  my  garden's  end.  Fope^  Imit.  of  Horace,  ii.  6. 

DTOOVBTAirGY— M»  Change. 

Sigh  no  more  ladies,  sigh  no  more ; 

Men  were  deceivers  ever  ; 

One  foot  in  sea,  and  one  on  shore  ; 

To  one  thing  constant  never.  Bk.  M.  Ado:  n.  3, 

£v'n  as  one  heat  another  heat  expels. 

Or  as  one  nail  by  strength  drives  out  another; 

So  the  remembrance  ofmy  former  love. 

Is  by  a  newer  object  quite  forgotten.  Sk.  Two  G,  ii.  4. 

Let  us  examine  all  the  creatures,  read 

The  book  of  nature  through,  and  we  shall  find 

Nothing  doth  still  the  same ;  the  stars  do  wander^ 

And  have  their  divers  influence ;  the  elements 

Shuffle  into  innumerable  changes ; 

Our  constitutions  varv ;  herbs  and  trees 

Admit  their  frosts  ana  summer :  and  why  then 

Should  our  desires,  that  are  so  nimble,  and 

More  subtle  than  the  spirits  in  our  blood. 
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niOOVBTAVCT — ctmtinued. 
Be  inch  staid  things  within  as,  and  not  share 
llieir  nat*nl  liberty  P    Shall  we  admit  a  change 
In  smaller  thinffs,  and  not  allow  it  in 
What  most  of  ul  concerns  us  ?  Shirty,  Traitor. 

There  are  three  things  a  wise  man  will  not  trust : 

The  wind«  the  sonshme  of  an  April  day. 

And  woman's  plighted  faith.  Soutkey^  Ifadoe. 

There  is  no  music  in  a  roice. 

That  is  but  one  and  still  the  same ; 

Inconstancy  is  but  a  name. 

To  fright  poor  lorers  from  a  better  choice.  Ruiter,  Skep,  HoL 

I  do  confess  thou'rt  sweet,  yet  find 

Thee  such  an  nnthrift  of  thy  sweets. 

Thy  farours  are  but  like  the  wind, 

That  kisses  ererything  it  meets. 

And  since  thou  canst  with  more  than  one, 

Thou'rt  worthy  to  be  kiss'd  by  none.  Sir  Bohert  Jyton. 


filess'd  are  those 
Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  commingled 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 
To  sound  what  ston  she  please.    Give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  passion  s  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart  s  core,  aye,  in  my  heart  of  heart. 
As  I  do  thee.  Sh.  Mam.  ui.  2. 

How  happy  is  he  bom  or  taught, 
That  serveth  not  another's  will ; 
Whose  armour  is  his  honest  thought. 

And  simple  truth  his  utmost  skilL  Sir  H.  WotCon,  Sajfpy  Lift. 
Lord  of  himself,  though  not  of  lands ; 
And  having  no^iing,  yet  hath  all.  J^, 

The  man  who  by  his  labour  gets 

His  bread  in  independent  state. 

Who  never  begs,  and  seldom  eats. 

Himself  can  fix  or  change  his  fate.  PWor,  Tke  Old  GmUry,  5« 

Slave  to  no  sect,  who  takes  no  private  road, 

But  looks  thro'  nature  up  to  nature's  God.  Pope^S,  Jf.  iv.381. 

Hail !  independence,  hail !  heaven's  next  best  gift. 

To  that  of  life  and  an  immortal  soul ! 

The  life  of  life,  that  to  the  banquet  high 

And  sober  meal  gives  taste  ;  to  the  bow'd  roof 

Fa]r*dream'd  repose,  and  to  the  cottage  charms.  2%Mn«oii,  LXb. 
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IVBSFXHDXVOE— Amftfiii^. 

HaU !  independence ! — ^by  true  reason  tauglit. 

How  few  mire  known,  and  priz'd  thee  as  they  oxxghi  I 

jSpme  gire  thee  up  for  riot ;  some,  like  boys,     . 

Siesign  thee,  in  their  childish  moods,  for  toys ; 

Ambition  some,  some  ayarioe  misleads. 

And,  in  both  cases,  indefiendenoe  h\eed.9.Ckurckill,Imdep.  iv. 

'    Thy  spirit,  Independence,  let  me  share ;  C^^- 

Lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye. 
Thy  steps  I  follow  with  my  bosom  bare, 
"Not  heed  the  storm  that  howls  along  the  sky. 

Smollett,  Ode  to  J/tdependence. 

Gather  gear  by  ev'ry  wile  that's  justify 'd  by  honour ; 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge,  nor  for  a  train  attendant ; 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege  of  being  independent. 

Bhtmsj  SptMtle  to  a  Young  Friend,  7. 

I  hare  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me  ; 
I  have  not  flatter'd  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee, 
KTor  coin'd  my  cheek  to  smiles,  nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo;  in  the  crowd 
They  couid  not  deem  me  one  of  such ;  I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them.  Byron,  Ch.  JT.  xii.  113. 

XHDurJUEBEHOX— «M  Sate,  Soon. 

The  time  was  that  I  hated  thee ; 
And  yet  it  is  not  that  I  bear  thee  love. 
But  since  thou  canst  talk  of  lore  so  well, 
Thy  comnany,  which  erst  was  irksome  to  me, 
I  will  enaure ;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too  ; 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompense.      Sh.AeY.L^m.b. 

What's  Hecuba  to  l^,  or  he  to  Hecuba.        8h.  Ham,  li.  2. 

Shall  I,  wasting  in  despair, 
Die  because  a  woman's  fair  P 
Or  make  pale  my  cheeks  with  care, 
'Cause  another's  rosy  are  P 
Be  she  fairer  than  t  ne  day. 
Or  the  flow'ry  meads  in  May, 
.  If  she  be  not  so  to  me, 
What  care  I  how  fair  ^e  beP  G.  Wiiher,ShepAord^9Be9olution. 

liCt  ev'ry  man  enjoy  his  whim ; 

What's  he  to  me,  or  I  to  him.  ChurekUU  Ghost,  it. 

A  primrose  by  the  river's  brim, 

A  yellow  primrose  was  to  him ; 

And  it  was  nothing  more.         Wordeworth,  Peter  Bell,  i.  12. 
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nromnSVOE — continued, 
I  oare  for  nobodj,  no,  not  I, 
If  nobodj  cares  for  me.    .  Biehentaff,  Love  in  a  Village,  t.  3. 

XnnOXVCS— M»  Oompawrimi,  BiatraM,  Povarty. 

Ffunine  is  in  thy  cheeks. 

Need  and  oppression  starretn  in  thine  eyes ; 

Contempt  and  beggary  hang  upon  thy  back. 

The  world  is  not  thy  menc^  nor  the  world's  law.  Sh,BomJx,\, 
VnOMCBXaXXB—me  FraUtJ. 

To  what  golfs 

A  siiigle  deriiition  from  £e  track 

Of  hnman  duties  leads  I  .    B^ron,  Sardanapalu*. 

miFflBY— «M  AatLon,  Aetifltj,  DaeUoa*  Proiaptitiida« 

Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselyes  do  He, 

Which  .we  ascribe  to  hear'n.  .  The  fitted  sky 

Grires  us  free  scope ;  only  doth  backward  pull 

Our  slow  designs,  wheu  we  ourselres  are  ouU.  SLAireW.i.l, 

The  swcAt  of  industry  would  dry,  and  die, 

But  for  the  end  it  works  to.  Sk,  C^mb.  iii.  6. 

Shortly  his  fortune  shall  be  lifted  higher, 

True  industry  doth  kindle  honour's  fire.  '  Sk, 

Virtue,  ihouffh  chained  to  earth,  will  still  lire  free. 

And  hell  itsw  must  yield  to  industry.    Ben  Joneon,  Maigue, 

The  ehiefest  action  for  a  man  of  spirit, 
.  Is  nerer  ta  be  out  of  action ;  we  snould  think 
Hie  sold  was  nerer  put  into  the  body, 
Which  has  so  many  rare  and  curious  pieces 
Of  mathematical  motion,  to  stand  still.  Webster,  DeviPs  Z.  Case, 

He  does  allot  for  every  exercise 

A  several  hour ;  for  alodi,  the  nurse  of  rices. 

And  rust  of  action,  is  a  stranger  to  him.  Maesinger, 

If  little  labour,  little  are  oar  gains : 

Man's  fortunes  are  according  to  his  pains.   Herriek,  Ap.  183. 

In  ereiT  rank,  or  great  or  small, 

'Tis  inaustry  supports  us  alt.  Gtty,  Fable  Tin.  pt.  ii. 

In  works  of  labour,  or  of  skill, 

I  would  be  busy  too. 

For  Satan  finds  some  mischief  still 

For  idle  luuids  to  do.  Watte,  Hymne. 

Indastrious  habits  in  each  bosom  reign, 

And  industry  begets  a  lore  of  gain.  Qoldetnith, 
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ZHDV8ISY— MM/MiiMi. 
Protected  indastiy,  careering^  far, 
Peteets  the  oaose  and  cores  the  raffe  of  war. 
And  sweeps,  with  forceful  arm,  to  weir  last  f^res, 
Kings  from  the  earth  and  pirates  from  the  wares. 

Joel  Barloto  (^tn.). 
He  who  will  not  work  shall  want, 
Kought  for  nought  is  just — 
Won't  do,  must  do  wnen  he  can't ; 
Better  rub  than  rust. 
Bees  are  flying,  sloth  is  dying. 
Better  rub  thim  rust.  Sbeneser  JSlUoiL 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 
Is  our  destin'd  end  or  way ; 
But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 

Find  us  fajrther  than  to-day.  Zongfillmc. 

nrSBBDETY— 4M  BrinUsg. 
Give  him  stronj^  drink  until  he  wink. 
That's  sinking  m  despair ; 
An'  liquor  gmd  to  fire  his  bluid. 
That's  prest  wi'  grief  an'  care. 
There  let  him  bouse  and  deep  carouse, 
Wi*  bumpers  flowing  o'er, 
Till  he  forgets  his  lores  or  debts. 
An'  minds  nis  griefs  no  more.  Burm,  Seotek  Drinks 


He  jests  at  scars,  that  nerer  felt  a  wound.        fi&.  Bom.  n.  2. 

IN7A1IY. 
Shame  sticks  ever  close  to  the  ribs  of  dishonour. 
Great  men  are  never  sound  after  it : 
It  leaves  some  ache  or  other  in  their  names  still, 
Which  their  posterity  feels  at  ev'ry  weather. 

Middletan,  Ma^jfor  of  Q^uinborauffk. 
What  grief  can  be,  but  time  doth  make  it  less  P 
But  infamy,  time  never  can  suppress.     Drayton,  Boiamund. 

ISFAXCY—^ee  Childhood. 
£re  sin  could  blight,  or  sorrow  fade. 
Death  came  with  friendly  care  ; 
The  opening  bud  to  heav'n  convey 'd. 
And  bade  it  blossom  there.  Coleridge. 

I  sported  in  mv  tender  mother's  arms, 
I  rode  a-horseback  on  mj  father's  knee ; 
Alike  were  sorrows,  passions  and  alarms. 
And  gold,  and  Greek,  and  love,  unknown  to  me. 

LongfelUnOf  jPVioffi  the  Danish* 
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XMDXUTT  XV  BiuoioK— «M  Bllilt,  BflUgiMu 
l^ot,  thnB,  our  infidels  th'  eternal  dnnr , 
A  Qodi  all  o'er,  consummate,  absolute, 
Fnll-orb'd,  in  hit  whole  loond  of  rays  complete ; 
They  set  at  odds  Hear  Vs  jarring  attrihates ; 
And  with  one  excellence  another  wound. 
Maim  hear'n's  perfection,  break  its  equal  beams. 
Bid  mer^  triumph  over  God  himself, 
Undeify  a  by  their  opprobrious  prsiise : 
A  Gfod  all  mercy,  is  a  God  unjust.  Youmg,  N.  T.  IT.  225. 

If  a  man  loses  all  when  life  is  lost. 
He  lires  a  coward,  or  a  fool  expires. 
A  daring  infidel  (and  such  there  are. 
From  pride,  example,  lucre,  rage,  revenge. 
Or  pure  heroical  defect  of  Uionght), 
Of  all  earth's  madmen,  most  deserves  a  chain.     lb.  vii.  199. 

A  foe  to  Qod  was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man. 

Some  sinister  intent  taints  all  he  does.  lb.  tui.  704. 

He  shaped  his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe, 

Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer.  Bjfron,  C  J5r.iix.l07« 

Thus  men  too  careless  of  their  future  state. 

Dispute,  know  nothing,  and  repent  too  late.  JDiyd,  D.  Guise. 

XmnSLITT,  FxBSOiriLL — tee  Aailty,  FJcMsnsss. 

O,  she  is  fidlen 
Into  a  pit  of  ink !  that  the  wide  sea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wash  her  clean  again  ; 
And  salt  too  little,  which  may  season  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flesh !  SA.  M.  Ado,  it.  1. 

She's  ffone ;  I  am  abus*d ;  and  my  relief 

Must  be— to  loathe  her.  Sk.  0th.  in.  3. 

Had  she  not  fallen  thus,  oh  I  ten  thousand  worlds 

Could  ne'er  have  balanc'd  her ;  for  heaven  is  in  her. 

And  joys  which  I  must  never  dream  of  more.  Zee,  Cir#.  Borg. 

I  can  forgive 
A  foe,  but  not  a  mistress,  and  a  mend : 
Treason  is  there  in  its  most  horrid  shape 
Where  trust  is  greatest  I  and  the  soul  resign'd. 
Is  stabb'd  by  her  own  guards.  Dr^den,  All  for  Lote, 

Though  my  many  faults  defao*d  me. 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found. 

Than  the  one  which  once  embrae'd  me. 

To  inflict  a  cureless  wound.  B$rwi^  JFcire  thee  welL 
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JMFtDBJTt,  FSBSaVlXr— «0»/MNMf.  ... 

In  her  first  passion  womaa  lore^  her  lover. 

In  all  the  otners  idl  she  loves  is  love. 

Which  gipws  A  habit  she  can  no'er  t^et  over, 

And  fits  her  loosely — ^like  an  ensy  glove, 

As  you  may  find,  whene'er  you  hke  to  prove  her. 

MyroMj  D.  J,  iii,  3. 
Oh !  colder  than  the  wind  that  freeses 
Founts  that  but  now  in  sunshine  play'd. 
Is-  that  congealing  pang  which  seizes 
The  trusting  bosom  when  betray'd.         Moore,  Lalla  lUtokk, 

Can  I  again  that  form  caress. 

Or  on  that  lip  in  rapture  twine  P 

No,  no !  the  lip  that  all  mav  press 

Shall  never  more  be  press 'd  by  mine  !  Moore, 

But  they  who  have  loved  the  fondest,  the  purest, 

Too  often  hare  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  believ'd ; 

And  the  heart  that  has  slumber 'd  in  friendship  securest, 

Is  happy  indeed,  if  'twas  never  deceived.  Moore. 

Thou  art  fickle  as  the  sea,  thou  art  wandering  as  the  wind. 
And  the  resUess,  ever-mounting  flame  is  not  more  bud  tobind. 
If  the  tears  I  shed  were  tongues,  they  yet  too  few  would  bo 
To  tell  of  all  the  treachery  that  thou  hast  shown  to  me. 

Bryant,  Poems  {Am.), 
Another  daughter  dries  a  father  s  tears  ; 
Another  sister  claims  a  brother's  love  ; 
An  injured  husband  hath  no  other  wife, 
Save  her  who  wrought  him  shame.  Maiurin,  Bertram,  iv.  2. 

O  wretched  is  the  dame,  to  whom  the  sound 

"  Your  lord  will  soon  return,"  no  pleasure  brings.    lb.  ii.  3« 

Thou  must  live  amid  a  hissing  worid. 
A  thing  that  mothers  warn  their  daughters  from, 
A  thing  the  menials  that  do  tend  thee  sconi. 
Whom  when  the  good  do  name,  they  tell  their  beads, 
And  when  the  widced  thiojc  of»  they  do  triumph.      lb.  iv.  2. 

Who  robs  me  of  m3r  wealth. 
May  one  day  have  ability,  or  will 
To  yield  the  full  repayment — but  the  villain 
That  doth  invade  a  husband's  marriage  rights. 
Is  murd'rer  of  his  peace,  and  makes  a  breach 
In  his  life's  after-quiet,  that  the  grief 
Of  penitence  itseu  cannot  repair.  Sawkine^  Cymhdine. 
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llJfUiiTUJIX— ^M«  Stonitj. 
Whftt'i  time,  wHen  on  eternity  ire  think  ? 
A  thouBand  ages  in  that  sea  most  sink  ; 
Orime*B  nodiing  bnt  a  word ;  a  miUioii 
li  fyi  as  far  from  ixifilnite  as  one«  Denkam. 


Hence,  thou  snbom'd  informer !  a  true  soul. 

When  most  impeach'd,  stands  l^ast  in  thy  control. 

.  8h.  Sonnet  125. 

ni0BAXITUDI— «M  Corses. 

I  hate  ingratitade  more  in  a  man 

Than  lyin^,  vainness,  babbling,  drunkenness, 

Or  any  tamt  of  Tice;  whose  stoong  cormption 

Inhabits  our  frail  blood.  Sh,  Tw.  N,  ui.  4. 

« 

Blow,  blow,  thoQ  winter  wind, 
Thon  art  not  sonnkind 
.    As  man's  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen, 
Becaase  thou  art  not  seen. 
Although  thy  bteath  be  rode.  Sh,  As  Y.  X.  i:.  7. 

Had  I  bui(  senr'd  my  Qod  with  half  the  seal 
I  sery'd  my  kinf,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Hare  left  me  niuced  to  mine  enemies !        Sh.  M.  riii.  in.  2. 

Time  hath  a  wallet  at  his  back. 

Wherein  he  pats  alms  for  oblivion, 

A  great-sized  monster  of  ingratitade. 

Those  scraps  are  good  dee<£  past,  which  are  devoured 

As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 

As  dbnei  Sh.  TroiL  in.  3. 

I  am  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  size  of  words !  Sh.  Timofit  r.  1. 

The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long. 

That  it  lud  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young.  Sh.  Lear,  i.  4, 

Ingratitude  I  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 

More  hideous,  when  thou  shew'st  thee  in  a  child 

Than  the  sea-monster !  8h»  Lear,  x.  4. 

How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 

To  have  a  thankless  child  t  Sh.  Lear,  i.  4. 

Filial  ingratitade !  • 

Is  if  ilot  as  thitf  month  should  tear  this  hand, 
For  lifting  food  to 't.  SL  Lear,  :ii.  4. 
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If  there  be  a  crime 
Of  deeper  d^e  than  all  the  guilty  train 
Of  human  rices,  'tis  ingratitude.    Brooke,  Sari  qf  Warwick, 

He  that  doth  public  good  for  multitudes, 

Einds  few  are  truly  grateful.  Martton,  8opk4mUha. 

The  wretch,  whom  gratitude  once  fails  to  oind. 

To  truth  or  honour  let  him  lay  no  claim, 

But  stand  confess'd  the  brute  disguised  in  man ; 

And  when  we  would  with  utmost  detestation. 

Single  some  monster  from  the  traitor  head, 

'Tis  but  to  say  ingratitude's  his  crime.        Frowde,  Thiloiat, 

All  should  unite  to  punish  the  ungrateful ; 

Ingratitude  is  treason  to  mankind.        Thomson,  OorioL  i.  4, 

He  that's  ungrateful,  has  no  ^uilt  but  one ; 

All  other  crimes  may  pass  for  virtues  in  him.  Youn^,Busiris,  2. 


So  the  struck  eagle  stretch'd  upon  the  plain, 
"No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
Yiew'd  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart, 
And  wing'd  the  shaft  that  quirered  in  his  heart ; 
Xeen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 
He  nurs'd  the  pinion  which  impelled  the  steel. 

Byron^  Engluk  Bardg.    (Oa  JSSrke  WTkiie.) 

The  thorns  which  I  hare  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
I  planted, —  thev  hare  torn  me, — and  I  bleed ; 
I  should  hare  Icnown  what  fruit  would  spring  irom  such  a 
seed.  Byron,  Ck,  H.  it.  10. 

XVHUXAVITT. 
A  stony  adversary,  an  inhuman  wretch. 
Incapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  every  drachm  of  mercy.  Sh.  If.  cf  Ten.  IT.  1. 

IKJVBT. 
The  ojQTender's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 
To  him  who  bears  the  strong  offence's  cross.     8k.  Sonnet  34, 

m—ue  Tavam. 

Whoe'er  has  travelled  life's  dull  round, 
Where'er  his  stages  may  have  been. 
May  sigh  to  think  he  stiU  has  found. 
The  warmest  welcome  at  an  inn. 

Skenstonet  Linee  on  the  window  of  an  inn  ai 
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Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifti  iti  head  on  high, 
Where  once  the  sign-post  canght  the  passing  eye. 
Loir  lies  that  house  where  nut-brown  draughts  inspired. 
Where  gray  beard  mirth  and  smiling  toil  retirad. 
Where  Tillage  statesmen  talk'd  with  looks  profound* 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ide  went  round. 

Oold^mUh.  Desmied  Village. 

AloDg  the  Taryinff  road  of  life. 

In  cahn  content,  in  toil  or  strife. 

At  mom  or  noon,  by  night  or  day. 

As  time  conducts  hun  on  the  way, 

How  oft  doth  man,  by  care  oppressed. 

Find  in  an  inn  a  place  of  rest  r  Combe,  Syntax,  ix. 

modvcs. 

Innocence  shall  make 
False  accusation  blush,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience.  8k.  WinU  T.  ui.  2. 

The  silence  often  of  pure  innocence 

Persuades,  when  speaking  fails.  Sk.WinU  2!  ii.  2. 

Innocence  unmoT'd 
At  a  false  accusation,  doth  the  more 
Confirm  itself ;  and  guilt  is  best  discover 'd 
By  its  own  fears.  'Nahhes^  JSride, 

Happy  the  innocent,  whose  equal  thoughts 

Are  tree  from  anguish  as  they  are  from  faults.  Waller* 

I  thank  the  gods,  no  secret  thoughts  reproach  me. 

No ;  I  dare  challenge  Hearen  to  turn  me  outward. 

And  shake  my  soul  quite  empty  in  their  sight.  Vryden. 

The  bloom  of  opening  flowers'  unsullied  beauty. 

Softness,  and  sweetest  innocence  she  wears, 

And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  first  spring.  Howe. 

There  is  no  courage  but  in  innocence ; 

JSo  constancy,  but  in  an  honest  cause.  Somikemep  JMe  Capua, 

Against  the  head  which  innocence  secures. 

Insidious  malice  aims  her  duts  in  Tain ; 

Timi'd  backwards  by  the  powerful  breath  of  heaT'n. 

Dr.  Johfuofif  Irene. 
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nrSGBUTABIUTT— M0  Proridenoe. 
Thou  ^at  myiterioas  PoWer,  who  hast  iuTolred 
Thy  wise  decrees  in  darkness,  to  jperplex  ;/ 

The  pride  of  human  wisdom,  to  confon«d 
The  oaring  seratiny,  and  prove  the  faith 
Of  thy  presuming  creatures !  Sanuai  More. 

DTSPIR^TIOV. 
How  can  my  muse  want  subject  to  invent, 
While  thou  dost  breathe,  that  pour'st  into  my  verse 
Thine  own  sweet  argument,  too  excellent 
For  every  vulnr  paper  to  rehearse  P 
O,  give  thyself  the  tnanks;  if  aught  in  me. 
Worthy  perusal,  stand  against  tny  sight : 
For  who  s  so  dumb  thkt  cannot  write  to  thee. 
When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  li{|^ht  P 
Be  thou  the  tenth  muse,  ten  times  more  in  worth 
Tlum  those  old  nine,  which  rhymers  invocate  ; 
And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  nim  bnng  forth 
Eternal  numbers  to  outlive  long  date. 
If  my  slight  muse  do  please  these  curious  days. 
The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praise.   8k.  Son.  38. 

Beware  what  spirit  rages  in  your  breast. 

For  ten  inspired,  ten  uiousand  are  possest.  Boscommom, 

The  muse  of  inspiration  plays 
O'er  eveiT  scene ;  she  walks  the  foreet-nuuse. 
And  cHmos  the  mountain  ;  every  blooming,  spot 
Bums  with  her  step,  yet  man  regards  it  not !  Moore. 

DI8IQIGT— «M  Baason. 

Then  vainly  the  philosopher  avers 

That  reason  guides  our  deeds,  and  instinct  theirs. 

How  can  we  justly  different  causes  frame. 

When  the  effects  entirely  are  the  same  P'      . 

Instinct  and  reason  how  can  we  divide  P        ^ 

'Tis  the  foors  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride.  Prior  8oL 

The  spider's  touch,  how  exquisitely  fine !  ^ 

Feels  at  each  thread,  and  lives  along  the  line  : 

In  the  nice  bee  what  sense,  so  subuy  true. 

From  poisonous  herbs. extracts  the  healing  dew  P 

How  mstinct  varies  in  the  growling  swine,  ^ 

Gompar'd,  half-reasoning  elephant,  with  tl^e  ;     ' 

'Twixt  that  and  reason  what  a  nice  barrier ! 

For  ever  separate,  yet  for  ever  near.  Pope,  JE.  3f.  j.  %}$» 

Who  taught  the  nations  of  the  field  and  wood 

To  ihun  weir  poison  and  to  choose  their  food.        lb.  iii.  99. 
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iMWKlMCS—'caHtmued. 
Learn  from  the  birda  what  food  the  thickets  yield ; 
Leam  firom.the  beasts  the  physic  of  the  field ; 
Thy  art  of  building  from  the  bee  leceiye ; 
Leam  of  the  mole  to  plough,  the  worm  to  weave.  lb.  iii.  173. 

Oft  when  blind  mortals  think  themselres  secure, 

In  height  of  bliss,  they  touch  the  brink  of  ruin. 
nrSTBVCIIOV— «M  IdneatloB.  Thomson,  Agamemnon. 

He  is  a  good  divine  that  follows  his 

Own  instructions ;  I  can  easier  teach  twenty 

What  were  good  to  be  dcme,  than  to  be  one 

Of  the  twen^  to  follow  my  own  teaching : 

The  brain  may  devise  laws  for  the  blood,  but 

A  hot  temx>er  leaps  o'er  a  cold  decree.  SL  MqfV*  i.  2. 

iXUSmXT-— M»  OonseitBee,  Honoiir. 

What  stronger  breastplate  than  a  heart  untainted  P 

8k.  Hen.  vi.  2,  m.  2. 

Do  right ;  though  pain  and  anguish  be  thy  lot. 

Thy  heart  will  cheer  thee  when  the  pain's  forgot  :^ 

Do  wrong  for  pleasure's  sake,— then  count  thy  gains, — 

The  pleasure  soon  departs,  the  sin  remains. 

ShuUleworth,  Bp.  of  Chichester. 

UTJUTIOV. 

Li  every  work  regard  the  writer's  end. 

Since  none  can  compass  more  than  they  intend.  Pope. 


Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  frets ; 

But  gold  tiiat's  put  to  use,  more  gold  begets.  8h.  Ten.  if  Ad. 

Literest  is  the  most  prevailing  cheat ; 

The  sly  seducer  both  of  age  and  youth : 

They  study  that,  and  thinJE  they  study  truth. 

Where  interest  fortifies  an  argument. 

Weak  reason  serves  to  gain  the  will's  assent ; 

For  souls  already  warped,  receive  an  easy  bent.  Di-yden. 

uvjunov. 

Th'  invention  all  admir'd,  and  each,  how  he 

To  be  th'  inventor  miss'd ;  so  easy  it  seem'd, 

Once  found,  which  yet  unfound  most  would  Lave  thought 

Lnpossible.  Milton,  P.  L.  vi.  498. 

All  the  inventions  that  the  world  contains, 

Were  not  by  reason  first  found  out,  nor  brains ; 

But  pass  for  theirs  who  had  the  luck  to  light 

Upon  them  by  mistake  or  oversight.  Butler,  Hud, 

V 
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mvoGATioir. 

Ye  mysterioas  powers* 
Whose  ways  are  ever  gracious,  ever  just, 
As  ye  think  wisest,  best,  dispose  of  me  : 
Whether  through  your  gloomy  depths  I  wander. 
Or  on  your  mountains  walk,  give  me  the  calm, 
The  steady  smiling  soul,  where  wisdom  sheds 
Eternal  sunshine  and  eternal  peace.  TItomxon, 

ntSLAHD. 

Now  for  our  Irish  wars : 
We  must  supplant  those  rough  rug-headed  kerns, 
Which  lire  nke  venom,  where  no  venom  else. 
But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live.  Sh.  Bic.  ii.  it.  1. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  used, 

At  random  censured,  wantonly  abused. 

Have  Britons  drawn  their  sport ;  with  partial  view 

Form'd  general  notions  from  the  rascal  few. 

Churchill^  Bosciad,  529. 

ntBESOLTTTZOir— M«  Delays,  Bonbt 
Like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin, 
And  both  neglect.  Sh.  Ham.  iii.  3 

ITALT. 
How  has  kind  heaven  adom'd  the  happy  land, 
And  scatter'd  blessings  with  a  wasteful  hand ! 
But  what  avail  her  inezhausted  stores. 
Her  bloomy  mountains,  and  her  sunny  shores, 
With  all  the  gifts  that  heaven  and  earth  impart. 
The  smiles  of  nature,  and  the  charms  of  art, 
While  proud  oppression  in  her  valleys  reigns, 
And  tyranny  usurps  her  happy  plains  ?  Addison,  Italy, 

Far  to  the  right  where  Apennine  ascends, 

Bright  as  the  summer  Itiuv  extends. 

Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain's  side. 

Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride  : 

While  ofb  some  temple  s  mouldering  tops  between 

With  venerable  grandeur  marks  the  scene.     Goldsmith*!  Ttav. 

Italia !  O  Italia !  thou  who  hast 

The  fat^  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 

A  funeral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past, 

On  thy  sweet  brow  is  sorrow  plough'd  by  shame, 

And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  flame.  ByronyCh.  H.  iv.  42. 
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XXALT— «fihJM#tf. 

Fair  Italy ! 
Thou  art  the  sarden  of  the  world*  the  home 
Of  all  art  yielos,  and  nature  can  decree, 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  thee  P 
Thy  rery  weeds  are  beautifbl,  th]^  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility ; 
Th^  wreck  a  glonr,  and  thy  rain  graced 
With  an  immaculate  chann  which  cannot  be  defao'd. 

Jfyttm,  Ch.  H.  IT.  26. 
Soft  skies  of  Italy !  how  richly  drest 
Smile  the  wild  scenes  in  your  purpureal  glow ; 
What  glorious  hues  reflected  nrom  the  west 
Float  o  er  the  mountains  of  eternal  snow !         lfr«.  ITemans. 

The  skies  of  radiant  Italy ! 

Oh  I  they  are  deeply  blue ; 

And  nothing  save  their  kindred  wares, 

Can  match  uieir  sapphire  hue.  JJadjf  Flora  JELastings, 

IVY. 

See  there  the  enyious  world  portrayed 

In  that  dark  look,  that  creepmg  pace  ! 

Ifo  flower  can  bear  the  iry's  smule— 

No  tree  support  its  cold  embrace. 

The  oak  that  rears  it  from  the  ^und 

And  bears  its  tendrils  to  the  skies. 

Feels  at  his  heart  the  rankling  wound. 

And  in  its  poisonous  arms  he  dies."  Laughorue, 

Oh !  how  could  fancy  crown  with  thee 

In  ancient  days  the  eod  of  wine. 

And  bid  thee  at  the  oanquet  be 

Companion  of  the  vine  ? 

Thy  home,  wild  plant,  is  where  each  sound 

Of  rereliy  haih  long  been  o'er ; 

Where  song's  full  notes  once  peal'd  around. 

But  now  are  heard  no  more.  «3frs.  Hanatutn 
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JXALOVST— M0  Envy. 
Foul  jealous  J !  thou  tumest  love  diTinc 
To  joyless  dreads  and  zoak'st  the  loyinff  heart 
With  hateful  thoughts  to  languish  and  to  pine ; 
And  feed  itself  witn  self-consuming  smart. 
Of  all  tiie  passions  of  the  mind,  thou  yilest  art ! 

Spmuer^  F.  Q.  ill.  L 
The  Tenom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poison  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog's  tooth.    8k,  Com,  JEr.  r.  1. 

So  fhll  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt. 

It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt.  Sh,  Ham.  it.  5. 

Trifles,  light  as  air, 
Are  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  strong 
As  proofs  of  Holy  Writ.  Sh,  0th.  iii.  8. 

O  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy ; 
It  is  the  green-eyed  monster,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.  8h.  0th.  in.  3. 

O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o*cr, 

Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  suspects,  yet  strongly  loves  !   Ih.  3. 

Nothing  extenuate, 
iN'or  set  down  aught  in  malice :  then  must  you  speak 
Of  one,  that  loy'd  not  wisely,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
Perplex'd  in  the  extreme.  Sh.  0th.  v.  2. 

Think'st  thou  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy, 

To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 

With  fresh  suspicions  P  No  :  to  be  once  in  doubt. 

Is  once  to  be  resolved.  Sh.  0th.  in.  3. 

Where  love  reinis,  disturbing  jealousy 

Doth  call  himself  affection's  sentinel ; 

Gives  false  alarms,  suggesteth  mutiny, 

And  in  a  pieaceful  hour  doth  cry,  *'  kiU,  kill ;" 

Distempering  gentle  love  in  his  desire. 

As  air  and  water  do  abate  the  fire.  Sh.  Ten.  Sf  Ad.  109. 

All  jealousy 
Must  still  be  strangled  in  its  birth ;  or  time 
Will  soon  conspire  to  make  it  strong  enough 
To  overcome  the  truth.  Dewenant,  Cruel  Brother* 

Pale  hag,  infernal  fury,  pleasure's  smart; 
Envious  observer,  prying  in  ev'rv  part : 
Suspicious,  fearful,  gazing  still  about  thee, 
O  would  to  God  that  love  could  be  without  thee. 

Daniel,  Sosamond. 
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nLLOVn^  eonimmd, 
Wlien  this  diflease  of  jealoasy  can  find 
A  way  to  seise  upon  a  craiy  mind ; 
Most  tilings,  instead  of  help,  or  giving  ease. 
The  hamooT  feed,  and  torn  to  the  disease.  Samardt  F.  Virgin, 

Small  jealousies,  'tis  true,  inflame  desire. 

The  great  don't  £ui,  but  quite  put  out  the  fire.  Dtyden,  Aur,  3. 

Oh  jealousy !  thou  bane  of  pleasing  friendship, 

Thou  worst  invader  of  our  tender  bosoms ; 

How  does  thy  rancour  poison  all  our  softness. 

And  turn  our  gentle  nature  into  bitterness !  Jiowe,J.Sh,iiJ.l. 

To  doubt's  an  u^ury ;  to  suspect  a  friend 

Is  breach  of  friendsnip  :  jealousy's  a  seed, 

Sown  but  in  vicious  minds  ;  prone  to  distrust. 

Because  apt  to  deceive.  Lansdoumef  Heroic  Love, 

O  Jealousy !  thou  most  unnatural  offspring 

Of  a  too  tender  parent  1  that  in  excess 

Of  fondness  feeds  thee,  like  the  pelican, 

But  with  her  purest  blood ;  and  in  retimi 

Thou  tear'st  tne  bosom  whence  thy  nurture  flows. 

Frowdet  Philotas, 
All  seems  infected  that  th'  infected  spy, 
As  all  looks  yellow  to  the  jaundio'd  eye.     Pope,  JE.  C.  ii.  d58« 

But  through  the  heart 
Should  jealousy  its  venom  once  difluse, 
'Tis  then  deligntfnl  misery  no  more, 
But  agony  unmiz'd,  incessant  gall, 
Corroding  every  thought,  and  blasting  all 
Love's  paradise.  Thornton,  Spring,  1072. 

Ten  thousand  fears 
Invented  wild,  ten  thousand  frantic  views 
Of  horrid  rivals,  hanging  on  the  charms 
For  which  he  melts  in  fondness,  eat  him  up 
With  fervent  anguish,  and  consuming  rage.  T^nuon,  lb,  lOSP. 

Amonff  the  sons  of  men  how  few  are  known 

Whooare  be  just  to  merit  not  their  own ! 

Superior  virtue  and  superior  sense, 

To  knaves  and  fools  wul  always  give  oflence. 

Kay,  men  of  real  worth  can  scarcely  bear. 

So  nice  is  jealousy,  a  rival  there.  ChurchiL 

Oh  I  the  pain  of  pains. 
Is  when  the  fair  one,  whom  our  soul  is  fond  of, 
Giveg  transport,  and  receives  it  from  another.  Young, Bus.uiA. 
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JEALOVST— MM^MMMf. 

Passions,  if  great,  though  torn'd  to  their  reverse, 

Keep  their  degree,  and  are  great  passions  still. 

And  she  who,  when  she  thinks  her  lover  fidse, 

Betains  her  temper,  never  lost  her  hearts  Young  Brothers,  i  v.  1. 

It  is  jealousy's  peculiar  nature 

To  swell  small  tnings  to  great ;  nay,  out  of  nought 

To  coniure  much ;  and  then  to  lose  its  reason 

Amid  tne  hideous  phantoms  it  has  formed.  lb,  Bev<mge,  ixi.  \% 

O  jealousy !  each  other  passion's  calm 
To  thee,  Uiou  conflagration  of  the  soul ! 
Thou  king  of  torments !  thou  grand  counterpoise 
.    For  all  the  transports  beauty  can  inspire.  Young, Bevenge,iiA., 

0  jealousy  I  thou  merciless  destroyer, 
!Mx>re  cruel  than  the  grave !  what  ravages 

Does  thy  wild  war  make  in  the  noblest  bosoms !  MalUt,Eur, 

All  other  passions  have  their  hour  of  thinking, 

And  hear  the  voice  of  reason.    This  alone 

Breaks  at  the  first  suspicion  into  frenzy. 

And  sweeps  the  soul  in  tempests.  Francis,  Constantine. 

Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one 
You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  ftight : 
She  did  this  during  e'en  her  husband's  nfe — 

1  recommend  as  much  to  every  wife.         Bgron,  2).  J",  i.  48. 

Yet  he  was  jealouSf  though  he  did  not  show  it, 

For  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it  Byron^  2).  J,  i,  65. 

That  anxious  torture  may  I  never  feel, 

'Wliich  doubtful,  watches  o'er  a  wandering  heart. 

Oh  !  who  that  bitter  torment  can  reveal. 

Or  tell  the  pining  anguish  of  that  smart !  Mrs,  Tight^  Psyche, 

O  jealousy. 
Thou  ugliest  fiend  of  hell,  thy  deadly  venom 
Preys  on  my  vitals,  turns  the  healthful  hue 
Of  my  fresh  cheek  to  haggard  sallowness, 
And  drinks  my  spirit  up  I   Han,  More,  David  and  Ooliak,  1. 

JESTS,  JSSTEBS,  JESTIKO— Mtf  Wit. 

This  fellow  picks  up  wit,  as  pigeons  peas. 
And  utters  it  again  when  Jove  doth  please ; 
He  is  wit's  pedlar ;  and  retails  his  wares  . 
At  wakes  and  wassails,  meetings,  markets,  fairs ; 
And  we  that  sell  by  gross,  the  Lord  doth  know, 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  such  show. 

Sk.  Love's  L.  L.  v.  2. 
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JE8TB,  JSBIEBa,  JEgnXO^eotUinued, 
A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  tJiat  nears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it.  Sh.  Love' 9  Z.  Z.  v.  2. 

Laugh  not  too  much ;  the  witty  man  kughs  least : 

For  wit  is  news  only  to  ignorance : 

Less  at  thine  own  things  laugh ;  lest  in  the  jest 

Thy  person  share,  and  the  conceit  advance. 

Make  not  thy  sport  abuses :  for  the  fly 

That  feeds  on  dung,  is  coloured  thereby.      Herbert,  Temple. 

Of  all  the  griefs  that  harass  the  distressed. 
Sure  the  most  bitter  is  a  scornful  jest. 
Fate  never  wounds  more  deep  the  generous  heart. 
Than  when  a  blockhead's  insult  points  the  dart. 

JohntoUt  London,  16o^ 
Yonder  he  drives—avoid  that  furious  beast ; 
If  he  may  have  his  jest,  he  never  cares 
At  whose  expense ;  nor  friend  nor  patron  spares. 

Horace,  (FrancU), 

JESUITS. 

For  none  but  Jesuits  have  a  mission 
To  preach  the  faith  with  ammunition, 
Ana  propagate  the  church  with  powder. 
Their  founder  was  a  blown-up  soldier.  Butler,  Hud.3.u.  1561. 
JBWS. 

Sufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe.    Sh.  M,  of  Ten.  i.  3. 

They,  and  they  only,  amongst  all  mankind* 

Beceived  the  transcript  of  uie  eternal  mind ; 

Were  trusted  with  his  own  engraven  laws. 

And  constituted  guardians  of  His  cause  ; 

Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  priestly  call. 

And  theirs,  by  birth,  the  Saviour  of  us  all.  Cowper, 

JOKES. 

And  gentle  dulness  ever  loves  a  joke.     JPope,  Dunciad.  11. 34. 

JOT,  JOYFULMESS. 
I  cannot  speak,  tears  so  obstruct  my  words, 
And  choke  me  with  unutterable  joy.      Ottoay,  Coins  Mariiu. 

Were  my  whole  life  to  come  one  heap  of  troubles. 
The  pleasure  of  this  moment  would  suffice. 
And  sweeten  all  my  griefs  with  its  remembrance. 

Lee,  Mithridatee. 
Now,  by  my  soul,  and  by  these  hoarv  hairs, 
I'm  so  overwhelmed  with  pleasure,  tnat  I  feel 
A  latter  spring  within  my  wither *d  limbs. 
That  shoots  me  out  again.  Dr^den* 


296  JOT,  JOTFULirsss — ^xiTDass,  rvnauEVTf  justice. 

JOT,  70YFmHB88~AW<miiMf. 

Joys  are  for  the  gods 
Maa's  common  conrse  of  nature  is  distress : 
His  joys  are  prodi^es  ;  and  like  them  too, 
Portend  approaching  ill.    The  wise  man  starts. 
And  trembles  at  the  perils  of  a  bliss.         Young,  Brot/ter»,  5. 
But  what  are  past  or  fature  joys  ? 
The  nresent  is  our  own  ! 
And  ne  is  wise  who  best  employs 

The  passing  hour  alone.  £p.  Sieler,fiom  Pindar, 

Let  fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy. 
Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  destroy ; 
Which  eome  in  the  night  time  of  sorrow  and  care, 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear.  T.  Moore. 

JITBeES,  JirBGMEHT,  JUST,  JV8TICE.-^m  Critioism,  Onilt. 
It  often  falls  in  course  of  common  life, 
That  right  long  time  is  overborne  of  wron^, 
Through  avarice  or  power,  or  guile,  or  strife. 
That  weakens  her,  and  makes  her  party  strong : 
But  justice  though  her  doom  she  ao  prolong. 
Yet  at  the  last  will  make  her  own  cause  right.  Spe7uer,F.Q,i. 

I  beseech  you, 
"Wrest  once  the  law  to  your  authority  : 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong.      Sh,  M.  ofVen,  17. 1. 

A  Daniel  come  to  judgment ;  yea,  a  Daniel ! 

0  wise  young  judge,  how  I  do  honour  thee !  SJi,  M,  Ten-  iv.l. 

And  then  the  justice ; 
in  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd, 
With  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 
FuU  of  wise  saws  and  modem  instances, 
Aud  BO  he  plays  his  part.  Sh,  As.  Y.  Z.  11.  7. 

If  I  shall  be  condemn'd 
Upon  surmises  ;  all  proofs  sleeping  else. 
But  what  your  jealousies  await,  I  tell  you, 
'Tis  rigour,  and  not  law.  Sh.  Wini.  T.  ni.  2, 

Poise  the  cause  in  justiee*  equal  scales. 

Whose  beam  stands  sure,  whose  rightful  cause  prevaOs. 

Sh,  Hen.  YT.  2.  il.  1. 
I  do  believe, 
Indue'd  by  potent  circumstances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy :  and  make  mjr  challenge. 
You  shall  not  be  my  judge  :  for  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lora  and  me. 

Sh,  Sen,  rm,  11.  i. 
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JUMSS,  JUDOXnT,  JUfT,  JII8T10B— oMfMiimf 
The  Gods  are  just,  and  of  oar  pleasant  rices 
MflJce  instmnients  to  scourge  us.  8k,  Lear^  y.  3. 

A  man  busied  about  decrees. 
Condemning  some  to  death,  and  some  to  exile, 
Bansoming  one  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other.  iSA.Cor.i.6. 

Look  so  to  judge,  that  at  the  latter  day 
Ye  be  not  judged  with  those  that  wend  astraj ; 
Who  passeth  judgment  for  his  priyate  gain. 
He  well  Hiaj  judge,  he  is  adjudg'd  to  pain. 

T,  Lodge  and  S.  Gheen,  Zoohin*;- Glass. 

Justice,  like  lightning,  eyer  shall  appear 
To  few  men's  ruin,  but  to  all  men's  fear. 

Sweinam,  Woman  Skater. 
Men's  judgments  swaj  on  that  side  fortune  leans. 

Chapman,  Widow's  Tears, 

A  good  man  should  and  mast, 
'  Sit  rather  down  with  loss,  than  rise  unjust.         Ben  Jonson. 

Theffods 
Grow  angry  with  your  patience  :   tis  their  caro. 
And  must  be  yours,  that  guilty  men  escape  not : 
As  crimes  do  grow,  justice  should  rouse  itself.      lb.  Catiline, 
Be  just  in  all  thy  actions,  and  if  join'd 
With  those  that  are  not,  neyer  change  thy  mind. 

Denham,  Prudence,  163. 
Justice,  while  she  winks  at  crimes. 
Stumbles  on  innocence  sometimeM.        Butler,  Sud.  ii.  1177. 

Justice  giyes  sentence  many  times. 

On  one  man  for  another's  crimes.  Butler^  Mud, 

Of  all  the  yirtues  justice  is  the  best ; 

Yalour  without  it  is  a  common  pest : 

Pirates  and  thieyes,  too  oft  with  courage  grac'd. 

Show  us  how  ill  that  yirtue  may  be  placed.  Waller. 

Poetic  justice,  with  her  lifted  scale, 

Where,  in  nice  balance,  truth  with  gold  she  weighs, 

And  solid  pudding  against  empty  praise.  Fope,Dunciad,i.5l. 

The  hungry  judges  soon  the  sentence  sign. 

And  wretches  lumg,  that  jurymen  may  dine.  lb.  Bape  X.iii.21. 

'Tis  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches,  none 

Go  just  alike,  yet  each  beUeyes  his  own.      Fope,  JS.  C,  i.  9. 

Wit  and  judgment  often  are  at  strife. 

Though  meant  each'other's  aid,  like  man  and  wife.  Jb.B.C»S2, 
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JUDOSS^  TUDQKEXT,  JUST,  TUmCS—^ntinued, 
The  mien  of  the  world, 
Unmereifally  just,  who  puxiish  all 
To  the  severest  rieour  of  the  laws, 
Are  most  unjust  themselves,  and  violate 
The  laws  they  seem  to  guard ;  there  is  a  justice 
Due  to  humanity.  CL  Johnson. 

So  sure  the  fall  of  greatness  raised  on  crimes  ! 

So  fixed  the  justice  of  all-conscious  heaven  I       Dr.  Johnson, 

When  judges  a  campaigning  go. 

And  on  their  benches  look  so  big. 

What  gives  them  consequence,  1  trow. 

Is  nothing  but  a  bushel  wig.  Peter  Pindar* 

JULIA'S  EYXS. 

Her  eye  (I  am  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes). 

Was  large  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 

Until  she  spoke,  then  through  its  soft  disguise 

Flash'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire. 

And  love  than  either ;  and  there  would  arise, 

A  something  in  them  which  was  not  desire, 

But  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 

Which  struggled  through  and  chasten'd  down  the  whole. 
JUNE.  Byron,  D,  J.  I.  60. 

And  what  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June  P 

Then,  if  ever,  come  perfect  days ; 

Then  Heaven  tries  the  earth  ift  be  in  tune, 

And  over  it  softly  her  warm  ear  lays. 
JUBIES,  JUBTXSF.  Lowell^  VUionofSlr  Launfal, 

The  jury,  passing  on  the  prisoner's  life, 

May,  in  the  sworn  twelve,  have  a  thief  or  two 

Guiltier  than  him  they  try.  Sh.  M,for  M,  ii.  1. 

Do  not  your  juries  give  their  verdict 

As  if  thev  felt  the  cause,  not  heard  it  P 

And  as  they  please,  miUce  matter  of  iact 

Eun  all  on  one  side,  as  they're  pack'd.  Butler,  Had.  2.II.36& 

This  box  contains  a  man  of  wit ; 

A  man  of  sense,  a  man  not  fit ; 

A  man  of  strength,  a  man  of  place ; 

A  man  devoid  of  every  grace ; 

A  man  of  rank,  a  man  of  none ; 

A  man  who'd  rather  be  at  home ; 

A  man  of  luck,  a  man  of  taste ; 

A  man  who  would  his  country  waste : 

These  men,  when  sworn,  a  jury  make. 

To  clear  up  many  a  mistake.  Anon* 
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I  form'd  for  thee  a  small  boaqnet, 

A  keepsake  near  thj  heart  to  lay, 

Becanse  't  is  there,  I  know  fnll  well. 

That  charity  and  londness  dwell.  Miss  Gould, 


£ent,  in  the  commentaries  Ciesar  wnt. 
Is  term'd  the  ciyil'st  place  of  all  this  isle : 
Sweet  is  the  country,  becanse  fiill  of  riches : 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy.  SL  Hen,  F/.  2.iv.7. 

KICK,  KICXDTO. 
When  late  I  attempted  your  pity  to  move, 
Whv  seem'd  yon  so  deaf  to  my  prayers  P 
Fernaps  it  was  right  to  dissemble  your  lore. 
But — ^why  did  you  kick  me  down  stairs  ? 

'Tis  well,  if  s  no  worse,  a  Faroe  (Bickersiaff)  i.  4. 
A  Saxon  Duke  did  ^w  so  fat. 
That  mice,  as  histories  relate, 
Ate  grots  and  labyrinths  to  dwell  in. 
His  postique  parts,  without  his  feeling. 
Then  how  is't  possible  a  kick 
Should  e'er  reach  that  way  to  the  quick  ?  JButler,Eud,l.ii.20&* 

Borne  have  been  beaten  till  thev  know 

What  wood  a  cudgel's  of  by  th  blow  ; 

Some  kick'd  until  they  can  feel  whether 

A  shoe  be  Spanish  or  neat's  leather.    Butler,  Sud.  2.  i.  221. 

Hudibras  gave  him  a  twitch 
As  quick  as  lightning,  in  the  breech. 
Just  in  the  place  where  honour's  lodg'd. 
As  wise  philosophers  have  judg'd. 
Because  a  kick  m  that  part  more 

Hurts  honour,  than  deep  wounds  before.         Ih.  2.  in.  lOoo. 
KI]n>VSSS--M»  Beaevolenee,  Charity,  Forbearaxiee,  Katuze. 
Kindness  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks. 
Shall  win  my  love.  Sh.  Tarn.  8.  iv.  2. 

Kindness  has  resistless  charms. 
All  things  else  but  weakly  move ; 

Fiercest  anger  it  disarms,  x>    r    ^ 

And  clips  the  wings  of  flying  love.  Soehester. 

Kindness  by  secret  sympathy  is  tied ; 

For  noble  souls  in  nature  are  allied.  D/yden. 

Smile  on  the  work,  be  to  her  merits  kind, 

And  to  her  faults,  whatever  they  are,  be  blind. 

Prior,  ProL  to  Royal  Miseht€f. 
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Sweet  as  refreshing  dews,  or  sommer  showers* 

To  the  long-parching  thirst  of  drooping  flowers  ; 

Grateful  as  tanning  gales  to  fainting  swains, 

And  soft  as  trickling  balm  to  bleedmg  paina. 

Are  thy  kind  words.  Gayt  Diome, 

To  rest  the  weazy,  and  to  soothe  the  sad. 

Doth  lessen  happier  men,  and  shames  the  bad.  Byron, 

Unfee'd,  the  calls  of  nature  she  obeys. 

Not  led  by  profit,  nor  allured  by  praise.  Crabhe, 

Oh !  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 

An  instant  sunshine  through  the  heart ; 

As  if  the  soul  that  minute  caught 

Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought.  27.  Moore. 

Grenerous  as  braye. 
Affection,  kindness,  the  sweet  offices 
Of  loye  and  duty,  were  to  him  as  needful 
As  his  daily  bread.  Sogers,  Italy. 

Angry  looks  can  do  no  ^ood, 

Ana  blows  are  dealt  in  olindness  ; 

Words  are  better  understood 

If  spoken  but  in  kindness.  cTl  Burbidge,  (Am,). 

XnrOS— <M  Court,  Loyalty,  Frinoes,  Soyalty,  War. 
The  king-becoming  graces 
Are  justice,  rerity,  temperance,  stableness« 
Bounty,  perseverance,  mercy,  lowlinesSt 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude*  8h,  Mdcb.  it.  4. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  sea 

Can  wash  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king : 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depose 

The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord.  Sh.  Bich.  n.  iii.  2. 

The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  royal  friends. 

8h.  Henry  IV.  1.  III.  1. 

When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 

We  are  denied  access  unto  his  persout 

Ev'n  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 

Sh.  Henry  iv.  2.  it.  1. 
O  majesty ! 
When  thou  dost  pineh  thy  bearer ;  thou  dost  sit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  m  heat  of  day. 
That  scalds  with  safety.  Sh.  Hen.  zr.  2.  it.  4. 
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What  haye  Idngs 
That  priyates  have  not  too,  laye  ceremony  ?  8h,  Ren.  r.  xy.  1. 

Come  hither,  England's  hope  :  If  secret  powers 

Suggest  but  truth  to  mj  diyining  thoughts, 

Thu  pretty  lad  will  proye  our  country's  bliss. 

His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majesty ; 

His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown. 

His  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre :  and  himself 

L^Lcly,  in  time,  to  bless  a  regal  throne.  Sh^  Sen.  F/.  3.  ly.  6. 

The  hearts  of  princes  kiss  obedience. 

So  much  they  loye  it :  but,  to  stubborn  spirits. 

They  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms.  Sh.  JETen.VJil.iii.'L 

There's  such  diyinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 

That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would. 

Acts  little  of  his  will*  Sh,  Sam.  ly.  5. 

The  king,  who  delegates 
His  pow'r  to  others'  lumds,  but  iH  descryes 
The  crown  he  wears.  Brooke,  JEtwl  of  Wancick. 

He's  a  king, 
A  true,  right  king  that  dares  do  au^ht,  saye  wrong ; 
Fears  nothing  mortal,  but  to  be  unjust ; 
Who  is  not  blown  up  with  the  flattering  puffs 
Of  spongy  sycophants  ;  who  stands  unmoy'd, 
Despite  the  jostling  of  opinion.    Marston,  Ant.  and  Mellida. 

O  wretched  state  of  kings !  that  standing  high. 
Their  faults  are  marks  shot  at  by  eyeiy  eye. 

Dekker,  Match  me  in  London. 

The  king  that  yields  to  popular  commotions. 
Is  more  the  slaye  than  soyereign  of  his  people. 

Philips,  Bumphrey,  Duke  of  Gloucester. 

A  crown. 
Golden  in  show,  is  but  a  crown  of  thorns. 
Brings  dangers,  troubles,  cares,  and  sleepless  nights, 
To  lum  who  wears  the  regal  diadem. 
When  on  his  shoulder  each  man's  burthen  lies : 
For  therein  lies  the  office  of  a  king, — 
His  honour,  yirtue,  merit,  and  chief  praise,^— 
That  for  the  public  all  its  weight  he  bears.  Milton,  P.B.  u.  458. 

Kings,  like  Heayen's  eye,  should  spread  their  beam  around. 

Pleased  to  be  seen  while  glory's  race  they  run  ; 

Best  is  not  for  the  chariot  of  the  sun : 

Luxurious  kings  are  to  the  people  lost ; 

Th^  liye  like  drones  upon  the  public  cost.  Dryden,  Auren§^ 
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KCTQS    eontinuid. 

Some  are  bom  kings. 
Made  up  of  three  parts  fire :  so  fml  of  hea7eii, 
It  sparkles  at  their  eyes :  inferior  souls 
Know  them  as  soon  as  seen»  br  sure  instinct, 
To  be  their  lords,  and  natoralfy  worship 
The  secret  god  within  them.  Dryden,  Cleomenet, 

Sings'  titles  commonlT  begin  br  force. 

Which  time  wears  oft,  and  mellows  into  right ; 

4nd  power,  which  in  one  age  is  tyranny. 

Is  ripen'd  in  the  next  to  true  succession.     Dry  den.  Span.  F. 

Unbounded  power  and  height  of  j^reatness  give 
To  kings  that  lustre  which  we  think  divine  ; 
The  wise  who  know  them,  know  they  arc  but  men, 
Nby,  sometimes  weak  ones  too.    The  crowd  indeed, 
Wno  kneel  before  the  image,  not  the  god. 
Worship  the  deity  their  hiuids  have  made. 

Rowe,  Ambitioui  Stepmother, 

What  is  a  king  ?  a  man  condemned  to  bear 

The  public  burthen  of  the  nation's  care*     Prior,  Solomon,  3. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive. 

Employ  your  muse  on  kings  alive : 

Witn  prudence  gathering  up  a  cluster 

Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  muster, 

Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  sweet, 

Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet ; 

Who,  as  the  odours  reach  his  throne, 

Will  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  own ! 

For  law  and  gospel  both  determine 

All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine.  Swift, 

The  man  whom  heaven  appoints 
To  govern  others,  should  himself  first  learn 
To  bend  his  passions  to  the  sway  of  reason. 

Thomson,  Tancred  and  Sigiemunda, 

When  those  whom  Heaven  distinguishes  o'er  millions, 

Profiisely  gives  them  honours,  ricnes,  power. 

Whatever  the  expanded  heart  can  wish ;  when  they. 

Accepting  the  reward,  neglect  the  duty, 

Or  worse,  pervert  those  nfls  to  deeds  of  rain. 

Is  there  a  wretch  thej  rme  so  mean  as  they, — 

Guilty  at  once  of  sacrilege  to  Heaven, 

And  of  perfidious  robbery  to  men  ?  Mdlleit  Alfred* 
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Let  him  Tnaintftin  liis  pow'r,  but  not  increase  it ; 
The  string  prerogstiTe  when  strain'd  too  high 
Cracks  like  the  tortor'd  chord  of  harmony. 
And  spoik  the  eoncert  between  kingand  subject. 

Mavard,  King  CharUt  /. 

The  lore  of  kings  is  like  the  blowing  of 

Winds,  which^^istle  sometimes  gently  among 

The  leayest  and  straightway  torn  the  trees  up  by 

The  roots :  or  fire,  which  warmeth  afar  off, 

And  bnmeth  near  at  hand ;  or  the  sea,  which  makes 

Men  hoist  their  sails  in  a  flattering  calm. 

And  to  cut  their  masts  in  a  rough  storm.  Johnson. 

We  too  are  friends  to  loralty.    We  lore 

The  king  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  bounds. 

And  reigns  content  within  them.    Him  we  sen'e 

Freely  and  with  deUght,  who  leaves  us  free  ; 

But  recollecting  still  that  he  is  man. 

We  trust  him  not  too  far.  Cowper,  Ta$k,  T.  331. 

He  is  ours, 
T'  admmister,  to  guard,  t'adom  the  state. 
But  not  to  warp  or  change  it.    We  are  his. 
To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause. 
True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  his  slaves. 

Cotoper,  Task,  v.  341. 
At  princes  let  but  satire  lift  his  gun, 
The  more  their  feathers  fly,  the  more  the  fun. 
E'en  the  whole  world,  blockheads  and  men  of  letters. 
Enjoy  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters.  Peter  Pindar. 

All  these  men,  or  their  fathers,  were  my  friends 
Till  they  became  my  subjects ;  they  fell  from  me 
As  faithless  leaves  drop  from  the  o  erblown  flower. 
And  left  me  a  lone  blighted  thorny  stalk, 
Which,  in  its  solitude  can  shelter  nothing.  B^ron,Doge,  iit.2. 

A  crown  I  what  is  it  ? 
It  is  to  bear  the  miseries  of  a  people ! 
To  hear  their  murmurs,  feel  their  discontents. 
And  sink  beneath  a  load  of  splendid  care  ! 
To  have  your  best  success  ascribed  to  fortune. 
And  fortune's  failures  all  ascribed  to  you ! 
It  is  to  sit  upon  a  joyless  height, 
To  ev'ry  blast  of  cLuiging  fate  ezpos'd ! 
Too  liigh  for  hope !  too  great  for  happiness ! 

Hannah  More,  DanieL 
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KINGS — caniinued. 

The  wisest  sovereigns  err  like  private  men. 

And  royal  hand  has  sometimes  laid  the  sword 

Of  chiyalry  npona  worthless  shoulder, 

Which  better  had  been  branded  by  the  hangman. 

What  then  P  Kings  do  their  best-^and  they  and  wo 

Must  answer  for  tb!  intent,  and  not  th'  event.     Scoit,  XJemiL 

It  being  now  settled  that.emp'rors  and  kmgs. 
Like  kites  made  of  foolscap  are  high  flying  things, 
To  whose  tails  a  few  millions  of  soBJects,  or  so. 
Have  been  tied  in  a  string  to  be  whisk'd  to  and  fro, 
Jnst  wherever  it  suits  the  said  foolscap  to  go. 

Moori,  Crib*s  MemoriaL 

HI  do  you  know  the  spectral  forms  that  wait 
Upon  a  king  ;  care  with  his  fuirow'd  brow. 
Unsleeping  watchfulness,  lone  secresy, 
Attend  his  throne  by  day,  his  couch  by  night. 

£arl  Mu^sellf  Don  Carlos. 
KIBBf  KISBZ90--«M  Courtship. 

He  kiss'd  me  hard. 
As  if  he'd  pluck  up  kisses  by  the  roots. 
That  grow  upon  my  lips.  Sk.  0th.  ni.  3. 

You  may  ride  us 
With  one  soft  kiss  a  thousand  furlongs,  e'er 
With  spur  we  heat  an  acre.  Sh.  Wint.  T.  i.  2. 

Teach  not  thy  lip  such  scorn  ;  for  it  was  made 

Eor  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt.     Sh.  Rich,  in,  i.  2. 

Give  me  one  kiss ;  I'll  give  it  thee  again  ; 

And  one  for  interest,  if  thou  wilt  have  tw9m.SLVcn.  A<L20'3. 

Touch  but  my  lips  with  those  fair  lips  of  thine, 

(Though  mine  be  not  so  fair,  yet  are  they  red) 

The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mme  :— 

What  seest  thou  in  the  ground  ?  hold  up  thy  head  : 

Look  in  mine  eyeballs ;  there  thy  beauty  lies  : 

Then  why  not  hps  on  lips,  since  eyes  in  eyes  P  lb.  115. 

Xissing  and  bussing  differ  but  in  this ; 

We  buss  our  wantons,  but  our  wives  wc  kiss.  Herrtch,Aph.  200. 

Give  me  one  kiss  and  no  more : 

If  so  be  this  makes  you  poor, 

To  enrich  you  I'll  restore 

For  that  one,  two  thousand  more.  Herriek.  Ht$p.  4C. 

Oh  I  let  me  live  for  ever  on  those  lips ! 

The  nectar  of  the  Grods  to  these  is  tasteless.  Dryden^Don.Seh. 
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I  felt,  the  while,  a  pleasing  kind  of  smart ; 

The  kiss  went  tingung  to  my  yeiy  heart. 

When  it  was  gone,  tl^  sense  of  it  did  stay, 

The  sweetness  cling'd  upon  mj  lips  all  day. 

Like  drops  of  honey  lom  to  fall  away.     lb.  Mar,  a  la  Mode. 

The  kiss  yon  take  is  paid  by  that  yon  glre : 

The  joy  is  mntoal,  and  I'm  still  in  debt  Lansdowne,  Heroic  X. 

Giye,  or  lend,  or  let  me  take 

One  sweet  kiss,  I  ask  no  more. 

One  sweet  kiss,  for  pita's  sake, 

I'll  repay  it  o'er  and  o  er.  Dodslejf,  Coli»*e  KUaee. 

Kiss  rhymes  to  bliss  in  iiiust,  as'wellas  ▼erse»6yroti,2>.i7'.Ti^9.. 

I  love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  wonld  reverse 

The  tyrant's  wish,  "  That  mankind  only  had 

One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might  pierce.*' 

My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  bat  not  so  bad. 

And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than  fierce ; 

It  being  (not  now,  but  only  while  a  lad) 

That  womankind  had  but  one  roinr  mouth. 

To  kiss  them  all  at  once  from  north  to  south.  B^ron,  2>.«7. vi.27. 

G^ieir  lips  drew  near,  and  clung  into  a  kiss* 

A  long,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth  and  love. 

And  beauty,  all  concentrating  like  rays 

Into  one  focus,  kindled  from  above ; 

Such  kisses  as  belong  to  early  days. 

Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense,  in  concert  move. 

And  the  blood  's  lava,  and  the  pulse  a  blaze. 

Each  kiss  a  heui>-quake,  for  a  kiss's  strength, 

I  think,  it  must' be  reckon'd  by  its  length.  Byron^  2>.  «7'.ii.l86. 

Turn  away  those  lips  of  blisses 

I  am  poison'd  by  thy  kisses  I 

Yet,  again,  ah  I  turn  them  to  me : 

Ituin's  sweet,  when  they  undo  me !  21  Moore* 

I  ne'er  on  that  lip  for  a  moment  have  gaz'd. 

But  a  thousand  temptations  beset  me, 

And  I've  thou^t,  as  the  dear  little  rubies  you've  rais'd. 

How  delicious  t  wonld  be— if  you'd  let  me !  T.  Moore. 

nrAvxRT. 

The  Moor's  abus'd  by  some  most  villainous  knave. 

Some  base  notorious  knave,  somo  scurvy  fellow, 

O,  heaven,  that  such  companions  thou  dst  unfold. 

And  put  in  eveiy  honest  hand  a  whip. 

To  lash  the  rascals  naked  through  the  world  !  87i,  Oik.  it.  2* 

X 


Cr^TXaX— EKOWLCDSK. 


WJiaterer  Tsntnres  U 

So  a  smooth  k nare  does  greater  fbats 

liuat  one  that  idly  tbUs  and  threats.    Bmtler,  Mitt,  lioujiU. 

Hy  beard  and  head  arc  of  a  diffrent  dye  ; 

Short  of  one  foot,  diBtorted  in  an  eye  ; 

With  all  those  tokens  of  a  knare  complete, 

Should'st  thou  be  hoQcat,  thon'rt  a  der'lish  cheat. 

Additon,  Martial,  xil.  84. 
KH  U WiXDOB —tti  Q«iiliu,  Ignoraaoe.  LMning,  msdtK. 
The  chami  dissolves  apace 

And  as  tlie  momin;;  steals  npon  the  nij^ht. 

Melting  the  darkness,  so  their  rising  senses 

Begin  to  chase  the  ignorant  fumes  that  mantle 

Their  clearer  reason.  Sk.  Titmp.v.  1. 

There  are  more  thin|^  in  hearen  and  earth,  Horatio, 

Than  are  dreamt  of  myonrphilo'ophy.  Sk.  Sam.  I.  S. 

Enowledse,  when  wisdom  is  too  weak  to  guide  her, 

Ii  like  a  headstrong  horse  that  throws  the  rider.         Qaarltt. 

Knowledge  descrios  alone,  wisdom  applies  ; 

That  makes  some  fools,  this  makcth  none  but  wise.   Qfiarlet. 

Not  to  know  me  argues  yonrself  nnknomi, 

The  lowest  of  your  throng.  MUlon,  P.  Z.  it.  830^ 

Knowledge  is  as  food,  and  needs  no  less 
Ilor  terap'rtncB  over  appetite,  to  know 

lu  moaiure  what  the  mind  may  well  contain  ; 

()pJ)reiios  elio  with  lorfeit,  and  soon  tiimn 

wr.dom  to  folly.  Millon.  P.  Z.Tit.  1!7. 

Var  what  is  truth  and  knowledge,  but  a  kind 

or  wantonness  and  Inxury  of  the  mind  ; 

A  gnwdiness  and  gluttony  of  the  brain, 

That  longs  to  eat  forbiddon  fhiit  again ; 

And  grows  more  desperate  like  the  worst  diseases, 

Fjiun  the  nobler  part,  the  mind,  it  seizes.  9mthr. 

Ifa  knsw  what's  what,  and  that's  as  high 

Ai  niotapliysio  wit  oan  fly.  Butler,  Sud,  1,  i.  149. 

If  a  knew  what  ever's  to  bo  known, 

Jiut  muuh  more  than  he  knew  would  own.  /(.  ^iHf.2,m.896< 
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Yiziae  only  makes  our  bliss  below ; 
And  all  oar  knowledge  is  onnelres  toknow.  Po^»^.Jf.iy.3if7. 
Half  our  knowledge  we  most  snatch,  not  take.  Ih,  Jf.  S.  i.  40. 
The  things,  we  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rare. 
Bat  wonder  how  the  deril  they  got  there.  Pope,  Bp.  Jrhutk. 
Snow  then  thyself,  presnme  not  God  to  scan. 
Hie  proper  study  ofxnankind  is  man.  Pope,  !B.  M.  ii.  1. 

She  knew  a  man,  who  knew  another, 
Who  knew  the  rery  party's  brother. 

Bd.  Moore,  Trial  of  Slim  8aL  Am, 
Oar  needful  knowledge,  like  our  needful  food. 
Unhedged,  lies  open  m  life's  common  fields 
And  bids  all  welcome  to  the  Tital  feast.  Yaumy, 

Knowledge  and  wisdom,  far  from  being  one, 

Haye  ofttmies  no  connection.    Knowledge  dwells 

In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men. 

Wisdom  in  minds  attentire  to  their  own.  Cowper,  Task,  n,  88. 

Knowledge  is  proud  that  he  has  learned  so  much ; 
Wisdom  is  humble  that  he  knows  no  more. 

Cowper,  Tath,  Ti.  96. 

Knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  Ignorance.    Byron,  Manfred,  ii.  d. 

Sorrow  is  knowledge ;  they,  who  know  the  most, 

Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  truth. 

The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  life.       Byron,  i&.  i.  1. 

Deep  subtle  wits. 
In  truth,  are  master  spirits  in  the  world. 
The  braye  man's  courage,  and  the  student's  lore. 
Are  but  as  tools  his  secret  ends  to  work. 
Who  hath  the  skill  to  use  them.    Joanna  BaiUie,  Baeil,  ii.  3. 

To  know  one  God,  and  know  ourselyes,  is  all. 

We  can  true  happiness  or  wisdom  call.  Beading,  ChfitL  Intt 
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SW  LABOUB — LUTDKAFE. 

LIBOTB— w«  AettTitT, 
The  labour  we  delight  in  phyaici  pain.  St.  Maeli.  ii.  3. 

Natnre  lirei  I7  labour ; 
Beaat,  bird,  air,  £re,  the  beaveiu  and  rolling  world. 
All  liTO  by  action  ;  nothing  lives  at  rest 

£nt  death  and  ruin.  Dj/er. 

Labour  like  this,  our  wanta  supplies. 

And  they  must  stoop  who  mean  to  rise.  Cooper, 

From  labour  bealth,  from  health  CMitentment  springs. 

Beattie,  Mi/utr«L 
Such  hath  it  been— ahall  be — beneath  the  bod 
The  many  alill  must  labour  for  the  one.  Byron,  Cortair,  1. 8. 
Lahonr  with  what  zeal  we  will. 
Something  still  remains  undone. 
Something  unconu'leted  still 
Waits  the  rising  of  the  sun.  Longfellow,  Soaetking  l^  Uadoae. 

LABOTTE  niTAnr. 

The  task  he  undertakes 
Is  numb 'ring  sands,  and  drinking  oceans  diy.  Si,  Sick.  it.  11. 2. 

I  hare  seen  a  swan 
With  bootless  labonr  swim  against  the  tide. 
And  spend  her  streneth  with  orer-matching  waves. 

&{.  Sen.  Ft.  3,  I.  4. 
Defend  me  common  sense,  sav  I, 
From  reveries  so  airy,  from  the  toil 
Of  dropping  buckets  into  empty  wells. 
And  growing  old  with  drawing  nothing  up. 

^  a«^,  2h.i,  m.  188. 

LASIEB— Mw  FamUr. 

A  lady's  morning  woik :  we  rise,  tnaka  fine. 
Sit  for  our  picture,  and  't  is  time  to  dine.  Shirley, 

And,  when  a  lady's  i 
F,  all  other 


Yon  know,  all  other  things  give  plaoe.  Gay,  Fable  CO. 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulips,  show 

'Tis  to  their  changes  half  their  charms  we  owe. 


mpoons  on  me,  tis  said. 
But  he  writes  nothing  who  is  never  read.  ^o(ijrMii,3far(.  in.9. 
EAPK. 

rens  1  what  a  goodly  prospect  spreads  around, 
iUa,  and  dales,  and  woods,  uid  lawns,  and  niirea, 
glittering  towers,  and  gilded  streams,  till  all 
■tretchii^  landscape  into  smoke  decays  1  Tiomtom,  Sam, 


LAHGUAOE — LAUGHTER.  SC9 

Othen  for  language  all  their  care  express, 

And  Talne  booKs,  as  women  men,  for  dress ; 

Their  praise  is  still, '  the  st  jle  is  excellent ' : 

The  sense  thej  humbly  take  upon  content.  Pope,  E.C,  ii,  305. 


Now  hear  the  lark 
The  herald  of  the  mom ;  whose  notes  do  beat 
The  raolty  heayens,  so  high  above  our  heads. 
Making  sach  sWeet  divisions.  Sh,  Bom.  iii;  5. 

Lo !  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest. 

From  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  high, 

And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whose  silver  breast 

The  sun  ariseth  in  his  majesty.  Sh.  Ten.  ^  Ad.  853. 

To  hear  the  lark  begin  his  flight. 

And  singing,  startle  the  dull  ni^ht, 

IVom  his  watchtower  in  the  skies. 

Till  the  dappled  dawn  doth  rise  ; 

Then  to  come,  in  spite  of  sorrow. 

And  at  my  window  bid  good  morrow*    JilUtan,  L^AUegro^  41. 

And  now  the  herald  lark. 
Left  his  ground-n^st,  high  tow 'ring  to  descry 
The  mom's  approach,  and  greet  her  with  his  song. 

Milton,  P.  B.  II.  279. 
Up  springs  the  lark. 
Shrill  voic'd,  and  loud,  the  messenger  of  mom ; 
Ere  yet  the  shadows  fly,  he  mounted  sings 
Amid  the  dawnins  clouds,  and  from  their  haxmts 
Calls  up  the  tunenil  nations.  TfioiMon,  Spnug,  587. 

LA8TW0BD8. 

They  say,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony ; 
When  words  are  scarce  they're  seldom  spent  in  vain : 
For  they  breathe  truth  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 

8h.  Bick.  II.  II.  1. 

LATE  H0UB8. 
Look  at  the  clock !  said  Winifred  Piyce, 
As  she  opened  the  door  to  her  husband's  knock. 
Then  paused  to  give  him  a  piece  of  advice^- 
You  nasty  varmint,  look  at  tne  clock !  Barham,  Ingold.  Ley.  35. 

IAU0ETKB. 

They  laugh  that  win.  Sk.  Othello,  iv.  1. 

'  Laughter,  holding  both  his  sides.  Milton^  L* Allegro,  31. 


810^  ZiAUOHTSB — LAW,  LAWTEES. 

LAUOHTER    tontmMetL 
To  laagh  were  want  of  goodness  and  of  grace ; 
And  to  be  graYe»  exceeds  all  power  of  fa^*    ^9P^9  ProL 

LAW,  LAWTEB8— «M  Patriotism* 
We  most  not  make  a  scare-crow  of  the  law, 
Setting  it  np  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey. 
And  let  it  keep  one  shape,  till  custom  make  it 
Their  perch,  and  not  their  terror*  SA.  M.for  JT.  u.  1. 

In  law,  what  plea  so  tainted  and  corrupt, 

But,  being  seasoned  with  a  gracious  voice, 

Obscures  the  show  of  evil  P  Sh.  M.  of  Ten,  iii.  2. 

The  first  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers.  Hen.  vr.  2,  iy.2. 

Still  jou  keep  o'  the  windy  side  of  the  law.  SA>  1\  Ni,  ui.  4. 

It  pleases  time  and  fortune  to  he  heavy 

Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood, 

IDith  stept  into  the  law,  which  in  past  depth 

To  those  that  without  hoed  do  plunge  into  it.  8h.  Tinum.  iii.5. 

Men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion. 

Clean  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves.  JuL  C.  i.  3. 

rU  answer  him  by  law ;  III  not  budge  an  inch.  8k,  T,  S.  ind. 

Multitudes  of  laws  are  signs  either 
Of  much  tyranny  in  the  prince,  or  much 
Bebellious  disobedience  in  the  subject.  Marston^  Fawa, 

The  lawyer 
GKves  forked  council ;  takes  provoking  gold 
On  either  hand,  and  puts  it  up 
So  wise,  so  grave,  of  so  perplex'd  a  tongue. 
And  loud  withal,  that  would  not  wag,  nor  scarce 
Lie  still  without  a  fee.    Ben  Jonson^  Volpone  {tee  Junius,  39.) 
I  oft  have  heard  him  say  how  he  admir'a 
Men  of  your  large  profession,  that  could  speak 
To  every  cause,  ana  things  mere  contraries. 
Till  they  were  hoarse  again,  yet  all  be  law.  &  Jonson,  Vofpone, 

While  lawyers  have  more  sober  sense. 

Than  't  argue  at  their  own  expense. 

But  make  their  best  advanta^s 

Of  others'  quarrels,  like  the  Swiss, 

And  out  of  forei^  controversies. 

By  aiding  both  sides,  fill  their  purses : 

But  have  no  int*rest  in  the  cause 

For  which  they  engage  and  wage  the  laws, 

Kor  further  prospect  than  their  pay. 

Whether  they  lose  or  win  the  day.    Butler^  Mud.  ux*  3,  455. 


LAW,   LAW  f IBS.  811 

He  that  with  injuiy  is  grieT'd« 

And  goes  to  law  to  be  Teliev'dt 

Is  siluer  than  a  sottish  chouse. 

Who,  when  a  thief  has  robb'd  his  house. 

Applies  himself  to  cunning  men 

To  help  him  to  his  goods  again.  Butler,  Rudihrat, 

But  lawyers  are  too  wise  a  nation 
T"  expose  their  trade  to  di8patation« 
Or  make  the  busy  rabble  judges 
Of  all  their  secret  piques  and  grudges ; 
In  which,  whoever  wins  the  day,  „  -o^ 

The  whole  profession's  sure  to  pay.   Butler.  Mud.  ni.  3, 483. 

Law's  the  wisdom  of  all  ages. 
And  manag'd  by  the  ablest  sages. 
Who,  tho'  their  bus'ness  at  the  bar 
Be  but  a  kind  of  civil  war. 
In  which  th'  engage  with  fiercer  dudgeons. 
Than  e'er  the  Ghrecians  did,  and  Trojans ; 
They  never  manage  the  contest 
T'  impair  their  public  interest. 

Or  by  their  controversies  lessen  ^  .  «         ^oa 

The  dignity  of  their  profession.  BuiUr,  Hud.  3,  in.  489. 

Lawyers,  of  whose  art  the  basis 

Is  raising  feuds  and  splitting  cases.  BuiUir, 

Is  not  the  winding  up  witnesses. 

And  nicking,  more  than  half  the  bus  ness  ? 

For  witnesses,  like  watches,  go 

Just  as  they're  set,  too  fast  or  slow ; 

And  where  in  conscience  they're  strait-lac  d, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  that  side  is  cast.  Butler,  2,  ii.  3o9. 

The  mighty  Julius  pleading  at  the  bar. 

Was  greater  than  when  thundering  m  the  war. 

He  conquer'd  nations :  'tis  of  more  renown 

To  save  a  client  than  to  storm  a  towi^  ^  r  .-. 

Lanidowne^  Beauty  and  Law. 

I  know  you  lawyers  can,  with  ease. 

Twist  words  and  meanings  as  you  please : 

That  language,  by  your  skill  made  pliant. 

Win  bend  to  favour  every  client ; 

liat  'tis  the  fee  directs  the  sense,  ^       „  .,  o 

To  make  out  eHher  side's  pretence.        Q^\  FahU,  pan  i.  a 


812  LAW,  LAWTEB8 — ^LXABKIKG. 

LAW,  lAWKKKg-  tumtimud. 
There  take,  (gayg  Justice,)  take  ye  each  a  shell. 
We  thrive  at  Westminster  on  fools  like  you : 
*Twa8  a  fat  oystei^—live  in  peace— adieu.  Pope,  (/r,  BMeau)^ 

These 
Insnare  the  wretched  in  the  toils  of  law, 
Fomenting  discord,  and  perplexing  right ; 
An  iron-race !  2%o»MOfi,  Autumn,  1289. 

There  was  on  both  sides  mnch  to  saj : 
He'd  hear  the  cause  another  day  ;— 
And  so  he  did—and  then  a  third 
He  heard  it  then»  and  kept  his  word* 
But  with  rejoinders  or  replies. 
Long  bills,  and  answers  stufifd  with  lies. 
For  sixteen  years  the  cause  was  spun. 
And  then  stood  where  it  first  begun.  J!}ean  Swift* 

Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  law. 

Goldsmith,  Tke  Traveller,  386. 
A  lawyer's  dealings  should  be  just  and  fair. 
Honesty  shines  with  great  advantage  there.  Cowper^  Hope,  401. 

He  saw  a  lawyer  killing  a  viper 

On  a  dunghill  hard  by  nis  own  stable ; 

And  the  fevil  smil'd,  for  it  put  him  in  mind 

Of  Cain  and  his  brother  AmI.       Coleridge,  DeoiVe  Walk,  it. 

Six  hours  in  sleep,  in  law's  grave  study  six. 
Four  spend  in  prayer,  the  rest  on  nature  fix. 

Xtnef  quoted  in  Latin  hy  Sir  Edward  Coke, 
Seven  hours  to  law,  to  soothing  slumber  seven, 
Ten  to  the  world  allot,  and  all  to  heaven. 

Sir  W,  Jones,  Ode  in  Imitation  of  Ahthu, 
Ko  man  e'er  felt  the  halter  draw. 
With  good  opinion  of  the  law.  TrumhuU,  McFin^al,  in.  489. 

Mastering  the  lawless  science  of  our  law. 
That  codeless  myriad  of  precedent. 
That  wilderness  of  single  instances. 
Through  which  a  few  by  art  or  fortune  led 
May  beat  a  pathway  out  to  wealth  and  fame. 
T.»An-MMi  Tenrnfton,  Afflmer^s  Field. 

That  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  and  creeds, 
Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads.  Btfron, 

LSAXmO— M«  ArguMAt,  Authors,  Bdueatioii,  Knowledge. 
"  The  thrice  three  Muses,  mourning  for  the  death 
Of  learning,  late  deceas'd  in  beggary,"— 
That  is  some  satire,  keen  and  critical.  Sh.  3Iid,  N.  v.  1. 
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List  his  disctonne  of  war,  and  you  shall  Lear 

A  fearftil  battle  rendered  jou  in  music ; 

Tom  him  to  any  cause  of  policy* 

The  Grordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 

Familiar  as  his  garter.  S/i,  Ren,  r.  1. 1. 

Learning  is  an  addition  beyond 
Nobility  of  birth :  honour  of  blood, 
Without  the  ornament  of  knowledge,  is 
A  glorious  ignorance.  J.  Shirley. 

Learning,  that  cobweb  of  the  brain. 

Profane,  erroneous,  and  yain ; 

A  trade  of  knowledge,  as  replete 

As  others  are  with  mmd  and  cheat ; 

An  art  t'incumber  gifts  and  wit. 

And  render  both  for  nothing  fit.  Butler,  1.  ni.  1339. 

To  master  John  the  English  maid 

A  horn-book  gires  of  gmgerbread ; 

And,  that  the  child  may  Team  the  better. 

As  he  can  name^  he  eats  the  letter. 

Proceeding  thus  with  rast  delight. 

He  spells  and  gnaws  from  left  to  right.  Prior^  Alma,  2. 

LoTe  seldom  haunts  the  breast  where  learning  lies.        Pope. 

Leam'd  without  sense,  and  venerably  duU. 

Churchill,  Bosciad,  591. 
Voracious  learning,  often  over-fed. 
Digests  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal. 
This  book-case,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst. 
This  forager  on  other's  wisdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reason,  quite  untill'd.     Young,  N.  T,  y. 

Tour  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  affords 
•  Light,  but  not  heat ;  it  leaves  jon  undcvout. 
Frozen  at  heart,  while  speculation  shines.  Young,  Al  T. 

Wits  are  a  despicable  race  of  men. 

If  they  confine  their  talents  to  the  pen ; 

When  the  man  shocks  us,  while  the  writer  shines. 

Our  scorn  in  life,  our  envy  in  his  lines. 

Yet,  proud  of  parts,  with  prudence  some  dispense. 

And  play  the  fool  because  they're  men  of  sense. 

xoung,  Bjnsile  to  Mr,  Pope,  ii. 

How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art. 
But  as  it  mends  the  life,  and  guides  the  heart ! 

Young,  Last  Day,  ii. 


314  LEABKI^a— LSTTX&S,  I^TTES-WKITIKa. 

Learning  itself,  receiyed  into  a  mind 

By  nature  weak,  or  viciously  inclined, 

Serves  bat  to  lead  philosophers  astray, 

Where  children  would  with  ease  discern  the  way.      Coteper 

Au  reste,  (as  we  say,)  the  young  lad's  well  enough. 
Only  talks  much  of  Athens,  Bome,  virtue,  and  stuff. 

Moore,  Fudge  Familif, 

Learning  unrefin'd, 
That  oft  enlightens  to  corrupt  the  mind*  Falconer^  SJtij^wrech. 

USNUKACY. 

Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate  ; 

Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him : 

And  if  she  did  play  false,  the  fault  was  her's ; 

Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazards  of  all  kusbands 

That  marry  wives.  Sk,  K*  John^  I.  L 

LELY,  (Sir  Peter). 

Lely  on  animated  canvas  stole 

The  sleepy  eye,  tliat  spoke  the  melting  soul.  Pope, Aug,  1. 148. 
LEVDmO— «M  Borrowing. 

Loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend.  Sk,  Ham,  l«  3. 

How  hard,  when  those  who  do  not  wish 

To  lend  (that's  lose)  their  books, 

Are  snared  by  anglers — folks  that  fish 

With  literary  hooks : 

Who  call  and  take  some  fav'rito  tome. 

But  never  read  it  through ; 

And  thus  complete  their  set  at  home. 

By  making  one  at  you. 

For  volumes  lent  1  look  aroundj 

For  tracts  my  tears  are  spilt ; 

But  when  they  take  a  book  that's  bound, 

'Tis,  surely,  extra-guilt !  Tom  Sood. 

LETTERS,  LETTER- WJUTiA  O. 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleasant'st  words 
That  ever  blotted  paper !  8h.  M.  of  Ven.  iii.  2. 

Bead  o'er  this : 
And  after,  this  ;  and  then  to  breakfast,  with 
What  at»petito  you  have.  Sk.  J3[en.  vnu  ui.  2. 

Let  us  see 

'Leave,  gentle  wax  ;  and  manners,  blame  us  not ; 

To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we'd  rip  their  hearts  ; 

Their  papers  is  more  lawful.  BK  Lear,  nr.  6. 
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URKBl,  LSITBB--WSI1IV0— MM^tiiftfdL 
Fall  oft  liaye  letters  caiu'd  the  wnten 
To  oane  the  daj  they  were  inditers.  Butler^  Sud. 

Heayen  first  taught  letters  for  some  wretch's  aid. 

Some  banish'd  lover,  or  some  eaptire  maid ; 

They  lire,  they  spedc,  they  breaihe  what  lore  inspires. 

Warm  from  the  soul,  and  laithftil  to  its  fires  ; 

The  virgin's  wish  without  her  fears  impart, 

Szcose  the  blush,  and  poor  ont  aU  the  neart— 

Speed  the  soft  intercourse  from  soul  to  soul, 

And  waft  a  sigh  from  Indus  to  the  pole.        Pope,  Eloi$a,  oO. 

Letters  admit  not  of  a  half-renown ; 

They  give  you  nothing,  or  they  give  a  crown. 

No  work  e  er  gained  ^e  fame,  or  ever  can. 

But  what  did  honour  to  the  name  of  man.  Young^  JBpis.  to 

Good  bve — my  paper's  out  so  nearly,  L^9P^9  2QSL 

I've  only  room  tor — your's  sincerely. 

21  Moore^  !Fadg€  Family  in  Paris,  6. 


He  that's  liberal 
To  all  alike,  may  do  a  good  by  chance. 
But  never  out  of  judgment.  JBeanmoni  artd  FUteker, 


His  addiction  was  to  courses  vain ; 
His  companies  unletter'd,  rude,  and  shallow ; 
His  hours  filled  up  with  riots,  banquets,  sports ; 
And  never  noted  m  him  any  study. 
Any  retirement,  any  sequestration 
From  open  haunts  and  popularity.  Sh,  Men*  F.  1. 1. 


I  must  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  eharter  as  the  wind. 
To  blow  on  whom  I  please.  SJLAtY.  L.  n.  7. 

A  show  of  liberty. 
When  we  have  lost  the  substance,  is  best  kept* 
By  seeming  not  to  understand  those  faults. 
Which  we  want  power  to  mend.  J^^y  CleopaWa, 

In  liberty's  defence,  my  noble  task. 
Of  which  all  Europe  talks  from  side  to  side ; 
This  thought  might  lead  me  through  the  worid's  vain  mask. 
Content,  uiough  blind — ^had  I  no  Mtter  guide. 

Milton,  to  C.  Skinner, 

they  mean  when  they  cry  liberiy.  Milton^  8onnet,l^ 
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UBBBTT — conimtwt. 

.  The  lore  of  liberty  with  life  is  ^rexi» 
And  life  itself  th'  inferior  gift  of  heaven. 

Diyden,  PiUamcn  and  Ardie,  291. 

Oh !  giro  me  liberty 
For  were  ev'n  Paradise  my  prison, 
Still  I  should  long  to  leap  the  crystal  walls.    Dryden,  Don  Seb, 

^  When  liberty  is  gone, 
Life  grows  insipid  and  has  lost  its  relish.     AddUo»,  Cato,  ii. 

A  day»  an  hour,  of  yirtnons  liberty 

Is  worth  a  whole  eternity  in  bondage.  AddUon^  Cato,  n. 

Converse  familiar  with  th'  illustrions  dead ! 

With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Bome 

Enlanre  thy  free-bom  heart,  and  bless  kind  heaven 

That  Sritam  yet  enioys  dear  liberty, 

That  balm  of  life,  that  sweetest  blessing,  cheap 

Tho'  purchased  with  oar  blood.  Somerville,  Chase,  1. 

When  liberty  is  lost, 
Let  abject  cowards  live ;  but  in  the  brave 
It  were  a  treachery  to  themselves,  enongh 
To  merit  chains.  Thomson,  Sophomsha, 

The  human  race  are  sons  of  sorrow  bom ; 

And  each  must  have  his  portion ;  vnlgar  minds, 

Bepose  or  crouch  beneath  their  load ;  the  brave 

Bear  theirs  without  repining.      Mallet  and  Thomson* sA^red. 

The  greatest  glory  of  a  free-born  peonle. 

Is  to  transmit  that  freedom  to  their  cnildren.  Savardf  Begu, 

Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England  ;  if  their  lungs 

Beceive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free. 

They  touch  our  country  and  their  shackles  fall. 

That's  noble,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 

And  jealous  of  their  blessing.  Cowper,  Task,  11,  40. 

Liberty,  like  difty, 
Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  by  a  flash  from  heav'n 
Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy.  Cowper,  Task,  Y.  883. 

But  slaves  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 

Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 

All  that  the  contest  calls  for ;  spirit,  strength, 

The  scorn  of  danger  and  united  hearts, 

The  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek.  Cowper,  Task.  v.  374. 

'Tis  liberty  alone  that  gives  the  flow'r 

Of  fleeting  life  its  lustre  and  perfume. 

And  we  are  weeds  without  it.  Cowper,  Task,  v.  446. 
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Oh  could  I  worship  knght  beneath  the  skies. 

That  earth  hath  seen  or  fancj  can  devise. 

Thine  altar,  sacred  liberty,  should  stand, 

Built  by  no  mercenary  vulgar  luuid. 

With  fragrant  turf  and  flow'rs  as  wild  as  fair 

As  ever  £e8s'd  a  bank,  or  scented  summer  air.  Cateper,  Char* 

The  wish,  which  ages  have  not  yet  subdued 

In  man,  to  have  no  mastcfr  save  his  mood.  Bifron,  Island^  i.  2. 

Easier  were  it 
To  hurl  the  rooted  mountain  from  its  base 
Than  force  the  yoke  of  slavery  upon  men 
Determin'd  to  be  free.  Soutkey,  Joan  of  Arc 

Oh !  if  there  be,  on  this  earthly  sphere, 

A  boon,  an  offering  heaven  holds  dear, 

"Tis  the  last  libation  liberty  draws 

From  the  heart  that  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her  cause ; 

Moore,  Lalla  Rookh. 
There  is  a  world,  where  souls  are  free. 
Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  bliss. 
If  death  that  world's  bright  opening  be, 
Oh !  who  would  live  a  slave  in  this  r  Tkot.  Jfoorf, 

Mankind  are  all,  by  nature,  free  and  equal. 

'Tis  their  consent  alone  gives  just  donunion. 
IICEHnOUnrSBS.  Duneombe,  Jun.  Brut, 

What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickedness. 

When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  P 

Sk,  Hen.  V.  III.  3. 
XJS,  LIES— Mi  Defiance,  Sletion. 

The  lie  circumstantial,  and  the  lie  direct.    8k.  As  Y.  L.  v.  4. 

These  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begot  them, 

Gross  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.        Sh.  Hen*  ir,  1,  ii.  4. 

Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 

Through  the  fidse  passage  of  thy  tliroat,  thou  liest ! 

Sh.  Rich.  11. 1. 1. 
You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie : 
Upon  my  soul,  a  lie  ;  a  wicked  lie.  Sh.  Oih.  v.  2. 

Some  truth  there  was,  but  dash'd  and  brew'd  with  lies, 
To  please  Uie  fools,  and  puzzle  all  the  wise. 

Dryden,  Abs.  4'  Arch.  i.  114. 
The  man  of  pure  and  simple  heart 
Through  life  disdains  a  double  part ; 
He  never  needs  the  screen  of  lies 
His  inwa^  bosom  to  disguise.  Oay,  FalU. 
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UFE— f M  Adwnity,  ChiUi,  Itafttl^  2>etpair,  BiMOliitioa,  ProTideaet. 
SetirraMBt. 

We  are  such  stuff 
As  dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep.  SL  Tnnp,  it.  1. 

Eeason  thus  with  life ; 
If  I  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep  :  a  breath  thou  art, 

SSexTile  to  all  the  skiey  influences,) 
That  dost  this  habitation,  where  thou  keepest, 
Hourly  afflict.  SL  M.  fir  M»  in.  1. 

Tis  but  an  hour  ago  since  it  was  nine  ; 

And  after  one  hour  more,  't  will  be  eleven  : 

And  so,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe  and  ripe ; 

And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot  and  rot ; 

And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.  8h.  Am  Y,  Z.  ii.  5. 

The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 

Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of.  Sk.  Maeh,  ii.  3. 

Life's  but  a  walking  shadow ;  a  poor  player, 

That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage. 

And  then  is  heard  no  more  ;  it  is  a  tale 

Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fury. 

Signifying  nothing.  Sh.  Macb,  v.  5. 

The  time  of  life  is  short ! 
To  spend  that  shortness  basely  were  too  long 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point 
Still  ending  at  th  arrival  of  an  hour.  SL  Ken.  ir.  i.  v.  2. 

life  is  a  dream,  whose  seeming  truth 

Is  moralized  in  age  and  youth  ; 

When  all  the  comforts  man  can  share, 

As  wandering  as  his  fancies  are ; 

Till,  in  a  mist  of  dark  decay, 

The  dreamer  vanish  quite  away.  BUhop  King, 

Kor  love  thy  life,  nor  hate  ;  but  what  thou  livest 
Live  well;  how  long  or  short,  permit  to  Heav'n. 

Milton,  P.  L.  II.  554. 
Circles  are  praised,  not  that  abound 
In  largeness,  but  th'  exactly  round : 
So  life  we  praise,  that  does  excel. 
Not  in  much  time,  but  acting  well.  Waller,  Long  if  Short  Ufe, 

Like  pilfirims  to  th'  appointed  place  we  tend ; 
The  world's  an  inn^  and  d^^ath  the  journey's  end. 

Dryden,  Palamon  ^  ArciU^  ni.  887. 
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'Tis  not  for  nothing  tliat  we  life  pnnue ; 

It  pays  our  hopes  with  something  still  thut's  new : 

Each  day's  a  mistress,  onenjoyea  before  ; 

Like  trayellers  we're  pleased  with  seeing  more. 

Did  you  but  know  what  joys  your  way  attendf 

You  would  not  hurry  to  your  journey's  end.  Dry.Auren.  rr.  1. 

When  I  consider  life,  'tis  all  a  cheat. 

Yet  fooled  with  hope,  men  favour  the  deceit ; 

Trust  on,  and  think  to-morrow  will  repay : 

To-morrow's  falser  than  the  former  day ; 

Lies  worse ;  and  while  it  says,  "  We  snail  be  blest 

With  some  new  joys,*'  cuts  off  what  we  possessed,    lb.  it.  1. 

Take  not  away  the  life  you  cannot  giro. 

For  all  things  have  an  equal  right  to  live.  Dryden,  Pyth.  PhiL 

On  what  stranse  grounds  we  build  our  hopes  and  fears  : 

Man's  life  is  all  a  mist,  and  in  the  dark 

Our  fortunes  meet  us. 

WhethOT  we  drire,  or  whether  we  are  driven. 

If  ill,  'tis  ours ;  if  good  the  act  of  heaven.  Dryden, 

Tain  hopes  and  empty  jovs  of  human  kind, 

Proud  ot  the  present,  to  tne  future  blind  \lb.OymonSfJph,7l2!i, 

£v'ry  state. 
Allotted  to  the  race  of  man  below. 
Is,  in  proportion,  doom'd  to  taste  some  sorrow. 

Rowe,  Lady  Jane  Grey. 
Life's  a  jest,  and  all  things  show  it ; 
I  thought  so  once,  and  now  I  know  it.  Gay^  Mp,  on  Himself, 

Live  while  von  live,  the  ^ieure  would  say, 
A.nd  seize  the  pleasures  or  the  present  day  ; 
Live  while  you  live,  the  sacred  preacher  cries. 
And  give  to  God  each  moment  as  it  flies : 
Lord,  in  my  views  let  both  united  be ; 
I  live  in  pleasure,  when  I  live  to  thee. 

Doddridge,  Spigram  on  hie  Family  Arme. 
Life  can  little  more  supply, 
Than  just  to  look  about  us  and  to  die.  P<9W,  JS,  Jf. 

O  thoughtless  mortals  !  ever  blind  to  fate, 

Too  soon  dejected,  and  too  soon  elate  I  Pope,  Bape,  iii.  102 

Even  so  luxurious  men  unheeding  ^ass 

An  idle  summer-life  in  fortune's  shine ; 

A  season's  glitter!  thus  they  flutter  on 

From  toy  to  toy,  from  vanity  to  vice  ; 

Till  blown  away  by  death,  oblivion  comes 

Behind,  and  strikes  them  from  the  book  of  life.  Tkomeon,  Sum* 
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Life's  little  stage  is  a  small  eminence, 

Inch-higli  the  g^ve  above  ;  that  home  of  man, 

Where  dwells  the  multitade  :  we  gaze  around ; 

We  read  their  monuments;  we  sigh ;  and  while 

We  sigh,  we  sink ;  and  are  what  we  deplor*d ; 

Lamenting,  or  lamented,  all  our  lot !       Young,  K.  T.  ii.  361* 

Whj  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour  P 

What  tho'  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame  P 

Earth's  highest  station  ends  in  "  Here  he  lies  :" 

And  "  dust  to  dust"  concludes  her  noblest  song.       lb.  iv.  97. 

While  man  is  growing,  life  is  in  decrease  ; 

And  cradles  rock  us  nearer  to  the  tomb. 

Our  birth  is  nothing  but  our  death  begun ; 

As  tapers  waste  that  instant  thej  take  fire.  Young,N.T.r>717» 

Yam  man !  to  be  so  fond  of  breathing  long. 

And  spinning  out  a  thread  of  misery. 

The  longer  iSe,  the  greater  choice  of  eyiL  Young^  N.  21 

He  sins  against  this  Kfe,  who  slights  the  next.   Young,  N,  71 

There's  not  a  day,  but,  to  the  man  of  thought, 

Betrays  some  secret,  that  throws  new  reproach 

On  life,  and  makes  him  sick  of  seeing  more.  lb,  N.  71 

That  life  is  long  which  answers  life's  great  end.     lb.  v.  773. 

Life  is  a  trifle  we  must  shortly  pay. 

And  Where's  the  mighty  lucre  of  a  day  P  Young. 

The  days  of  life  are  sisters,  all  alike  ; 

None  just  the  same,  which  serve  to  fool  us  on 

Through  blasted  hope,  with  change  of  fallacy. 

While  joy  is  like  to-morrow,  still  to  come, 

I^or  ends  the  fruitless  chase  but  in  the  grave.  Young,  Broik.  i. 

Along  the  cool  sequester'd  vale  of  Hfe, 

They  kept  the  noiseless  tenor  of  their  way.   Gray,  Elegg  20. 

To  each  his  sufferings  :  all  are  men 

Condemn'd  alike  to  groan ;  ^ 

The  tender  for  another's  pain» 

The  unfeeling  for  his  own.  Gray,  Eton  College. 

By  day  or  night, 
In  florid  youth,  or  mellow  age,  scarce  fleets 
One  hour  wiliiout  its  care !    Not  sleep  itself 
Is  ever  balniy ;  for  the  shadowy  dream 
Oft  bears  substantial  woe.  SmoUet^  Begicide. 
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Catch  then,  O  catch  the  transient  hour. 

Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies  ; 

Life's  a  short  summer — ^man  a  flower. 

He  dies—alas !  how  soon  he  dies  !         Dr.  Johnson,  Winter* 

Beflect  that  life,  like  erery  other  blessing, 

Deriyes  its  ralue  from  its  use  alono  ; 

Not  for  itself,  but  for  a  nobler  end, 

Th'  eternal  gave  it,  and  that  end  is  virtae.     lb.  Irene,  iii.  8. 

Year  chases  year,  decay  pursaes  decay. 

Still  drops  some  joy  from  withering  life  away ; 

New  forms  arise,  and  difierent  views  engage, 

Simerflaoas  lags  the  veteran  on  the  stage, 

Till  pitying  nature  signs  the  last  release. 

And  bids  dieted  worth  retire  to  peace.  lb.  Van.  IT.  W.  206. 

In  life's  last  scene  what  prodigies  surprise. 

Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  the  wise ! 

Erom  Marlborough's  e^es  the  streams  of  dotage  flow. 

And  Swifb  expires  a  dnveller  and  a  show.  lb.  V.  IT.  W.  315. 

Enlarge  my  life  with  multitude  of  days 

In  heuth,  m  sickness,  thus  the  suppliant  prays : 

Hides  from  himself  his  state,  and  shuns  to  know 

That  life  protracted  is  protracted  woe.    lb.  Van.  H.  W.,  266. 

The  tree  of  deepest  root  is  found 

Least  willing  still  to  quit  the  ground :  .     . 

'Twas  therefore  said,  oy  ancient  sages. 

That  love  of  life  increased  with  years 

So  jnuch,  that  in  our  latter  stages. 

When  pains  grow  sharp,  and  sickness  rages. 

The  greatest  love  of  life  appears. 

Mn.  Piozzi,  The  Three  iVaminge 

Oppress'd  with  grief,  oppress'd  with  care, 

A  Durden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  sit  me  down  and  sigh : 

O  life !  thou  art  a  galling  load. 

Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  such  as  I !  Burns,  Despondency.  L 

Ask  what  is  human  life— the  sage  replies, 

With  disappointment  low'ring  in  his  eyes, 

A  painful  passage  o'er  a  restless  flood, 

A  vain  pursuit  of  fugitive  false  good, 

A  sense  of  fancied  bliss  and  heivt*felt  care, 

Closing  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair.  Cowper,  ffop§» 

T 
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Men  deal  with  life  as  cliildreii  with  their  plaj, 

Who  first  misuse,  then  cast  their  toys  away     C(nopert  Hiye, 

In  such  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 

Finds  happiness  unblighted,  or  if  found, 

Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side. 

It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 

Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 

With  less  distinguish'd  than  ourselres,  that  thus 

We  may  with  patience  bear  our  mod'rate  ills, 

And  sympathize  with  others,  suffering  more.  Ih.  TSuh,  rr.  8S3. 

How  readily  we  wish  time  spent  reroked. 

That  we  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  once 

(Through  inexperience  as  wo  now  perceive) 

We  miss'd  that  happiness  we  might  hare  found.     73.  re.  85. 

Well,  well — the  world  must  turn  upon  its  axis. 

And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails, 

And  liye  and  die,  make  love,  and  pay  our  tiuces 

And»  as  the  veering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails  ; 

The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us. 

The  priest  instructs  us,  and  so  our  life  exhales, 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame. 

Fighting,  devotion,  dust — perhaps  a  name.  Byron,  2>.  J^  ii.  4. 

"Tis  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolongs  it,  this  is  obvious  to  physicians. 

When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife, 

Survive  through  very  desperate  conditions. 

Because  they  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the  knife 

Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  visions  : 

Despair  of  all  recovery  spoils  longevity. 

Ana  makes  men's  miseries  of  alarming  brevity.       Ih.  ii.  64. 

There  still  are  many  Eainbows  in  your  sky. 

But  mine  have  vanish'd.    All,  when  life  is  new. 

Commence  with  feelings  warm,  and  prospects  high ; 

But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 

And  one  by  one,  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake. 

Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly  like  the  snake.  Byran^  D,J.Y,2l. 

Between  two  worlds,  life  hovers  like  a  star 

'Twixt  night  and  mom,  upon  th'  horizon's  verge. 

How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are  ! 

How  less  what  we  may  be !  The  eternal  surge 

Of  time  and  tide  rolls  on,  and  bears  afar 

Our  bubbles :  as  the  old  burst,  ilew  emerge, 

Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages.  Byron,  2).  J,  xr.  99. 
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Mj  days,  thoagh  few,  hmre  pMt'd  briow 

In  much  of  107,  tbooffh  more  of  woe ; 

Yet  still,  in  noun  of  lore  or  strife, 

I're  'scaped  the  weariness  of  life.  J^ron, 

How  short  is  human  life !  the  Terj  breath 

Which  frames  mj  words,  aceelemtes  mj  death.  San.  More, 

What  is  life? 
A  ffolf  of  troubled  waters — ^where  the  soul, 
lake  a  vex'd  bark,  is  toss'd  upon  the  waves 
Of  pain  and  pleasure  by  the  warering  breath 
Of  passions.  JL  E.  Lcmdon. 

What  makes  the  happiest  lifb  below, 

A  few  plain  roles,  mj  friend,  wiU  show. 

A  good  estate,  not  eam'd  with  toQ, 

But  left  by  will,  or  giy'n  by  fate ; 

A  land  of  no  nngratefhl  sod, 

A  constant  fire  within  yoor  grate : 

No  law ;  few  cares ;  a  quiet  mind; 

Strength  unimpair'd,  a  healthful  finuno ; 

Wisdom  with  mnocence  oombin'd ; 

Friends  equal  both  in  years  andfame.  MdrtialxM^iMerivale.) 

All  that's  bright  must  fade,— 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 

All  that  s  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest.  Moore,  National  Airs, 

Oh !  life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours, 
Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns  ; 
And  Ihe  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowers. 
Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 

Moore,  *  O  think  not  my  Spirit* 

What's  life  P  at  best  a  wandering  breath ; 

When  saddest,  but  a  passing  sign ; 

When  happiest,  but  a  summer  wreath-* 

A  scent  of  roses  floating  by.  Croly. 

Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers. 

Life  is  but  an  empty  dream ! 

For  the  soul  is  deaa  that  slumbers, 

And  things  are  not  what  they  seem.  Longfelhuj,  Psalm  of  Life. 

Life  is  real,  life  is  earnest ; 
And  ihe  graye  is  not  its  goal ; 
Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  retumest ; 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  souL  LongfeUom' 

T  2 
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What  different  lots  oar  stars  accord ! 

This  babe  to  be  hail'd  and  woo'd  as  a  lord  ! 

And  that  to  be  shunn'd  like  a  leper ! 

Oner  to  the  world's  wine,  honey,  and  com. 

Another,  like  Golchester-natiye,  bom 

To  its  vinegar  only  and  pepper.        Hood,  Jliiit  Kilmamegg 

We  live  in  deeds,  not  years ;  in  thoughts,  not  breaths ; 
In  feelings,  not  in  figures  on  a  dial. 
We  should  count  time  by  heart-throbs.    He  most  lires 
Who  thinks  most,  feels  we  noblest,  acts  the  best.  Baily,  FeH, 

'  If  life  be  heavy  on  your  hands. 
Are  there  no  beggars  at  yOur  gate, 
Kor  any  poor  alK)utyour  lands  P 
Oh,  teach  the  orphan  boy  to  read, 
Or  teach  the  orpnan  girl  to  sew ; 
Pray  heaven  for  a  human  heart. 
And  let  your  selfish  sorrow  go.  Tetutpsou, 

Life — ^what  is  life  P  but  the  immediate  breath  we  draw : 

Not  have  we  surety  for  a  second  gale. 

A  frail  and  fickle  tenement  it  is  ; 

Which,  like  the  brittle  glass  that  measures  time. 

Is  broke  e'er  half  its  sands  are  run. 

Notet  and  Queries^  Dec.  I9th,  1863. 
U6HT. 
Hail,  holy  light !  offspring  of  heaven  first-born ! 
Or  of  th  Eternal  coetermd  beam, 
May  I  express  thee,  unbhim'd  P  since  God  is  light, 
And  never  but  in  imapproached  light 
Dwelt  from  eternity,  dwelt  then  in  thee. 
Bright  effluence  of  bright  essence  incrcate.  MiltontP. L.iii»l' 

Let  there  be  light !  Grod  said,  and  forthwith  light 

Ethereal,  first  of  things,  quintessence  pure. 

Sprung  from  the  deep  ;  and,  from  her  native  east. 

To  journey  through  the  airy  gloom  began, 

Spher'd  in  a  radiant  cloud.  Milton,  P.  X.  tii.  2'14. 

Before  the  sun. 
Before  the  heavens  thou  wert,  and  at  the  voice 
Of  Grod  as  with  a  mantle  didst  invest 
The  rising  world  of  waters  deep  and  dark« 
Won  from  the  void  of  formless  infinite.  Miltont  P.  L,  ni.  8. 

Our  souls  have  holy  light  within. 

And  every  form  of  grief  and  sin 

Shall  see  and  feel  its  fire.  Ebenezer  EllioiU 
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Pray  what  is  lighter  than  a  feather  ? 
Dust,  my  friend,  in  summer  weather. 
What's  lighter  than  the  dost,  I  pray  P 
The  wind  that  blows  them  both  away. 
What  is  lighter  than  the  wind  P 
The  lightness  of  a  woman's  mind, 
And  what  is  lighter  than  the  last  P- 

Ah,  now,  my  fiiend,  yon  haye  me  fast !  

NoUs  and  Queries,  Aug.  llih,  1866. 

UBwanxQ. 

Be  thoa  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France, 
For  e'er  thou  can'st  report  I  will  be  there. 
The  thnnder  of  my  cannon  shall  be  heard ; 
So  hence  I  Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath.  Sh.  K,  John,  1. 1. 
LIUBB,  ULT  07  THE  YAIUST,  WATEE  ULT. 

Like  the  lily. 
That  once  was  mistress  of  the  nold  and  flourish'd, 
111  hang  my  head  and  perislL  8h.  Sen,  mi.  iii.  1. 

Obserye  the  rising  lily's  snowy  grace, 

Obserye  the  yarious  yegetable  race  ; 

They  neither  toil  nor  spin,  but  careless  pow, 

Tet  see  how  warm  they  blush  I  how  bright  they  glow, 

What  Hegal  yestments  can  with  them  compare ; 

What  Xmg  so  shining  !  or  what  Queen  so  fair  I 

Thomeon^  j^araphraee  on  8i,  Matthew, 
No  flower  amid  the  garden  fairer  grows 
Than  ^e  sweet  lily  of  the  lowly  yiue. 
The  queen  of  flowers.  KeaU. 

Oh !  beautiful  thou  art ! 
Thou  sculpture-like  and  stately  riyer  queen 
Crowning  the  depths,  as  with  the  light  serene  '  • 
Of  a  pure  heart. 
Bright  lily  of  the  waye ! 
Ri&kg  in  fearless  grace  with  eyery  swell, 
Thou  seem'st  as  if  a  spirit  meekly  brayo 
Dwelt  in  thy  celL  Mrs.  Hemans 

UMHSD  TiTABTTiTTY-^aw  Speenlaton. 
'Jlie  history  of  human-land  to  trace 
Since  Eye  the  first  of  dupes  our  doom  unriddled, 
A  certain  portion  of  the  human  race 
Has  certamly  a  taste  for  being  diddled. 
Witness  the  fSunous  Mississippi  dreams  ! 
A  rage  that  time  seems  only  to  redouble—*  * 
The  Banks,  Joint-Stocks,  and  all  the  flimsy  schemes. 
For  rolling  in  Pactolian  streams 
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That  cost  our  modem  rogues  to  little  troaUe 
No  matter  what*  to  pasture  cows  on  stubble 
To  t¥nst  sea-sand  into  a  solid  rope. 
To  xnake  French  bricks  and  fancy  bread  of  rubble. 
Or  light  with  gas  the  whole  celestial  cope- 
Only  prooose  to  blow  a  bubble. 
Ana  Lora !  what  hundreds  will  subscribe  for  soap ! 

Oood^  A  Black  Job. 

The  lion,  dying,  thrusteth  forth  his  paw. 

And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  else,  with  rage 

To  be  o'erpowVd.  Sk.  BicL  Jf.  y.  L 

The  lion  is,  bejond  dispute, 

AUow'd  the  most  majestic  brute ; 

His  yalour  and  his  generous  mind 

Proye  him  superior  of  his  kind.  Oay,  Fable  iz. 


O,  how  ripe  in  show 
Thy  lips,  those  kissing  cherries,  tempting  grow ! 

Sk,  Mid.  N,  III.  2. 
IITEBAT0BB— «M  Authors,  Books,  Critios. 
He  liked  those  literary  cooks 
Who  skim  tiie  cream  of  other's  books. 
And  ruin  half  an  author's  graces 
By  plucking  bon-mots  from  their  places.  Han,  More,  Flareo^ 

UVXLIEOOB. 

What  makes  a  knaye  ^  child  of  Grod, 

And  one  of  us  P— a  liyelihood.  JBuller,  Sud. 

lOCIB— Me  Hair,  Trossss. 
Two  locks,  which  graceful  hung  behind 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  conspired  to  deck 
With  shining  ringlets  her  smooth  iyory  neck. 

I^IQ  J^^i^p,  Eape  of  L,  II.  20. 

He  was  in  loffic  a  ^peat  critic, 

Fh>foundly  skill'd  in  analytic ; 

He  could  distinguish  and  diyide 

A  hair  'twixt  south  and  south-west  side.  Butler,  Hud,  1,  i.  65. 

If  a  man  who  turnips  cries, 

Cries  not  when  his  father  dies, 

'Tis  a  sign  that  he  had  rather 

Haye  a  turnip  than  his  father?  Dr.  Johnson,  (Jb7iii#oitta;ia), 30L 
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LOnKXV. 
Here  malice,  rapine,  accident,  oonspire. 
And  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  fire ; 
Their  ambiuh  here  relentless  ruffians  lay. 
And  here  the  fell  attorney  prowls  for  prey ; 
Here  falling  houses  thunder  on  your  head. 
And  here  a  female  atheist  talks  you  dead.  Dr.  Jokmon,  Lund, 

Iiondon !  the  needy  villain's  general  home. 

The  common  sewer  of  Paris  and  of  Bome ; 

With  eager  thirst,  by  folly  or  by  fate, 

Bucks  in  the  dregs  or  each  corrupted  state.  lb.  London^ 

A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping, 

Pirbr  and  duskj,  but  as  wide  as  eye 

Could  reach,  with  here  and  tiiere  a  sail  just  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  foresty 

Of  masts  ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 

On  tiptoe  through  their  sea-coal  canopy ; 

A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 

On  a  foorshead— and  there  is  London  town !  Bjfron,I)J^.xM. 

The  ser'nih  day  this ;  the  jubilee  of  man* 
London  1  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer ; 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisan, 
And  snug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 
The  coa<m  or  hackney,  whisky,  one-horse  chair. 
And  humblest  gig,  tnrouffh  sundry  suburbs  whirl. 
To  Hampstead,  fiientfordTHarrow,  make  repair; 
Till  the  tir'd  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 
Provoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  churl, 

Byron,  Ckilde  Harold,  i.  09. 
XOOSt— «M  Coontenaaee,  7ace. 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  trammj  face. 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again ; 
Obeying  with  my  wind,  when  I  do  blow, 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows ; 
CSommanded  always  by  the  greater  gust : 
Such  is  the  likeness  of  you  common  men.  Sh.  H.  F/.  3,  m.  1. 

Thou  hast  a  grim  appearance,  and  thv  &ce 

Bean  a  command  in  it :  tho'  thy  tacKle*s  torn, 

Thou  showest  a  noble  vesseL  8h.  CorioL  iv.  5. 

What  brutal  mischief  sits  upon  his  brow ! 

He  may  be  honest,  but  he  looks  damnation.  Dryden,  Bon  SeL 
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Each  yassal  has  a  wild,  distracted  face. 

And  looks  as  full  of  business  as  a  blockhead 

In  time  of  dangler.  Dryden. 

Oh  I  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 

An  instant  sunshine  through  the  heart ; 

As  if  the  soul  that  minute  caught 

Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought.  T.  Moore. 

lOQUACITY— <cg  Boasting,  Bores. 

Thou  art  too  wQd,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice  ; 

Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough. 

And  in  such  e  jcs  as  ours  appear  hot  faults ; 

But  where  thou  art  not  known,  whj,  there  they  show 

Something  too  liberal.  Sh.  M,<ifV.u,2. 

Their  copious  stories,  oftentimes  begun. 

End  witnont  audience,  and  are  nerer  done.  Sk. 

'    But  still  his  tongue  ran  on,  the  less 
Of  weight  it  had,  with  greater  ease ; 
And,  with  its  everlasting  clack. 
Set  all  men's  ears  upon  the  rack.  Butlerf  Hud. 

"Mj  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein. 
For  who  talks  much  must  talk  in  yain. 

Gajf,  Fables,  Introduction. 
Fools,  to  talking  ever  prone. 
Are  sure  to  make  their  foUies  known.  Oay,  F€tble  i.  41. 

L08S,  LOSSES. 

Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  losses. 

That  hare  of  late  so  huddled  on  his  back. 

Enough  to  press  a  royal  merchant  down.  Sh.  M.  qf  Ten.  iv.  1. 

Though  losses  and  crosses 
Be  lessons  right  severe, 
There's  wit  there  ye*il  get  there, 

Ye'U  find  nae  other  where.  Bums* 

_  > 

That  '  loss  is  common,'  would  not  make 

My  own  less  bitter — ^rather  more ; 

Too  common!  never  morning  wore 

To  evening,  but  some  heart  did  break.  TemMfton, 
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LOTS,  L07ZB8— ««  Batntjt  Capid,  DeeUration,  Friendship,  Cnagina- 

tion,  Jealomy. 
Come  lire  with  me,  and  be  my  lore. 
And  we  will  all  the  pleasmes  prore 
That  Tallejs,  groyes,  and  hilU,  and  fields. 
Woods,  or  steepj  mountains,  yield.  MarUnoe^  Pomm.  Shepherd, 

LoTe  does  reign 
In  etoatest  minds,  and  maketh  monstrous  war : 
He  maketh  war,  he  maketh  peace  a^in. 
And  yet  his  peace  is  but  continual  jar : 
O  miseraUe  men  that  to  him  subject  are.    Spenser,  F.  Queen, 

Tme  he  it  said,  whatever  man  it  said. 

That  love  with  gall  and  honey  doth  abound  : 

But  if  the  one  be^with  the  other  weigh'd. 

For  every  drachm  of  honey  therein  found 

A  pound  of  gall  doth  over  it  redound.  Spenser,  Fairy  Queetu 

For  lovers'  eyes  more  sharply  sighted  be 

Than  other  men's,  and  in  aear  love's  delight 

See  more  than  any  other  eyes  can  see.  Spenser. 

Such  is  the  power  of  that  sweet  passion. 
That  it  all  sordid  baseness  doth  expel. 
And  the  refined  mind  doth  newly  fashion 
Unto  a  fairer  form,  which  now  doth  dwell 
In  his  high  thought,  and  would  itself  excel ; 
Which  he,  beholding  still  with  constant  sight. 
Admires  the  mirror  of  so  heavenly  light. 

Spenser,  Jaymn  in  Honowr  qf  Love. 
For  several  virtues 
Have  I  lik'd  several  women :  never  any 
With  so  full  soul,  but  some  defect  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  ow'd. 
And  put  it  to  the  foil :  But  you,  O  you. 
So  perfect  and  so  peerless,  are  created 
Of  every  creature  s  best.  Sh.  Temp,  lu.  1. 

Thou  Julia,  thou  hast  metamorphos'd  me ; 
Made  me  neglect  my  studies,  lose  niy  time. 
War  with  g(X)d  counsel,  set  the  world  at  nought ; 
Made  wit,  with  musing  weak,  heart-sick  with  thought. 

Sh.  Two  G.  I.  1. 
As  the  most  forward  bud 
Is  eaten  by  the  canker  ere  it  blow, 
Even  so  by  love  the  young  and  tender  wit 
Is  turned  to  folly ;  luasting  in  the  bud. 
Losing  his  verdure  even  m  the  prime. 
And  idl  the  fair  effects  of  future  hopes.  Sh.  Two  0. 1. 1. 
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MYEt  LOVKRB  ^tmtinved. 

Flc,  fie !  how  wayward  is  thiB  foolisk  loye, 

That  like  a  testy  oabe,  will  Bcratch  the  none. 

And  presentlj,  all  humbled,  kiss  the  rod  1        SL  Two  O.  x.  2. 

O  how  this  spring  of  lore  resombleth 

Th'  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day ; 

Which  now  shows  all  the  beaaty^  of  the  son, 

And  by  and  by  a  clond  takes  all  away.  8h.  Tioo  G,  i.  3. 

In  revenue  of  my  contempt  of  loye. 

Love  hath  chas'd  sleep  from  my  enthralled  eyes. 

And  made  them  watchers  of  my  own  heart's  sorrow.  lb.  n.  4. 

For  now  my  loye  is  thaw'd ; 
Which,  like  a  waxen  image  'gainst  a  fire. 
Bears  no  impression  of  tl^  tmng  it  was.         Sk,  Two  O,  xi.  4. 

0  gentle  Protens,  We's  a  mighty  lord  ; 
And  hath  so  humbled  me,  as,  I  confess. 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction, 

Nor  to  his  seryice,  no  such  joy  on  earth ! 

Kow,  no  discourse,  except  it  be  of  loye ; 

Kow,  can  I  break  my  fast,  dine,  sup,  and  sleep, 

Upon  the  yery  naked  name  of  loye.  Sh.  Two  G.  u.  4. 

Didst  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  loye. 

Thou  would'st  as  soon  go  kindle  fire  with  snow. 

As  seek  to  quench  the  fire  of  loye  with  words.  SA»  Two  (7.n.7. 

The  more  thou  damm'st  it  up,  the  more  it  bums ; 

The  current,  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides, 

Thou  know'st,  being  stopp'd,  impatiently  doth  rage.  25.  n.  7. 

This  weak  impress  of  loye  is  as  a  figure 

Trenched  in  ice  :  which,  with  an  hour's  heat, 

Dissolyes  to  water,  and  doth  lose  its  form.    SL  Two  G.  xu.  2. 

You  know  that  loye 
Will  creep  in  sendee  where  it  cannot  go.      SL  Two  G.  ry.  2. 

Loyers  break  not  hours, 
Unless  it  be  to  come  before  their  time ; 
So  much  they  spur  their  expedition.  Sk.  Two  G^.  ▼.  1* 

I  care  not  for  her,  I ; 

1  hold  him  but  a  fool,  that  will  endanger 

His  body  for  a  girl  that  loyes  him  not  8k.  TSoo  G.  T.  4> 

O,  'tis  the  curse  in  loye,  and  still  approy'd, 

When  women  cannot  loye,  where  tney're  bcloy'd.       Ih.  v.  4. 


LOTX,  LOTXBt.  381 

LOVE,  LQ  V  IB  KB — rmUmud, 
Lore  like  a  shadow  fiief*  wken  sabttanee  We  _ 
Fanning  that  which  flies,  and  fljiag  what  piuiroes. 

8h.M9r.W.ilA, 

If  music  be  the  food  of  lore,  play  on ; 

Give  me  excess  of  it.  8k.  T,  2^,  1. 1. 

^  I  cannot  love  him : 
Yet  I  suppose  him  yirtaous,  know  him  noble. 
Of  great  estate,  of  fresh  and  stainless  jonth ; 
In  Toiees  well  divnlg'd,  free,  leam'd,  and  yaliant. 
And,  in  dimension,  and  the  shape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  person :  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him.  Sfu  T.  Ni.  i.  5. 

Meihinks  I  feel  this  Youth's  perfections 

With  an  invisible  and  subtle  stealth. 

To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.  Sh.  T,  A7.  i.  5. 

She  never  told  her  love. 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'  the  bud. 
Feed  on  her  damask  cheek  ;  she  pined  in  thought, 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 
She  sat,  like  patience  on  a  monument, 
Smiling  at  gnef.    Was  not  this  love  indeed  P  8k.  2\  Ni.  ii.  4. 

If  ever  thou  shalt  lore. 
In  the  sweet  pangs  of  it  remember  me : 
For,  such  as  1  am,  all  true  lovers  are ; 
TJnstaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else. 
Save,  in  the  constant  image  of  the  cresdture 
That  is  beloved.  Sk.  T.  NL  ii.  4. 

Love  sought  is  good,  but  given  unsought  is  better. 

8k.  T.  Ifi.  111.  1. 

A  murderous  guilt  shows  not  itself  more  soon 

Than  love  that  would  seem  hid :  love's  night  is  noon. 

Sk.  T.  Ni.  m.  1. 

Ah  me !  for  aught  that  I  could  ever  read. 

Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history, 

The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth : 

But,  either  it  was  different  in  blood ; 

Or  else,  nusgraffed  in  respect  of  years ; 

Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  friends; 

Or,  if  there  were  a  sympathy  in  choice. 

War,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it ; 

Making  it  momentary  as  a  sound. 

Swift  as  a  shadow,  short  as  any  dream.  8k.  Mid,  N.  i.  h 
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I  Bvear  to  thee  by  Cupid's  strongest  bow ; 

By  bis  best  arrow  with  the  golden  head. 

By  the  simplicitj^  of  Venus'  doves ; 

By  that  which  knitteth  soulsi  and  prospers  lores.  Si.llfd,N.i,l. 

Things  base  and  vile,  holding  no  quality, 

Loye  can  transpose  to  form  and  dignity. 

Love  looks  not  with  the  eves,  but  with  the  mind ; 

And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind. 

Nor  hath  Love's  mind  of  any  judgment  taste ; 

Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unneedy  haste  : 

And  therefore  is  love  said  to  be  a  child, 

Because  in  choice  he  is  so  oft  beguil'd.  Sh.  Mid,  N.  1. 1. 

Leave  you  your  power  to  draw, 
And  I  shall  have  no  power  to  follow  you.      8A.  Mid*  N.  ii.  2. 

All  fimcy-sick  she  is,  and  pale  of  cheer 

With  sighs  of  love.  8k.  Mid.  N.  iii.  2. 

O,  why  rebuke  ^ou  him,  that  loves  you  so  ? 

Lay  breath  so  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe.       8h.  Mid,  N.  iii.  2. 

Lovers  and  madmen  have  such  seething  brains. 

Such  shaping  fantasies,  that  apprehend 

More  than  cool  reason  ever  comprehends. 

The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet. 

Are  of  imagination  all  compact.  8h,  Mid.  N.  v.  1. 

Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write, 
Until  his  ink  were  temper  d  with  love's  sighs. 

Sh,  Loves.  L.  X.  iv.  3. 
Love  is  full  of  unbefittinj^  strains ; 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping,  and  vain  ; 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye. 
Full  of  strange  shapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms, 
Varying  in  subjects  as  the  eye  doth  roll 
To  every  varied  object  in  his  glance.        Sh.  Love's  Z.  X.  v.  2. 

Love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  see 

The  pretty  follies  that  themselves  commit.  Sh.  M.  qf  Ten.  ii.  6. 

Bcshrew  your  cyes,^ 
They  have  o'er-looked  me,  and  divided  me : 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours,— 
And  so  all  yours.  Sh.  M.  of  Ten.  in.  2. 

Madam,  vou  have  bereft  me  of  all  words. 

Only  my  blood  speaks  to  you  in  my  veins.  Sh,  M,  of  Ten.  in.  2. 
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And  thon  the  lorer^ 
SigHing  like  a  furnace,  witli  a  woeful  ballad 
Made  to  his  miBtreBs'  ejebrovr.         -     *     SL  As  Yi  L.  ii.  7. 

Say  that  you  lore  me  not,  bat  say  not  so 

In  bitterness  :  the  common  executioner. 

Whose  heart  the  accustom'd  sight  of  death  makes  hard. 

Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humoled  neck, 

£ut  first  begs  pardon.  Sk,  As  Y,  L.  iii.  5. 

I  pray  you  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me, 

For  I  am  falser  than  tows  made  in  wine : 

Sesidesy  I  like  you  not.  Sk^  As  Y.  X.  in.  5. 

•     Wherefore  do  you  follow  her, 
Like  foggy  south,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  F 
You  are  a  thousand  times  a  nroperer  man. 
Than  she  a  woman :  'Tis  sucn  fools  as  you, 
That  make  the  .world  full  of  ill-favour'a  children,     lb.  in.  5. 

Who  ever  loyed,  that  loved  not  at  first  sight  ?  Jb.  in.  6. 

Good  shepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to  lore. 

It  is  to  be  aU  inade  of  si^hs  and  tears, 

It  is  to  be  all  made  of  faith  and  service. 

It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantasy. 

All  made  of  passion,  and  all  made  of  wishes ; 

All  adoration,  duty,  and  observance. 

All  humbleness,  all  patience,  and  impatience. 

All  purity,  all  trial,  all  observance.  8k.  As  Y.  X.  v.  2. 

If  it  prove  so,  then  loving  goes  with  haps ; 
Some  Cupids  kill  with  arrows,  some  with  traps. 

Sk,  Jf.  Ado,  111.  1. 
Fair  soul. 
In  your  fine  frame  hath  love  no  quality  P 
If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  mind. 
You  are  no  maiden,  but  a  monument.  Sh.  All's  W.  iv.  2. 

He  says,  he  loves  my  daughter : 

I  think  so  too ;  for  never  gaa'd  the  moon 

Upon  the  water,  as  he'U  stand  and  read. 

As  't  were,  my  daughter's  eyes ;  and,  to  be  plain, 

I  think  there  is  not  half  a  krss  to  choose. 

Who  loves  another  best.  8k,  WinU  T,  iv.  3. 

Prosperity's  the  very  bond  of  love : 

Whose  msh  complexion  and  whose  heart  together 

Afaiction  alters.  iSA.  Wini.  T.  iv.  3. 

Sweet  love,  I  see,  changing  his  property, 

Toms  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate.  Sh.  Bick.  Jl.  in.  2. 
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Let  me  but  bear  your  lore,  I'll  bear  joor  eares. 

Her  yirtucs,  meed  witii  external  gifts. 

Do  breed  love  s  settled  passiona  in  mj  heart.  Sh.JIen.  r/.l,nr.o« 

I  ne^er  su'd  to  friend  nor  enemy ; 

Mj  tongue  could  nerer  learn  sweet  smoothing  word : 

But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee, 

My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  speak. 

Sk.  Sloh.  111.  1. 2. 
To  be  wise,  and  lore. 
Exceeds  man's  might ;  that  dwells  with  gods  abore. 

8k.  2hnl.  III.  2. 
When  lore  begins  to  sicken  and  decay, 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony.  Sk.  JuL  C  ir,  2. 

There's  beggary  in  the  lore  that  can  be  reckoned. 

8k.  Ani.  CUop.  1. 1. 
I  know  not  why 
I  lo7e  this  youth ;  and  I  hare  heard  you  say. 
Love's  reason's  without  reason.  SL  Cjfmh,  xv.  2. 

Men's  Yows  are  women's  traitors.  8k^  Cynh.  xii.  4. 

LoYe  's  not  loYe, 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point.  Sk.  Lextf  1. 1. 

LoYC  is  a  smoke  raised  with  the  fume  of  sighs ; 

Being  purg'd,  a  fire  sparkling  in  loYcrs'  eyes ; 

Being  Yex'd,  a  sea  nourished  with  loYers'  tears ; 

What  is  it  else  P    A  madness  most  discreet, 

A  choking  gall,  and  a  presermg  sweet.  Sk.  Bom.  i.l. 

Alas !  that  loYe  whose  Yiew  is  muffled  still. 

Should  without  eyes  see  pathways  to  his  will.    8k.  Rom.  1. 1. 

Buin'd  lore,  when  it  is  built  anew 
Grows  fairer  than  at  first,  more  strong,  far  greater.   lb.  ii.  2. 

Stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out : 
And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love  attempt.  Sk.  Bom.  ii.  2. 

How  silver-sweet  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night, 

Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears  I  Sk.  Bom.  ii.  2. 

Dost  thou  love  me  P    I  know  thou  wilt  say — ay  : 

And  I  will  take  thy  word.    Tet,  if  thou  swear'st, 

Thou  may'st  prove  false ;  at  lovers'  perjuries, 

They  say  Jove  laughs.  Sk.  Bom.  xi.  t 
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O,  gentle  Borneo, 
If  then  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfull j ; 
Or,  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
111  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  saj  thee  nay. 
So  thoa  wilt  woo ;  bat,  else,  not  for  the  world.  Sk.  Bom,  ii.  8. 

Sweet,  good  night ! 
This  bad  of  lore,  by  summer's  ripening  breath. 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet.    IB,  ii.  2. 

Come  what  sorrow  can, 
I  cannot  countervail  th'  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight.    Sh,  Bom,  ii.  6. 

Love  moderately ;  long  love  doth  so. 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow.  8h*  Bom.  ii.  6. 

When  the  blood  bums,  how  prodigal  the  soul 

Lends  the  tongue  vows.    These  blazes,  daughter, 

GKvin^  more  light  than  heat,— -extinct  in  boui 

Ev  n  m  their  promise  as  it  is  a  making. 

You  must  not  take  for  fire. 

Be  somewhat  scanty  of  your  maiden  presence, 

Set  your  entreatments  at  a  higher  rate. 

Than  a  command  to  parley.  8h,  Mam,  i.  3. 

Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire ; 

Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move : 

Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar ; 

But  never  doubt,  I  love.  8k,  Mam.  n.  2. 

'T  is  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove. 
Whether  love  leads  fortune,  or  else  fortune  loYe,Sh.Mam,ni.2. 

Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear ; 

Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there.  Ib.iu,  2. 

Nature  is  fine  in  love :  and,  where  't  is  fine, 

It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 

After  the  thing  it  loves.  Sh,  Mam,  rv.  5. 

There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 

A  kind  of  wick,  or  snufl*,  that  wiU  abate  it ; 

And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 

For  g:oodness,  growing  to  a  pleurisy, 

Dies  in  his  own  too-much.  51.  Mam,  it.  7. 

She  is  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul. 

That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  spheie* 

I  could  not  but  by  her.  Sk,  Mam,  rv.  7. 

I  win  a  round,  unvarnished  tale  deliver 

Of  my  whole  course  df  love.  Oik.  i.  3* 
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Excellent  wretch ;  Perdition  catcli  mj  soul 
Bnt  I  do  loTe  thee !  and,  when  I  love  thee  not 
Chaos  is  come  again.  Sk,  Otk,  xn>  3. 

I  had  rather  be  a  toad. 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon. 
Than  keep  a  comer  in  the  thing  I  love, 
For  others'  uses.  Sfi.  Otk.  in.  3. 

If  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  vou, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honest  face.  Sh»  0th,  ni.  3. 

Unkindness  may  do  much, 
And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life. 
But  never  taint  my  love.  8h.  Otk,  iv.  2. 

My  love  doth  so  approve  him. 
That  even  his  stubbornness,  his  checks  and  firowns. 
Have  grace  and  favour  in  them.  Sh,  Otk.  iv.  3. 

Love  is  a  spirit  all  compact  of  fire ; 

Kot  gross  to  sink,  but  hght,  and  will  aspire.      SLVen.  ^Ad. 

Fair  is  my  love,  but  not  so  fair  as  fickle ; 

Mild  as  a  dove,  but  neither  true  nor  trusty ; 

Brighter  than  glass,  and  yet,  as  glass  is,  brittle  ; 

Softer  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rusty  : 

A  lily  pale,  with  damask  die  to  grace  her : 

None  lairer,  nor  none  falser  to  de&ce  her.  Sh.  Pas.  Pit.  vii. 

Some  glory  in  their  birth,  some,  in  their  skill. 

Some  m  their  wealth,  some  in  their  body's  force ; 

Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fangled  ill ; 

Some  in  their  hawks  and  hounds,  some  in  their  horse  ; 

And  ever^r  humour  hath  its  adjunct  pleasure, 

Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest ; 

But  these  particulars  are  not  my  measure ; 

All  these  i  better  in  one  genenil  best. 

Thy  love  is  better  than  high  birth  to  me, 

Bicher  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garments'  cost, 

Of  more  delight  than  hawks  or  horses  be ; 

And  having  wee,  of  all  men's  pride  I  boast : 

Wretched  in  this  alone,  that  thou  mayst  take 

All  this  away,  and  me  most  wretched  make.      Sh,  Sonnet  91. 

My  love  is  strengthened,  though  more  weak  in  seeming ; 

I  love  not  less,^ough  less  the  show  appear ; 

That  love  is  merchandized,  whose  rich  esteeming 

Th^  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  everywhere.  Sh.Sonnet  102. 
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Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  tme  minds 
Admit  impediments.    Lore  is  not  lore 
Whieh  alters  when  it  alteration  finds, 
Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove  : 

0  no !  it  is  an  eyer-fixed  mark, 

That  looks  on  tempests  and  is  neyer  shaken ; 

It  is  the  star  to  eyery  wandering  bark, 

Whose  worth  's  unknown,  although  his  height  be  taken.  ' 

Lore  's  not  time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and  cheeks 

Within  his  bending  sickle's  compass  come ; 

Lore  alters  not  witik  his  brief  hours  and  weeks. 

But  bears  it  out  eyen  to  the  edge  of  doom. 

If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved  ;— 

1  never  writ,  nor  no  man  eyer  lored*  8k.  Sonnet  116. 

In  faith,  I  do  not  loye  thee  with  mme  eyes. 

For  they  in  Ihee  a  thousand  errors  note ; 

But  'tis  my  heart  that  loyes  what  they  despise. 

Who  in  despite  of  yiew  is  pleased  to  dote.       8A,  Sonnet  141. 

Loye  is  that  madness  which  all  loyers  haye ; 

But  yet  'tis  sweet  and  pleasing  so  to  rave ; 

'Tis  an  enchantment  wnere  the  reason's  bound ; 

But  paradise  is  in  th'  enchanted  ground : 

A  palace  yoid  of  enyy,  cares,  and  strife, 

Wnere  gentle  hours  delude  so  much  of  life.  Beaumont  4^  Met, 

To  ask  the  reason  why  thou  art  in  loye. 

Or  what  might  be  the  noblest  end  in  loye. 

Would  overthrow  that  kindly  rising  warmth, 

That  many  times  slides  gentfy  o'er  the  heart.  Beau.  ^  FL  Cox, 

The  end  of  love  is  to  have  two  made  one, 

!bi  will  and  in  affection.  BenJoneon. 

Such  is  the  posie  love  comnoses ; 

A  stinging  nettle  mix'd  witn  roses.  Brown,  Pastorals, 

Love  ne'er  should  die ; 
Tis  the  soul's  cordial ;  'tis  the  fount  of  life : 
Therefore  should  spring  eternal  in  the  breast. 
One  object  lost,  another  should  succeed ; 
And  all  our  life  be  love.  Brown,  Paetorals, 

Squality  is  no  rule  in  love's  grammar : 
That  sole  unhappiness  is  left  to  princes 
To  marry  blood.        Beaumont  f  Fletcher,  Maid  in  the  Mill. 
Jjove'B  of  a  strangely  open  simple  kind. 
And  thinks  none  sees  it,  'cause  itself  is  blind.  Cowley, 

ft 
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A  mifflity  pam  to  love  it  is, 
And  tis  a  pain  that  pain  to  miss  ; 
But  of  all  pains,  tlie  greatest  pain 

It  is  to  love,  but  love  in  vain.  Cotcley. 

Love  is  maintained  by  Trealth,  wken  all  is  spent, 
Adversity  then  breeds  the  discontent.        Merrick,  Aph,  141. 
Why  80  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover. 
Prithee,  why  so  pale  ? 
Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  her, 
Looking  ill  prevail  ? 
Prithee,  why  so  pale  P  Sir  Jno.  Suckling,  on  a  IVedJuin- 

Instruct  me  now  what  love  will  do  ; 

'TwiU  make  a  toneueloss  man  to  woo. 

Inform  me  next  what  love  wiU  do ; 

'Twill  strangely  make  a  one  of  two. 

Teach  me  besides  what  love  will  do  ; 

'Twill  quickly  mar  and  make  ye  too. 

TeU  me,  now  last,  what  love  will  do ; 

'Twill  hurt  and  heal  a  heart  pierc'd  liirough.     Ih.  Hesp.  253. 

Love's  of  itself  too  sweet ;  the  best  of  all 

Is,  when  love's  honey  has  a  dash  of  gall.  Herrickj  Aph.  330. 

When  words  we  want,  love  teacheth  to  indite ; 

And  what  we  blush  to  speak,  she  bids  us  write.  lb,  Aph.  146. 

Let  moderation  on  thy  passions  wait ; 
'  Who  loves  too  much,  too  much  the  lov'd  will  hate.     76.  253. 

If  all  the  world  and  love  were  young. 
And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue. 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  tnee,  and  be  tny  love. 

"Raleigh,  NympJis  Seply  to  Pass,  S/iophm 
Blushes  a  woman's  passions  may  reveal, 
But  men  their  passions  by  their  words  should  tell.      Orrery^ 

An  "  ignis  fatuus"  that  bewitches, 

And  leads  men  into  pools  and  ditehes.  Butler,  Sud,  1,  i.  509. 

The  darts  of  love,  like  lightning,  wound  within. 

And,  tho'  they  pierce  it,  never  hurt  the  skin  ; 

They  leave  no  marks  behind  tlicm  where  they  fly, 

Tho'  through  the  tend'rest  part  of  aU,  the  eye. 25.  Cut  ^  Fuss. 

Quoth  he,  to  bid  me  not  to  love 

Is  to  forbid  my  pulse  to  move, 

My  beard  to  grow,  my  ears  to  stick  up, 

Or,  when  I'm  in  a  fit  to  hiccup  !  Butler,  Hud, 
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All  love  at  first,  like  gen'roos  wine, 

Fennente  and  frets  until  'tis  fine ; 

But  when  'tis  settled  on  the  lee 

And  from  the  impurer  matter  free, 

Becomes  the  richer  still  the  older.  BuiUr,  Hudibrai. 

Lore  is  a  fire,  that  bums  and  sparkles 

In  men  as  nat'rallj  as  in  charcoals. 

Which  sooty  chemists  stop  in  holes 

When  out  of  wood  they  extract  coals  : 

So  lovers  should  their  passion  choke. 

That  though  they  bum  they  may  not  smoke.      Butler,  Mud. 

In  all  amours  a  lover  bums, 

With  frowns,  as  well  as  smiles,  by  turns  ; 

And  hearts  have  been  as  oft  with  sullen, 

As  charming  looks,  surpris'dand  stolen.    lb.  Hud,  ni.  1.  913. 

What  mad  lover  ever  dv'd. 

To  gain  a  soft  and  gentle  bride  ? 

Or  for  a  lady  tender-hearted. 

In  purling  streams  or  hemp  departed?  BtUUr,  Mud.  2.  i.  23. 

A  lover  is,  the  more  he's  brave 

T'  his  mistress,  but  the  more  a  slave  ,* 

And  whatsoever  she  commands. 

Becomes  a  favour  from  her  hands. 

Which  he's  oblig'd  t'  obey,  and  must. 

Whether  it  be  imjust  or  just.  lb,  JBp,  to  his  Lady,  103. 

For  money  has  a  power  above 

The  stars,  and  fate,  to  manage  love. 

Whose  arrows,  learned  poets  hold. 

That  never  miss,  are  tipp'd  with  gold.  Ib.Ladys  Annoer,  131. 

Love,  the  most  generous  passion  of  the  mind. 

The  softest  refuge  innocence  can  find ; 

The  safe  director  of  unguided  vouth. 

Fraught  with  kind  wishes,  and  secured  bv  truth. 

The  cordial  drop  heaven  in  our  cup  has  tnrown. 

To  make  the  nauseous  draughts  of  life  go  down  ; 

On  which  one  only  blessiujB^  Grod  mi^ht  raise. 

In  lands  of  atheists,  subsidies  of  praise.  Boehester. 

I  look'd  and  gaz*d,  and  never  miss'd  my  heart. 

It  fled  so  pleasingjiy  away ;  but  now  my  soul 

Is  all  Lavmia's ;  now  she  is  fix'd 

Firm  in  my  heaort ;  by  secret  vows  made  there, 

Th'  indelible  records  of  faithful  love  !  Otway,  Cat  Mar. 

z  2 


840  IX>TXy  LOTZB8. 

LOYB»I0VSB8 — nmftmutt. 
Lore  leiciiB  a  yeiY  tyimnt  in  my  heart. 
Attended  on  his  tnione  by  all  nis  guards 
Of  fonoaB  wishes,  fMrs,  and  nice  suspicions.  Olwaj,  OijiAca. 

An  lore  may  be  expcJled  by  other  lore. 

As  poisons  are  by  poisons.  Dryieu,  AUfir  Lome. 

Lore  ffiyes  esteem,  and  then  he  giyes  desert ; 

He  eitiier  finds  equality,  or  makes  it : 

Uke  death,  he  knows  no  difierenee  in  de|i;rees. 

Bat  planes  and  leyels  alL  Drydenj  Marriage-^'l^Mode. 

JjOffe  reckons  hours  for  months,  and  days  for  years ; 

And  eyery  little  absence  is  an  age.  jbiydem,  Ampk. 

True  lore  is  neyer  happy  bat  by  halres ; 
An  April  sunshine,  thi^  hj  fits  appears ; 
It  smiles  by  moments  but  it  mourns  by  years.  Ih,  JT.  ArUmr. 

Loye  is  a  passion 
'Which  kindles  honour  into  noble  acts.  Drydem^  BinoL  Ladies. 

The  proyerb  h<4ds,  that  to  be  wise  and  lore. 

Is  hiurdly  granted  to  the  gods  aboye.  Drydem,  PaL  ScAreUe,  ji, 

Loye  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong  eonfoonds. 

Strong  loye  and  proud  ambitiim  littye  no  bounds.  Ibm  in.  803. 

Loye  endures  no  tie, 
And  Joye  but  lan^^  at  lorers'  peijury.  Ih,  n.  148. 

The  power  of  love 
In  eartht  and  seas,  and  air,  and  heayen  aboye, 
Bules,  unresisted,  with  an  awful  nod, 

Sf  duly  mirades  declared  a  god« 
e  blinds  the  wise,  giyes  eyesight  to  the  blind. 
And  moulds  and  stamps  anew  the  loyer's  mind.     JA.  n.  3o0l 

Loye  yaiious  minds  does  yaziously  inspire : 

He  stirs  in  sentle  natures  gentle  fire, 

like  that  ofineense  on  the  altar  laid ; 

But  raging  flames  tempestuous  souls  inrade,*- 

A  fii«,  which  eyery  windy  passion  blow^ ; 

With  pride  it  mounts  and  with  reyenge  it  glows. 

Ihyden,  Ij^Fmrnmit  tfLomL 
Loye  teaches  cunning  eyen  to  innocence ; 
And  idiere  he  gets  po8sesa<m«  his  first  woik 
Is  to  dig  deep  withm  a  heart,  and  there 
lie  hid,  and  like  a  miser  in  the  dark, 
'Xo  test  alone.  Drjdem,  Hay  erf,  2128. 
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LOfX,  LOTIEBU    ntntmued. 
The  ills  of  lore,  not  those  of  fate,  I  fear, 
These  I  caa  braye,  but  .those  I  cannot  bear.  Drydetu 

"Lowe  nerer  fails  to  master  what  he  finds. 

But  works  a  different  way  in  different  minds, 

Hie  fool  enlightens,  and  the  wise  he  blinds.    lb*  Ognum^  464. 

Lore  u  a  child  that  talks  in  broken  langnaffe. 

Yet  then  he  spei^s  most  plain.  Drifden,  2roi2.  6f  Oret*  2218. 

How  many  are  not  loy'd  who  think  they  are ! 

Yet  aU  are  willing  to  belieye  the  fair : 

Andy  though  'tis  beaut's  known  and  obyions  cheat, 

Yet  man's  self  loye  stiU  fayours  the  deceit.  lb.  Con.  Chen.  ii.l. 

I  am  not  what  I  was :  since  yesterday. 

My  food  forsakes  me,  and  my  needful  rest ; 

Ipine,  I  languish,  loye  to  be  alone ; 

Think  much,  speak  little,  and  in  speaking  sigh. 

When  I  see  Torrismond,  I  am  unquiet, 

And  when  I  see  him  not,  I  am  in  pain.  Dryden^  Span.  Friar* 

When  yet  a  yirgin  free  and  undispos'd, 

I  loy'd,  but  saw  you  only  with  my  eyes ; 

I  could  not  reach  the  beauties  oi  your  soul : 

I  haye  liy'd  since  then  in  contemplation. 

And  long  experience  of  your  growing  goodness ; 

What  then  was  passion  is  my  judgment  now. 

Thro'  all  the  seyeral  changes  of  your  life 

Confirm'd  and  settled  in  adoring  you.  Haynes,  Fatal  Mistake. 

If  you  miscarry,  you  are  lost  so  far ; 

For  there's  no  erring  twice  in  love  or  war.  Fomfret^  Love  Tri. 

Let  those  loye  now,  who  neyer  loyed  before, 

Letthose  who  always  loyed,  now  loye  the  moTe.Pamell,Ferv,  V, 

Loye  is,  or  oudit  to  be,  our  greatest  bliss ; 
Since  eyery  other  joy,  how  dear  soeyer, 
Giyes  way  to  that,  and  we  leaye  all  for  loye. 

JBcMM,  Lady  J.  Qrey^  ii.  1. 
When  loye  once  pleads  admission  to  our  hearts. 
In  spite  of  all  the  yirtue  we  can  boast. 
The  woman  that  deliberates  is  lost.  Addison^Cato,  xv.  1. 

Thou  know'st  it  is  a  blind  and  foolish  passion. 

Pleased  and  disgusted  with  it  knows  not  what.  Addison,  Cato, 

With  what  graceful  tenderness  he  loyes ! 

And  breathes  the  softest,  the  sinoerest  yows  I 

Complacency,  and  truth,  and  manly  sweetness. 

Dwell  eyer  on  his  tongue,  and  soothe  his  thoughts.  lb,  CatOm 
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I07X,  LOVERS— eon^mtMii. 
When  loTe's  well  tim'd,  'tis  not  a  fault  to  lore  : 
The  strong,  the  brave,  the  yirtuons,.  and  the  wise. 
Sink  in  the  soft  captivity  together.  Addison,  Cato. 

Love  is  not  to  be  reasoned  down,  or  lost 

In  high  ambition,  or  a  thirst  of  greatness : 

'Tis  second  life,  it  grows  into  the  soul. 

Warms  ey'iy  vein,  and  beats  in  ev'rj  pulse.    Addison^  Cato. 

She  that  would  raise  a  noble  love,  must  find 

Ways  to  beget  a  passion  for  her  mind  ; 

She  must  be  that  which  she  to  be  would  seem ; 

For  all  true  love  is  grounded  in  esteem 

Plainness  and  truth  gain  more  a  generous  heart 

Than  all  the  crooked  subtleties  of  art.  Sheff.  B.  Buehingham. 

Love,  well  thou  know'st,  no  partnership  allows  : 

Cupid  averse  rejects  divided  vows.    Prior ,  Henry  If  JEmma. 

I  court  others  in  verse,  but  I  love  thee  in  prose ; 

They  have  my  whimsies,  but  thou  hast  my  heart.         Prior. 

Fantastic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart. 

How  hard  thy  yoke  !  how  cruel  is  thv  dart ! 

Those  'scape  thy  anger,  who  refuse  thy  sway, 

And  those  are  punish'd  most  who  most  obey.  lb,  Solomon,  2. 

If  there's  delight  in  love,  'tis  when  I  see 

That  heart,  which  others  bleed  for,  bleed  for  me. 

Congreve,  The  Way  of  the  World,  in.  12. 

liife  without  love's  a  load,  and  time  stands  still ; 

What  we  refuse  to  him,  to  death  we  give  ; 

And  then,  then  only,  when  we  love,  we  live.  Congreve. 

Love  is  that  passion  which  refines  the  soul : 
First  made  men  heroes,  and  those  heroes  gods. 
Its  genial  fires  inform  the  sluggish  mass  ; 
The  rugged  soften,  and  the  tim'rous  warm  ; 
Gives  wit  to  fools  and  manners  to  the  clown. 

Siggons,  Gen.  Conq. 

Love,  thou  hast  every  bliss  in  store, 
'Tis  IHendship,  and  'tis  something  more ; 
Each  other  every  wish  they  give- 
Not  to  know  love,  is  not  to  live.  Oay,  Fables, 

Love  is  not  in  our  power, 
TS«j,  what  seems  stranger,  is  not  in  our  choice. 
We  only  love  where  fate  ordains  we  should. 
And,  blmdly  fond,  oft  slight  superior  merit. 

Froicde,  Fall  of  Saguntum, 
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LOVE,  UXTEBB—eontinued, 
hove  is  a  subject  to  himself  alone. 
And  knows  no  other  empire  than  his  own.  Lansdowne, 

Soon  as  thy  letters  trembling,  I  unclose, 

That  well-known  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 

Oh,  name  for  ever  sad  !  for  ever  dear ! 

Still  breath'd  in  sighs,  still  utter'd  with  a  tear!  Pope, EloUa, 

Lore,  free  as  air,  at  sight  of  human  ties, 

Spreads  his  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies.  Pope,  £loua, 

O,  happy  state,  when  souls  each  other  draw. 

When  loTe  is  liberty,  and  nature  law : 

All  then  is  full,  possessing  and  possess'd, 

No  craving  Toid  left  aching  in  the  breast ; 

Ey'n  thought  meets  thought,  ere  from  the  lips  it  part. 

And  each  warm  wish  springs  mutual  from  the  heart.  Pope,  EL 

Love  wh^  do  wc  one  passion  call, 

"When  'tis  a  compound  of  them  all  ? 

Where  hot  and  cold,  where  sharp  and  sweety 

In  all  their  equipages  meet ; 

Where  pleasures  mix'd  with  pains  appear. 

Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear.  Swift,  Caden,  6f  Vanessa* 

Let  the  fools 
Who  follow  fortune,  live  upon  her  smiles ; 
All  our  prosperity  is  placed  in  love : 
We  have  enough  of  that  to  make  us  happy.  Soutkerne,  Oron, 

I  have  a  heart !  but  if  it  could  be  false 

To  my  first  vows,  ever  to  love  again, 

These  honest  hands  should  tear  it  from  my  breast. 

And  throw  the  traitor  from  me,  Soutkerne, 

A  lover  is  the  very  food  of  nature. 

Made  sick  by  his  own  wantonness  of  thought. 

His  fever'd  fancy.  Thomson,  Sophonisbcu 

Wilt  thou  be  undone  ? 
Itesign  the  towering  thought  P  the  vast  desifrn 
With  future  glories  big !  the  warrior's  wreath  P 
The  praise  of  senates  r  an  applauding  world  P 
All  for  a  sigh  P  all  for  a  soft  embrace  r      Thotneont  Soph,  v.  2. 

Wh^  should  we  kill  the  best  of  passions,  love  ? 

It  aida  the  hero,  bids  ambition  nse 

To  nobler  heights,  inspires  immortal  deeds, 

£y  n  softens  brutes,  and  adds  a  grace  to  virtue.  lb.  Soph.  v.  2. 
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LOTS*  LOYKBII    continued. 
And  let  ih'  aspirmg  jonth  beware  of  lore. 
Of  the  smootn  glance  beware ;  for  'tis  too  late^ 
Wben  on  his  heart  the  torrent-softness  pours. 
Then  wisdom  prostrate  lies,  and  fading  fame 
Pissolres  in  air  away.  2%amton,  Spring,  980. 

Banish  that  fear ;  my  flame  can  never  waste. 

For  lore  sincere  refines  upon  the  taste.  Cibber,  Dau,  GaLY.l, 

Perish  the  lover,  whose  imperfect  flame 

Forgets  one  feature  of  the  nymph  he  loved.  Shetittone, 

Yet  do  not  my  folly  reprove ; 

She  was  fair— and  my  passion  beffun ; 

She  smiled — and  I  could  not  but  love : 

She  is  faithless— and  I  am  undone.     Shenstone,  Pcutoralf  iv. 

Art  thou  not  dearer  to  mv  eyes  than  light  P 

Dost  thou  not  circulate  tnrough  all  my  veins, 

Mingle  with  life,  and  form  my  very  soulP  Young,  Btuiris,  v.l. 

Love,  like  wine,  gives  a  tumultuous  bUss, 

Heighten'd  indeed  beyond  all  mortal  pleasures ; 

But  mingles  pangs  and  madness  in  the  bowl.  Young,  Bev,  1. 1. 

The  maid  that  loves. 
Goes  out  to  sea  upon  a  shattered  plank, 
And  puts  her  trust  in  miracles  for  safety.     Young,  Rev.  iv.  1. 

But  oh !  those  eyes  !  those  murderers !  oh  whence, 
Whence  didst  thou  steal  those  burning  orbs  P  from  heaven  P 
Thou  didst ;  and  'tis  religion  to  adore  mem.  Young,  Bev.y.  2. 

Who  never  lov'd,  ne'er  suflered ;  he  feels  nothing. 

Who  nothing  feels  but  for  himself  alone ; 

And  when  we  feel  for  others,  reason  reeb 

O'erloaded,  from  her  path,  and  man  runs  mad.  Young,  N.  T,  v. 

If  love  were  endless,  men  were  gods  ;  'tis  that 

Does  ooimterbalance  travail,  danger,  pain, — 

'Tia  Heaven's  expedient  to  make  mortals  bear 

The  light,  and  cheat  them  of  the  peaceful  grave.  Young, 

Seen  are  the  pangs 
Of  hapless  love  and  passion  unapproved ; 
But  wnere  consenting  wishes  meet,  and  vows, 
Beciprocally  breathed,  confirm  the  tie, 
Joy  rolls  on  joy,  an  unexhausted  stream. 
And  virtue  crowns  the  sacred  scene  with  peace*        SmolUU, 

iNone  without  hope  e'er  lov'd  the  brightest  fair ; 

But  love  can  hope,  where  reason  womd  despair,  Z.  LytUUoum 
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lO^TS,  L07BB8 — continued. 
Lore  well  repaid,  and  nofc  too  weakly  sunk 
In  wanton  and  nnmanly  tenderness, 
Adde  bloom  to  health ;  o*er  ev'ry  yirtae  sheds 
A  gny,  hnmane,  a  sweet,  and  generous  grace. 
Ana  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man.  Armstrong j  Art  T.H. 

Lore  is  a  passion  whose  effects  ar»  yarious,  v^*  ^8* 

It  erer  brmgs  some  changes  npon  the  sonl. 
Some  yirtne  or  some  vice,  till  then  unknown. 
Degrades  the  hero,  and  miakes  cowards  raliant. 

H,  Brooke,  Gustavus  Vasa. 

Tis  lore  oombin'd  with  goilt  alone,  that  melts 

The  soften'd  sonl  to  cowardice  and  sloth ; 

But  Tirtuous  passion  prompts  the  great  resolye. 

And  fans  the  slumbermg  spark  of  heay'nly  ^re,  Johnson  Jrene, 

It's  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise. 

It's  gude  to  be  honest  and  true. 

And  afore  you're  off  wi'  the  auid  love 

It's  best  to  be  on  wi'  tiie  new.  Old  Scotch  Song, 

It's  good  to  be  off  wi'  the  old  lore 
Before  ye  be  on  wi'  the  new. 

Old  Scotch  Song,  quoted  hy  Sir  W.  Scott  in  Bride  of  Lam, 

Had  we  nerer  loved  so  kindly. 

Had  we  never  loved  so  blindly, 

Never  met  or  never  parted. 

We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted.  Bum»,Song  A  Fond  Kiis. 

^oi  vernal  showers  to  budding  flowers, 

Not  autumn  to  the  farmer, 

80  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fair,  my  lovely  charmer !  Barns, 

It  warms  me,  it  charms  me  to  mention  but  her  name  : 
It  heats  me,  it  beats  me,  and  sets  me  a'  on  flame  ! 

Bums,  JEpistle  to  Djvie, 
When  pleasure  sparkles  in  the  cup  of  youth. 
And  the  gay  hours  on  downy  wing  advance. 
Oh !  then  'tis  sweet  to  hear  the  lip  of  truth 
Breathe  the  soft  vows  of  love,  sweet  to  entrance 
The  raptur'd  soul  by  intermingling  glance 
Of  mutual  bliss.  Mrs.  Tlghe,  Psgche,  yi. 

Economy  in  love  is  peace  to  nature. 

Much  like  economy  in  worldly  matter ; 

We  should  be  prudent,  never  live  too  fast ; 

Profusion  will  not,  cannot  always  last.  JPeter  Pindar. 
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XiOVfi,  L0VEB8 — eatUinued, 
Love  in  a  hut,  with  water  and  a  crust, 
Is— love,  forgive  us  !  cinders,  ashes,  dost.        KeaU^  Lamia, 

A  slight  blnsh,  a  soft  tremor,  a  calm  kind 

Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 

More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resigned 

Itather  to  hide  what  pleases  most  unknown, 

Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 

Of  love,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne— 

A  sincere  woman's  breast ;  for  over-warm, 

Or  over-cold,  annihilates  the  charm.  Byroju 

A,VT9,j !  away !  my  early  dream, 

Bemembrance  never  must  awake ; 

Oh !  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream  P 

My  foolish  heart  be  still,  or  break.  Byron. 

It  is  the  same  together  or  apart,     ^ 

From  life's  commencement  to  its  slow  decline  : 

We  are  entwined :  let  death  come  slow  or  fast. 

The  tie  which  bound  the  first  endures  the  last !  Bjfrofu 

Why  did  she  love  him  P    Curious  fool !  be  still ; 

Is  human  love  the  growth  of  human  will  I    Byron,  Lara^  22. 

Ahts !  what  else  is  love  but  sorrow  P    Even 

He  who  made  earth  in  love,  had  soon  to  grieve 

About  its  first  and  best  inhabitants.  Byron,  Heaven  ^  JS,  i.  3. 

I  loved  her  well ;  I  would  have  loved  her  better, 

Had  love  been  met  with  love :  as  't  is,  I  leave  her 

To  brighter  destinies,  if  so  she  deems  them.    Byron^  H.,  if  E, 

The  war  of  elements  no  fears  impart 

To  love,  whose  deadliest  bane  is  human  art : 

There  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  check.  Zd.^rtcfe  ofAh.2. 

If  changing  cheek,  and  scorching  vein. 

Lips  taught  to  writhe,  but  not  complain, 

If  bursting  heart,  and  madd'ning  brain. 

And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  steel, 

And  all  that  I  have  felt,  and  feel. 

Betoken  love — that  love  was  mine.  Byron,  Cfiaour, 

Oh !  I  envy  those 
Whose  hearts  on  hearts  as  faithful  can  repose. 
Who  never  feel  the  void — the  wandering  thought 
That  sighs  o'er  visions — such  as  mine  haih  wrought.  lb* 

Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  thee. 

Or  if  it  doth,  in  vain  for  me.  Byron,  Oiaour. 


LOTE,   LOTZBS.  347 

LOVE,  LOVUBB    nmtmued. 
Lore  indeed  is  light  from  lieayen ; 
A  spark  of  that  immortal  fire, 
With  angels  shared,  by  Allah  given. 
To  lift  from  earth  our  low  desire. 
Devotion  wafts  the  mind  above. 
But  heaven  itself  descends  in  love ; 
A  feeling  from  the  Godhead  caught. 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thought ; 
A  raj  of  him  who  form'd  the  whole ; 
A  gloiy  circling  round  the  soul !  Btfron,  Giaour,  1127. 

Love  will  find  its  way 
Through  paths  where  wolves  would  fear  to  prey, 
And  if  it  dares  enough  't  were  hard 
If  passion  met  not  some  reward.  Byron^  Giaour. 

The  cold  in  clime  are  cold  in  blood, 

Their  love  can  scarce  deserve  the  name ; 

But  mine  was  like  the  lava  flood 

That  boils  in  Etna's  breast  of  flame.  Bi^ron,  Giaour. 

And  there  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppression, 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft, 
And  burning  blushes,  tho'  for  no  transgression, 
Tremblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  left.  Byron  J}.J. 

Oh,  love  !  what  is  there  in  this  world  of  ours 

Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  lov'd  ?    Ah,  why 

With  cypress  branches  hast  thou  wreath'd  thy  bowers, 

And  made  thy  best  interpreter  a  sigh?       Byron,  D.  J.  ni.  2. 

Love  bears  within  itself  the  veiy  germ 

Of  change  :  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  ? 

That  violent  things  more  quickly  find  a  term 

Is  shown  through  nature's  whole  analogies.  Byron,  D.  J. 

O  love !  how  perfect  is  thy  mystic  art. 

Strengthening  the  weak,  and  trampling  on  the  strong, 

How  self-deceitful  is  the  sagest  part 

Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  hath  led  along.  Byron,  D.  J,  i.  lOG. 

Man's  love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart, 
'Tis  woman's  wholis  existence ;  man  may  range 
The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  and  the  mart, 
8word,  gown,  gain,  glory,  often  in  exchange ; 
Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart, 
And  few  there  are  whom  these  cannot  estrange ; 
•  Men  have  all  these  resources,  we  but  one — 
To  love  again,  and  be  again  undone.  Byron,  D.J.i,  191. 
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L07E,  LOYXBB— MM^muMf. 
Lore's  a  capridoas  power ;  IVe  known  it  hold 
Out  throogk  a  feyer  caused  by  its  own  heat ; 
But  be  mnch  puzzled  by  a  cooj^h  and  cold. 
And  find  a  quinsy  yeiy  nard  to  treat.         Bj/ron^  D.  J.  ii.  22. 

Ceres  presents  a  plate  of  yermicelli,— 

For  loye  must  be  sustained  like  flesh  and  blood,— 

While  Bacchus  pours  out  wine ;  or  hands  a  jelly : 

Eggs,  oysters,  too,  are  amatory  food.        Syron^  2>.  J.  ii.  176. 

My  days  of  loye  are  oyer,  me  no  more 

The  charms  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  less  of  widow. 

Can  make  the  fool  of  which  they  made  before.         Ih*  i.  216. 

Alas  I  the  loye  of  women  I  it  is  known 

To  be  a  loyel^  and  a  fearful  thing : 

For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown. 

And,  if  'tis  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  brinizr 

To  them,  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone.  Bi^n,  2>.  J.  ii.  199 

Oh  Loye !  thou  art  the  yery  god  of  eyil, 

For,  after  all,  we  cannot  call  tiiie  deyil.     Byron,  D,  J.  ii.  205. 

O  love  I  O  glory !  what  are  ye  who  fly, 

Around  us  eyer,  rarely  to  ahght  ? 

There's  not  a  meteor  m  the  polar  sky 

Of  such  transcendant  and  more  fleeting  flight. 

Chill,  and  chain'd  to  cold  earth,  we  lift  on  high 

Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  loyely  light ; 

A  thousand  and  a  thousand  colours  they 

Assume,  Ihen  leaves  us  on  our  freezing  way.  lb,  2>.  J.  yii.  L 

"  Love  rules  the  camp ;  the  court,  the  grove,  for  love 
Is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love :"  so  sings  the  bard ; 
Which  it  were  rather  difficult  to  prove, 

i'A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard). 
Perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  "  the  grove," 
At  least  it  rhymes  to  "  love  :"  but  I'm  prepared. 
To  doubt  (no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental,) 
If  "  courts  and  camps  "  be  quite  so  sentimental.     lb*  xii.  13. 

Yes,  it  was  love,  if  thoughts  of  tenderness. 

Tried  in  temptation,  strengthen'd  by  distress, 

Unmoved  by  absence,  firm  in  every  clime, 

And  yet— oh,  more  than  all  I  untired  by  time.  Byron,  Cor$air, 

'Tis  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ; 

He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decays  or  grows 

Into  a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  vie 

With  the  immortal  lights,  in  its  eternity.  lb.  C  Har.  iii.  103. 
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I0VS»  LOVERS— eofi<tiitf«if. 
Oh  lore  I  youn^  lore  I  boaod  in  thy  rosy  band, 
Let  saffe  or  cynic  pmttle  as  he  will. 
These  nours,  and  only  these,  redeem  life's  years  of  ill ! 

Bjfron^  Ck.  R.  ii.  81. 
O !  that  the  desert  were  my  dwelling  place. 
With  one  fair  spirit  for  my  noinister, 
That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race. 
And,  hating  no  one,  loye  bat  only  her.  lb.  C,  H,  Pilg.  it.  177. 

For  glances  beget  ogles,  ogles  sighs. 

Sighs  wishes,  wishes  words,  and  words  a  letter : 

And  then  God  knows  what  mischief  may  arise, 

When  love  links  two  young  people  in  one  fetter.    lb.  Beppo. 

She  was  his  life. 
The  ocean  to  the  riyer  of  his  thoughts, 
Which  terminated  aU.  Byrout  The  Dream,  56. 

The  rose  is  fairest  when  'tis  budding  new, 

And  hope  is  brightest  when  it  dawns  from  fears ; 

The  Sose  is  sweetest  washed  with  morning  dew. 

And  lore  is  loveliest  when  embalmed  in  tears.  Scott,Ladp,iY.l. 

True  lore's  the  gift  which  God  has  given 

To  man  alone  beneath  the  heaven ; 

It  is  not  fantasy's  hot  fire. 

Whose  wishes,  soon  as  granted  fly ; 

It  liveth  not  in  fierce  desire, 

With  dead  desire  it  doth  not  die ; 

It  is  the  secret  sympathy. 

The  silver  link,  tne  silken  tie.* 

Which  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind. 

In  body  and  in  soul  can  bind.  Seoti,  Laiy,  T.  13. 

In  peace,  love  tunes  the  shepherd's  reed ; 

In  war,  he  mounts  the  wamor's  steed : 

In  halls,  in  cay  attire  is  seen ; 

In  hamlets,  dfllnces  on  the  green. 

Love  rules  the  court,  the  camp,  the  grove. 

And  men  below,  and  saints  above ; 

For  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love.         Scoitt  Lay,  ni.  1. 

In  maiden  confidence  she  stood, 

Though  mantled  in  her  cheek  the  blood, 

And  told  her  love  with  such  a  sigh 

Of  deep  and  hopeless  agony.    Scott ^  Lady  qfike  Lake,  iv.  18. 

Oh,  why  should  man's  success  remove 

The  very  charms  that  make  his  love !  Scott,  Mdrmio»t  iii.  17. 
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LOVE,  LOVERS — continued. 
What  say'st  thou,  wise  one  P  that  all-powerful  lore 
Can  fortune's  strong  impediment  remoTe  P 
Nor  is  it  strange  that  worth  should  wed  to  worth. 
The  pride  of  genius  with  the  pride  of  birth.  Crabbe, 

In  many  ways  does  the  full  heart  rere&l 

The  presence  of  the  love  it  would  conceal.  Coleridge, 

I  have  heard  of  reasons  manifold 

Why  love  must  needs  be  blind, 

But  this  the  best  of  all  I  hold— 

His  eyes  are  in  his  mind.  Coleridge^  to  a  Lady, 

Man,  while  he  loves,  is  never  quite  deprav'd. 

And  woman's  triumph,  is  a  lover  sav'd.  Hon,  O.  Lamb. 

Give  me  but 
Something  whereunto  I  may  bind  my  heart ; 
Something  to  love,  to  rest  upon,  to  clasp 
Affection's  tendrils  round.  Mrs,  Hemans, 

Hear,  Father !  hear, — and  aid ! 

If  I  have  loved  too  well,  if  I  have  shed. 

In  my  vain  fondness,  o'er  a  mortal  head 

Gifts,  on  Thy  shrine,  my  God,  more  fitly  laid ; 

If  I  have  sought  to  live 

But  in  one  light,  and  made  a  mortal  eye 

The  lonely  star  of  my  idolatry. 

Thou  that  art  love,  on !  pity  and  forgive !  Mrs.Hemans, 

Our  love  was  like  most  other  loves  ; 
A  little  glow,  a  little  shiver, 
A  rose-bud,  and  a  pair  of  gloves. 
And  "  Fly  not  yet'  — upon  the  river ; 
Some  iealousy  of  some  one's  heir, 
Some  hopes  of  dying  broken-hearted, 
A  miniature,  a  lock  of  hair, 
The  usual  vows, — and  then  we  parted. 
We  parted  ;  months  and  years  rolled  by ; 
We  met  again  four  summers  afler  ; 
Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh ; 
Our  meeting  was  all  mirth  and  laughter : 
For  in  my  heart's  most  secret  cell 
There  had  been  many  other  lodgers  ; 
And  she  was  not  the  ball-room's  belle  ; 
But  only— Mrs.  Something  Bogers  ! 

Praed,  Belle  of  the  Ball-room* 
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M^VS,  L0TEB8 — continued. 
Do  anything  but  love !  or,  if  thon  lovest. 
And  art  a  woman,  hide  thy  lore  from  him 
Whom  thou  dost  worship  :  never  let  him  know 
How  dear  he  is ;  flit  like  a  bird  before  him ; 
Lead  him  from  tree  to  tree,  from  flower  to  flower ; 
Bat  be  not  won ;  or  thou  wilt,  like  that  bird. 
When  caught  and  caged,  be  left  to  pine  neglected, 
And  perish  in  forgetfulness.  X.  E.  LaTidon, 

O  loTe  !  thy  essence  is  thy  purity ! 

Breathe  one  unhallowed  breath  upon  thy  flame, 

And  it  is  gone  for  eyer,  and  but  leaves 

A  sullied  vase — its  pure  light  lost  in  shame.     X.  E.  Landon, 

They  sin  who  tell  us  love  can  die  ; 

It's  holy  flame  for  ever  bumeth ; 

From  heaven  it  came,  to  heaven  retumeth : 

Too  ofl  on  earth  a  troubled  guest, 

At  times  received,  at  times  oppress'd. 

It  here  is  tried  and  purified. 

In  heaven  it  hath  its  perfect  rest : 

It  soweth  here  with  grief  and  care. 

But  the  harvest- time  of  love  is  there.  Southey,  Curse  K,  s.  10. 

In  joyous  youth,  what  soul  hath  never  known 

Thought,  feeling,  taste,  harmonious  to  its  own  ? 

Who  liath  not  paused  while  beauty's  pensive  eye 

Ask'd  from  his  neart  the  homage  of  a  sigh  ? 

Who  hath  not  own'd,  with  rapture-smitten  frame, 

The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name  ?  CamphelltTLSvpc. 

And  still,  when  a  pair  of  lovers  meet. 

There's  a  sweetness  in  air,  unearthly  sweet. 

That  savours  still  of  that  happy  retreat 

Where  Eve  by  Adam  was  courted : 

Whilst  the  joyous  thrush,  and  the  eentle  dove, 

Woo'd  their  mates  in  the  boughs  above, 

And  the  serpent,  as  yet,  only  sported.  Hood,  Miss  Kilmansejff. 

For  all  is  bright,  and  beauteous,  and  clear. 
And  the  meanest  thing  most  precious  and  dear 
When  the  magic  of  love  is  present : 
Love,  that  lends  a  sweetness  and  jprace 
To  the  humblest  spot,  and  the  plamest  face- 
That  turns  Wilderness  Bow  into  Paradise  Place, 
And  Garlick  Hill  to  Mount  Pleasant  I    lb.  Mus  Kiimamegg. 
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LOVE,  UOTEBB^eofUmued. 
Who  hath  not  felt  that  breath  in  the  air, 
A  perfume  and  freshness  strange  and  rare, 
A  warmth  in  the  light,  and  a  bhss  everywhere. 
When  young  hearts  yearn  together  P 
All  sweets  below,  and  all  sunny  above, 
Oh  I  there's  nothing  in  life  like  making  love, 
Save  making  hay  in  fine  weather !    Hood,  Miss  Kilmansegg. 

I  love  thee,  I  love  thee !  'tis  all  that  I  can  say — 

It  is  my  vision  in  the  night,  my  dreaming  in  the  day ; 

The  verv  echo  of  mv  heurt,  the  blessing  when  I  pray : 

I  love  thee,  I  love  thee  I  is  all  that  I  can  say.  T,  Hood,  Poems, 

There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love  ; 

'Twill  make  a  thing  endurable,  which  else 

Would  overset  the  brain,  or  break  the  heart.      Wordsworth* 

Oh  nature !  though  blessed  and  bright  are  thy  rays. 

O'er  the  brow  of  creation  enchantingly  thrown, 

Yet  faint  are  they  all  to  the  lustre  that  plays 

In  a  smile  from  tiie  heart  that  is  dearly  our  own.    T.  Moore. 

I  know  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt's  in  that  heart, 

I  but  know  that  I  love  thee,  whatever  thou  art.  lb.  Gome  rest. 

The  choice  what  heart  can  doubt. 
Of  tents  with  love  or  thrones  without.   Moore,  LaUa  Bookk, 

Alas— how  light  a  cause  may  move 

Dissension  between  hearts  tnat  love ! 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried. 

And  sorrow  had  more  closely  tied ; 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  rough. 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  off. 

Like  ships  that  have  gone  down  at  sea. 

When  heaven  was  all  tranquillity.  Moore,  LaUa  Sookh. 

Oh  I  what  was  love  made  for,  if  'tis  not  tiie  same 
Through  joy  and  through  sorrow — ^through  glory  and  shame  P 

T.  Moore. 
Oh !  thou  shalt  be  all  else  to  me. 
That  heart  can  feel  or  tongue  can  feign ; 
I'll  praise,  admire,  and  worship  thee, 
But  must  not,  dare  not  love  again.  T.  Moore. 

O  magic  of  love !  unembellish'd  by  you. 

Has  the  garden  a  blush  or  the  herbage  a  hue  ? 

Or  blooms  there  a  prospect  in  nature  or  art. 

Like  the  vista  that  shines  through  the  eye  to  the  heart  P    16. 
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LOVI,  LOVKHB    wntmued, 
A  Hght  comes  o'er  me  firom  those  looks  of  loye, 
lake  the  first  dawn  of  meroy  from  above.  21  Moore, 

So  brief  oar  tozistenoe,  a  fflimpse  at  the  most 

Is  all  we  can  have  of  the  few  we  hold  dear ; 

But  oft  eyen  joy  is  unheeded  and  lost, 

Eor  want  of  some  heart  that  could  echo  it  near. 

Ah,  well  may  we  hope  when  this  short  life  is  ^one, 

To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  permanent  bliss ; 

For  a  smile  or  a  gnsp  of  the  hand  hast'ning  on 

Is  all  we  enjoy  of  each  other  in  this.   T.  Moore,  'And  doik  not 

Oh  I  who,  that  has  ever  had  rapture  complete,      [<v  meetimjf,* 

Would  ask  how  we  feel  it,  or  my  it  is  sweet ; 

How  rays  are  oonius'd,  or  how  particles  fly, 

Thnmgh  the  medium  refin'd  ofa  glance  or  a  sigh ! 

Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  have  known  it? 

Than  written,  with  Haryey,  whole  yolumes  upon  \l.T.Moore. 

True  loye  is  at  home  on  a  carpet. 

And  mightily  likes  his  ease, — 

And  true  loye  has  an  eye  for  a  dinner. 

And  starves  beneath  shady  trees. 

His  wing  is  the  ian  of  a  lady. 

His  foot 's  an  invisible  thing. 

And  his  arrow  is  tipp'd  with  a  jewel. 

And  shot  firom  a  silver  string.  N.  P.  WiUiSf  Poems, 

Then,  come  the  wild  weather — come  sleet  or  come  snow. 
We  will  stand  by  each  other,  however  it  blow ; 
Chppression  and  sickness,  and  sorrow  and  pain. 
Shall  be  to  our  true  love  as  links  to  the  chain. 

LongfellofB,  J)rom  the  German, 
The  first  sound  in  the  song  of  love 
Scarce  more  than  silence  is,  and  yet  a  sound. 
Hands  of  invisible  spirits  touch  uie  strings 
Of  that  mysterious  mstrument  the  soul, 
A  play  the  prelude  of  our  fate.  Longfelluw. 

Love  is  ever  busy  with  his  shuttle. 

Is  ever  weaving  mto  Ufe's  dull  warp 

Bright  gorgeous  flowers,  and  scenes  Arcadian : 

Htanng  o!ir  gloomy  priron-hoose  about 

With  tapestries,  that  make  its  walls  dilate 

In  never-ending  vistas  of  delight.  LongfeUom* 

I  hold  it  true,  whate'er  befSall, 

I  feel  it  when  I  sorrow  most ; 

*Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost, 

Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all.    Tennyson,  In  Memor.  xzvii. 
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LOTS,  LOYEBS — coiUmmd. 
Lore  strong  in  wish,  is  weak  in  reason,  still 
Forming  a  thousand  ills,  which  ne'er  shall  be, 
And,  like  a  coward,  kills  itself  to-day 
With  fancy'd  grief  for  fear  it  die  to-morrow.  SeuM,  Maleigk. 

0  lore !  when  womanhood  is  in  the  flush. 
And  man  is  a  young  and  unspotted  thing. 

His  first  breatned  word,  and  ner  half-conscious  blush. 

Are  fair  as  l^ht  in  hearen,  or  flowers  in  spring.  Cunmmgkam, 

1  loTed  thee*  beautiful  and  kind. 
And  plighted  an  eternal  tow  ; 
So  altered  are  thy  face  and  mind, 

'Twere  perjury  to  lore  thee  now.  Earl  NugenU 

Oh,  woman's  lore !  at  times  it  may 

Seem  cold  or  clouded,  but  it  bums 

With  true,  undeviating  ray. 

And  never  from  its  id(n  turns. 

Its  sunshine  is  a  smile — a  f^wn 

The  heavy  cloud  that  weighs  it  down.  Croly. 

Tell  her  111  love  her  while  the  clouds  drop  rain. 

Or  while  there's  water  in  the  pathless  mam.  Old  Song. 

My  heart  with  love  is  beating, 

Tzansported  by  your  eyes  ; 

Alas !  there's  no  retreating, 

In  vain  your  captive  flies.  Old  Song, 

Let  no  one  say  that  there  is  need 

Of  time  for  love  to  grow ; 

Ah  no !  the  love  that  kills  indeed 

Despatches  at  a  blow.  Lord  Holland. 

He,  who  for  love  has  undergone 

The  worst  that  can  befall. 

Is  happier  thousand-fold  than  one 

Who  never  loved  at  all ; 

A  grace  within  his  soul  has  reigned, 

Wnich  nothing  else  can  bring — 

Thank  G^od,  for  all  that  I  have  gained, 

By  that  high  suflering.  M.  Milnes  {Lord  EougkUn). 

The  heart  that  passion  never  fired 
Of  other's  love,  can  nothing  tell- 
How  can  I  teach  you  what  s  inspired. 
Unless  you  are  inspired  as  well  r  Houghton, 

Love  buvs  not  with  the  ruthless  usurer's  gold 
The  loatnsome  prostitution  of  a  hand 
Without  a  heart.    Love  sacrifices  all  things 
To  bless  the  thing  it  loves.      BmIwot  LytUm,  Ladg  qf  L^nM. 
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LOVm*  YOWB. 

What  mad  lover  ever  dy'd, 

To  sain  a  soft  and  gentle  Inide  ? 

Or  tot  tk  lady  tender-hearted. 

In  purling  streams  or  hemp  departed  P    JBuUer,  JSM.  m.  23. 

Ton  know  how  fickle  common  lorers  are : 

Their  oaths  and  vows  are  cautiously  belieyed. 

For  few  there  are  but  hare  been  once  deeeired.         Dfyden. 


Yet  when  I  approach 
Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  seems, 
And  in  herself  complete ;  so  well  to  Imow 
Her  own,  that  what  she  wills  to  do  or  say, 
Seems  wisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best. 

laUon,  P.  L.  Tin.  647. 

Her  ffenlle  limbs  she  did  undress, 

And  Lud  down  in  her  loveliness.         Coleridge,  Ckristahel,  i. 

LOTALTT. 

I  would  serve  my  king. 
Serve  him  with  all  my  fortune  here  at  home, 
And  serve  him  with  my  person  in  the  wars ; 
Watch  for  him,  fight  for  him,  bleed  for  him,  die  for  him ; 
As  every  true-bom  subject  ought.  Oiway,  Orphan, 

'Tis  not  the  waUs  or  purple  that  defends 

A  prince  from  foes,  but  tis  his  fort  of  friends. 

Herrieh,  Aph.  130. 
Subjects  like  these  are  seldom  seen, 
Who  not  forsake  me  at  mj^  greatest  need. 
Nor  for  base  lucre  sold  their  loyalty ; 
But  shared  my  dani^^ers  to  the  last  event. 
And  fenced  them  with  their  own.  Dryden. 

Let  fools  the  name  of  loyalty  divide. 

Wise  men  and  gods,  are  on  the  strongest  side. 

SedUg,  Ant.  Cleop. 
LUST. 
Love  comforteth,  like  sunshine  after  raiUf 
But  lust's  efiect  is  tempest  after  sun ; 
Love's  gentle  spring  doth  always  fresh  remain, 
Lust'ii  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  done ; 
Love  surfeits  not — ^lust,  like  a  glutton,  dies ; 
Love  is  all  truth— lost  full  of  foulest  lies.  8k.  Ten.  4*  Ad.  131 

▲  ▲  2 


856  LVBT— LTIKG 

LV8T — conUnrnd. 

But  when  lust 
Lets  in  defilement  to  the  inward  parts, 
The  soul  grows  clotted  b^  contagion, 
Xmbodies  and  imbrates,  till  she  aoite  lose 
The  diyine  property  of  her  first  oeing.     Milton,  Comtu,  468b 

Lnst  is,  of  all  the  frailties  of  our  nature. 

What  most  we  ought  to  fear;  the  headslrong  beast 

Bushes  along,  impatient  of  the  course ; 

Nor  hears  the  rider's  call^nor  feels  the  rein.  Bawe,  B.  Convert. 

I  know  the  yeir  difference  that  lies 

'Twixt  hallowed  love  and  base  unholy  lust ; 

I  know  the  one  is  as  a  golden  spur. 

Urging  the  spirit  to  all  noble  amis  ; 

The  ouer  but  a  foul  and  miry  pit, 

O'erthrowing  it  in  midst  of  its  career.  F.K^Butler^ FrancU /• 

LirXUBT. 

War  destroys  men,  but  luxury  mankind 

At  once  corrupts ;  the  body  and  the  mind.  Crowne,  Caligula, 

What  will  not  luxury  use  P    Earth,  sea,  and  air. 

Are  daily  ransack'd  for  the  bill  of  fare ; 

Blood  stuff 'd  in  skins  is  British  Christians'  food. 

And  France  robs  marshes  of  the  croaking  brood.  Qay,  Trivia. 

O  luxury  I  thou  curs'd  b^  heaven's  decree. 

How  ill-exchan^'d  are  tmngs  like  these  for  thee  P 

How  do  thy  potions,  with  insidious  joy, 

Difiuse  their  pleasures  only  to  destroy !  Ooldwtith,  Des.  VIU 

Sofas,  't  was  half  a  sin  to  sit  upon. 

So  costly  were  they ;  carpets,  every  stitch  ^ 

Of  workmanship  so  rare,  they  made  you  wish 

You  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fish.  Byron  2>.  J.  v.GS. 

Fdl  luxury  1  more  perilous  to  youth 

Than  storms  or  quicksands,  poverty  or  ohalns. 

H.  More,  Belekazzar,  i. 

LTnrO— M«  Ues. 
Dare  to  be  true,  nothing  can  need  a  lie ; 
A  fault  which  needs  it  most,  grows  two  thereby. 

G.  Herbert,  The  Churek  Porek. 

And  he  that  does  one  fault  at  first, 

And  lies  to  hide  it,  makes  it  two.  Watts,  Againet  lAfing. 
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MAGHTAVELLL 

Kick  Machiayel  had  ne'er  a  trick 

Tho'  he  ffare  his  name  to  our  Old  Nick, 

But  wns  below  the  least  of  these. 

That  pass  th'  world  for  holiness.        Butler,  Hud.  3. 1. 1314. 

XADVB88— Mtf  Bsoeit. 

By  mine  honesty, 
If  she  be  mad,  as  I  beliere  no  other, 
Her  madness  hath  the  oddest  frame  of  sense 
(Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  things) 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madness.  Sk.  M.far  3f.  t.  1. 

I  am  not  mad ;-— I  would  to  heayen  I  were ! 

For  then,  'tis  like  I  should  forget  myself ; 

Oy  if  I  could,  what  grief  shoula  I  forget  I  Sk.  K.  John,  iii.  4. 

That  he  is  mad,  *tis  true ;  'tis  true,  'tis  pity ; 

And  pity  'tis  'tis  true.  Sh.  Ham,  ii.  2. 

Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there's  method  in  it.  lb* 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'd  go.  8h.Ham.iii.\. 

Oh  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown  I 

The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's,  eye,  tongue,  sword, 

Th'  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state.      Sk,  Ham.  ni.  1. 

My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temp'rately  keep  time. 

And  makes  as  healthful  music :  'tis  not  madness. 

That  I  haye  utter'd :  bring  me  to  the  test. 

And  I  the  matter  will  re-word ;  which  madness 

Would  gambol  £rom.  8h.  Ham,  iii.  4. 

Alas,  how  is't  with  you, 
That  you  do  bend  your  eyes  on  yacancy. 
And  with  th'  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse  P  Sh.Ham,  lU.  4. 

There  is  a  pleasure  sure,  in  being  mad. 

Which  none  but  madmen  know.        Dryden,  Span.  Fr.  n.  1. 

He  rayes,  his  words  are  loose 
As  heaps  of  sand,  and  scattering  wide  from  sense : 
So  hig$  he's  mounted  on  his  ai^  throne. 
That  now  the  wind  has  got  into  lus  head. 
And  turns  his  brains  to  frenzy.  Dryden^  Span.  Fr,  iz.  1. 

Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  allied, 
And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  diyide. 

lb,  Abs,  4*  Achit.  I.  163. 
MABBl&AL. 
When  two  score  throats  together  squall, 
It  may  be  call'd  a  madrigal.  Swift, 
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lEAOVR. 

Th'  obedient  steel  with  living  instinct  moTe8» 

And  yeers  for  ever  to  die  pole  it  loves.  Dar^inx 

That  trembling  vassal  of  the  pole, 

The  feeling  compass,  navigation's  soul.  Sjfron 

XAIDEHHOOB— M«  Celibaej. 

She'll  not  be  hit 
With  Cupid's  arrow,  she  hath  Dian's  wit ; 
And,  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  arm'd, 
From  love's  weak  childish  bow  she  lives  nnharm'd. 
She  will  not  stay  the  siege  of  loving  terms. 
Nor  bide  th'  encounter  of  assailing  eyes, 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-seducing  gold.  Sh.  Rom.  1. 1. 

Maids'  najs  are  nothing,  they  are  shy, 

But  to  desire  what  they  deny.  Mgrrich,  Aph,  131. 

How  happy  is  the  blameless  vestal's  lot. 

The  worla  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot  ?Popet  Eloua  to  Ah. 

The  hand  of  time  alone  disarms 

Her  face  of  its  superfluous  charms. 

But  adds  for  every  grace  resiffn'd, 

A  thousand  to  adorn  her  miud.  Broome. 

Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  by  glare, 

And  mammon  wins  his  way  where  seraphs  might  despair, 

JByron,  Chilae  Harold,  i.  9. 

A  child  no  more  !  a  maiden  now — 

A  graceful  maiden,  with  a  gentle  brow  ; 

A  cheek  tinged  lightly,  and  a  dovelike  eye ; 

And  all  hearts  bless  her  as  she  passes  by.         Mary  Siotoitt, 

XAUGX. 

Malice  scorn'd,  puts  out 
Itself;  but  argued,  gives  a  kind  ot  credit 
To  false  accusation.  MasHttger. 

He,  who  would  &ee  from  malice  pass  his  days. 

Must  live  obscure,  and  never  merit  praise.     Gay,  SpistU  rv. 

Oh  I  never  "  hold  malice,"  it  poisons  our  life 
With  the  gall-drop  of  hate  and  the  nightshade  of  strife ; 
Let  us  scorn  where  we  must,  and  despise  where  we  may ; 
But  let  anger,  like  sunlight,  go  down  with  the  day.  JEliza  Cook* 
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Mammon  led  them  on : 
Mamnuniff  the  least  erected  spirit  that  fell 
From  heaven ;  for  e'en  in  heaven  his  looks  and  thought! 
Were  always  downward  bent,  admiring  more 
The  riches  of  heaven's  pavement,  trodden  gold^ 
Than  aught,  divine  or  holy,  else  enjoy 'd 
In  vision  beatific.  Milton^  P.  L,  i.  679. 

XAV— Me  Anthority,  Chameter,  Charity,  Oonzage,  OowaxidiM,  Delay, 
Home,  Hypoerisy,  IcUmims. 
O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide. 
Though,  angel  on  the  outward  side  I         8h.  M.for  M.  iii.  2. 

They  say,  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults ; 

And  for  the  most,  become  much  m<n:e  the  better 

For  being  a  little  bad.  Sk.  M.for  M,  v.  1. 

Oh,  what  men  dare  do !  what  men  may  do ! 

What  men  daily  do,not knowing  what  they  do.  Sh.M.Ado,vrAn 

If  you  were  men,  as  men  vou  are  in  show. 

You  would  not  use  a  gentle  lady  so.  8h,  Mid,  N.  iii.  2. 

In  speech,  in  gait. 
In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight. 
In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood. 
He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy  and  book, 
That  fashion'd  others.  8U.  Men.  iv.  2.  ii.  3. 

But  we  all  are  men. 
In  our  own  natures  frail ;  and  capable 
Of  our  flesh,  few  are  angels.  8k.  Hen,  viii,  v.  2. 

Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy. 

Thy  school-days  firightful,  desp'rate,  wild,  and  furious. 

Thy  prime  of  manhood  daring,  bold,  and  vent'rous. 

8k,  Ric,  in.  IV.  4. 

A  rarer  spirit  never 
Did  steer  humanitv ;  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  malLe  us  men.  8k.  Ant,  Cleop.  v.  1. 

God  made  him,  therefore  let  him  pass  for  man.  8h.M.ofV,\,% 

His  life  was  gentle ;  and  the  elements 

So  mix'd  in  him,  that  nature  might  stand  up, 

And  say  to  all  the  world,  this  was  a  man !      Sh,  Jul,  C,  v.  5. 

There's  no  trust, 
No  faith,  no  honesty  in  men ;  all  perjur'd. 
All  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers.         8k,  Bom,  ni.  2. 
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He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 

I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again.  Sk.  Sam,  x.  2. 

A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed, 

Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 

To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man.  Sh,  Ham.  iii.  4. 

Men,  more  divine,  the  masters  of  all  these, 

Lords  of  the  wide  world,  and  wild  wat'ry  seas. 

Indued  with  intellectual  sense  and  souls. 

Of  more  pre-eminence  than  fish  and  fowls. 

Are  masters  to  their  females,  and  their  lords.  8h,  C.  E.  ii.  1. 

Men  should  be  what  thej  seem ; 
Or,  those  that  be  not,  would  they  might  seem  none  ! 

Sh.  Oik.  in.  3. 
I  will  sooner  trust  a  crocodile, 
When  he  sheds  tears  ;  for  he  kills  suddenly. 
And  ends  our  cares  at  once  ;  or  anything 
That's  evil  to  our  nature,  than  a  man ; 
I  find  there  is  no  end  of  his  deceivings, 
Nor  no  avoiding  them,  if  we  give  way.  JBeaum,  Sf  Fl.  Coxcomb. 

Man  is  one  world,  and  hath 
Another  to  attend  him.  Herbert^  Man, 

Man  is  a  name  of  honour  for  a  king ; 

Additions  take  away  from  each  chief  thing.  C&apmcm. 

In  the  sweat  of  thy  face  shalt  thou  eat  bread, 

Till  thou  return  unto  the  ground ;  for  thou 

Out  of  the  ground  was  taken  :  know  thy  birth. 

For  dust  thou  art,  and  shalt  to  dust  return.  Jf»7ton,P.Z.z.205. 

Trust  not  a  man  ;  we  are  by  nature  false. 
Dissembling,  subtle,  cruel,  and  unconstant : 
When  a  man  talks  of  love,  with  caution  hear  him ; 
But  if  he  swears,  he'll  certainly  deceive  thee. 

(Hwajft  Orpkan,  n.  I* 

Mankind  each  other's  stories  still  repeat. 

And  man  to  man  is  a  succeeding  cheat.  Sotoard,  D.  ofLerma* 

Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth ; 
Our  appetites  are  apt  to  change  as  theirs. 
And  foil  as  craving  too,  and  Am  as  vain. 

Dryden,  All/br  Love,  IT.  L 
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Mankind  one  day  serene  and  free  appear ; 

The  next,  they're  cloudy,  sullen,  and  severe ; 

New  passions,  new  opinions  still  excite ; 

And  what  they  like  at  noon,  they  leave  at  night.  Garth, 

Consider,  man ;  weigh  weU  thy  frame. 

The  king,  the  beggar,  are  the  same ; 

Dust  form'd  us  uL    Each  breathes  his  day, 

Then  sinks  into  his  native  clay.  Ghanif,  Fables^  xvi.  2. 

Man  is  practis'd  in  disguise, 

He  cheats  the  most  discerning  eyes.       lb,  Shejp,  and  Philos, 

Each  animal. 
By  natural  instinct  taught,  spares  his  own  kind : 
But  man,  the  tyrant  man,  revels  at  lar^je, 
Flreebooter  unrestrained,  destroys  at  will 
The  whole  creation;  men  and  beasts  his  prey. 
These  for  his  pleasure,  for  his  glory  those. 

Samerville,  Field  Sportn, 
Know  then  thyself,  presume  not  God  to  scan, 
.  The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man. 
Plac  d  on  this  isthmus  of  a  middle  state, 
A  being  darkly  wise,  and  rudely  great : 
With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  sceptic  side. 
With  too  much  weakness  for  the  stoic  s  pride. 
He  hangs  between ;  in  doubt  to  act,  or  rest ; 
In  doubt  to  deem  himself  a  god  or  beast ; 
In  doubt  his  mind  or  body  to  prefer ; 
Bom  but  to  die,  and  rcas  ning  but  to  err.  Pope,  E,  M.  ii.  1. 

Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  spot. 

To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  and  rot.  •    Pope,  F.  M,  ii.  63. 

On  life's  vast  ocean  diversely  we  sail. 

Season  the  card,  but  passion  is  the  gpde.  Pope,  F,  3f,  ii.  107. 

Virtuous  and  vicious  everv  man  must  be. 

Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  afl  in  the  degree.  Pope,F.M.  ii.231. 

Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow. 

The  rest  is  all  but  leather,  or  prunella.  Pope,  F,  M,  it.  203. 

Chaos  of  thought  and  passion,  aU  confused ; 

Still  by  himseLT  abused  or  disabused ; 

Created  half  to  rise,  and  half  to  fall ; 

Ghreat  lord  of  all  things,  yet  a  prey  to  all ; 

Sole  judge  of  truth,  in  endless  error  hurled ; 

The  glozy,  jest,  and  riddle  of  the  world.    Pope,  F.  M.  ii.  13. 
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"Know,  nature's  children  all  divide  Ler  care ; 

The  fur  that  warms  a  monarch,  warm'd  a  bear. 

While  man  exclaims,  **  See  all  things  for  mv  use  I" 

"  See  man  for  mine !"  replies  a  pamper  d  goose. 

And  just  as  short  of  reason  he  must  fall. 

Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all.  Pope,JS.M.inM, 

Behold  the  child,  by  nature's  kindly  law, 

Pleas 'd  with  a  rattle,  tickl'd  with  a  straw ; 

Some  livelier  plaything  gives  his  youth  delight, 

A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  ^uite  ;— 

Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  amuse  his  riper  stage, 

And  beads  and  prayer-books  are  the  toys  of  age. 

Pleas'd  with  this  bauble  still,  as  that  before, 

Till  tired,  he  sleeps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o'er.     lb,  ii.  275. 

Not  always  actions  show  the  man ;  we  find 

Who  does  a  kindness,  is  not  therefore  kind  ; 

Perhaps  prosperity  becabn'd  his  breast. 

Perhaps  the  wind  just  shifted  from  the  east : 

Not  therefore  humble  he  who  seeks  retreat. 

Pride  guides  his  steps,  and  bids  him  shun  the  groat : 

Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave. 

He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meanest  slave : 

Who  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise. 

His  pride  in  reasoning,  not  in  acting  lies.  JPope,  Jf.  E»  ii.  109. 

See  the  same  man  in  vigour,  in  the  gout ; 

Alone,  in  company,  in  ^ace,  or  out ; 

Early  at  business,  and  at  haizard  late ; 

Mad  at  a  fox-chase,  wise  at  a  debate  ; 

Drunk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball ; 

Friendly  at  Hackney,  faithless  at  Whitehall.  Pope,  3f.  E.  x.  71. 

Man  is  a  very  worm  bv  birth. 

Tile,  reptile,  weak  and  vain ; 

Awhile  ne  crawls  upon  the  earth. 

Then  sinks  to  earth  again.  Pope. 

Vain  human-kind !  fantastic  race  ! 

Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace  P 

8eu-love,  ambition,  envy,  pride. 

Their  empire  in  our  hearts  divide.  Swift. 

Fond  man !  the  vision  of  a  moment  made  ! 

Dream  of  a  dream !  and  shadow  of  a  shade  !  Young  ^Par*  on  Jab. 

How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august, 

How  complicate,  how  wonderful  is  man ! 

How  passing  wonder  He,  who  made  him  such ! 

Who  centred  in  our  make  such  strange  extremes.  N.  T»  i.  70. 
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To  each  his  cnfferings  :  all  are  men, 

Condemn'd  alike  to  groan ; 

The  tender  for  another's  pain. 

The  unfeeling  for  his  own.  Qray^  Protpeet  qfEton  College,  10. 

3ian  wants  but  little  here  below, 

Nor  wants  that  little  long.  Chldemiik,  Hermil,  8. 

3ien  are  machines,  with  aU  their  boasted  freedom. 
Their  movements  torn  upon  some  fayoorite  passion ; 
Let  art  but  find  the  latent  foible  out. 
We  touch  the  spring,  and  wind  them  at  our  pleasure. 

H.  Brooke,  Gustavue  Vaea. 
What  tho'  on  homely  fare  we  dine, 
Wear  hodden  g^y,  and  a'  that  P 
Qie  fools  their  sillc,  and  knaves  their  winet 
A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that.  JSume,  Honeet  Poverty, 

An  flesh  is  {(rass,  and  all  its  glory  fades 
Like  the  fair  flower,  dishereu'd  m  the  wind : 
Biches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dreun. 

Tis  man's  pride,      Of^^V^f-f  Taek,  in.  261. 
His  highest,  worthiest,  noblest  boast, 
The  pririlege  he  prizes  most. 
To  stand  by  helpless  woman's  side.  Miee  Holford,  Marg,  Anj. 

The  mind  of  man  is  vastly  like  a  hire ; 

His  thoughts  so  busy  erer — all  ahre ! 

But  here  the  simile  will  go  no  further ; 

For  bees  are  making  honey,  one  and  sll ; 

Man's  thoughts  are  ousy  in  producing  gall, 

Ck>mmitting,  as  it  were,  self-nrarder.  Peter  Pindar. 

Man  is  of  soul  and  body,  formed  for  deeds 

Of  high  resolve  ;  on  fancy's  boldest  wing 

To  soar  unwearied,  feariessly  to  torn 

The  keenest  pang  to  peaoefulness,  and  taste 

The  joys  which  min^ied  sense  and  spirit  yield  ; 

Or  he  is  formed  for  abjeetness  and  woe. 

To  grovel  on  the  dungnill  4>f  his  fears. 

To  shrink  at  every  sound,  to  quench  the  flame 

Of  natural  love  in  sensualism,  to  know 

That  hour  as  blest  when  on  his  worthless  days 

The  fiN>zen  hand  of  death  shall  set  his  seal. 

Yet  fear  the  cure,  though  hating  the  disease. 

The  one  is  man  that  shiul  hereafter  be. 

The  other,  man  as  vice  has  made  him  now.  Shelley,  Queen  MmU 
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Bom  to  be  ploaffh'd  with  yean*  and  sown  with  cares, 
And  reap'd  by  ^atibi,  lord  of  the  human  soiL 

Bjpron^  Meaven  and  Earth,  i.  8. 

Men  are  the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 

The  circumstances  seem  the  sport  of  men.  Byron,  2).  J.  v.  17. 

Man's  a  phenomenon,  one  knows  not  what, 

And  woncLerful  beyond  all  wondrous  measure  ; 

'Tis  pity  tho',  in  this  sublime  world,  that 

Pleasure's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  sin's  a  pleasure.      lb.  1. 133. 

Man's  a  strange  animal,  and  makes  strange  use 

Of  his  own  nature  and  the  various  arts. 

And  likes  particularly  to  produce 

Some  new  experiment  to  show  his  parts.  Byron,  D.  J.  1. 128. 

Virgins  are  soft  as  the  roses  they  twine, 
And  ally  save  the  spirit  of  man,  is  divme.  lb.  Bride  ofAb.  1. 1. 

Admire,  exult — despise, — ^laugh,  weep, — ^for  here 

There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling : — ^man ! 

Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear.  Byron,  Ch.H.iY.109. 

Again  attend  I — ^and  see  a  man  whose  cares 

Are  nicely  plac'd  on  either  world's  affairs,— 

Merchant  and  saint ;  'tis  doubtfol  if  he  knows 

To  which  account  he  most  regard  bestows.  Crahbe. 

Once  in  the  flight  of  ages  past. 

There  liv'd  a  man : — and  who  was  he  P 

Mortal !  howe'er  thy  lot  be  cast. 

That  man  resembled  thee.  Jamet  Monigomeiy. 

XAVITEBS. 

Fit  for  the  mountains  and  the  barbarous  caves, 

Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd.  Sh.  T.  Ni.  iv.  1. 

Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 

Pride,  haughtiness,  opinion,  and  disdain ; 

The  least  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 

Loseth  men's  hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  stain 

Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  besides ; 

Beguiling  them  of  commendation.  8h,  HJen.  vr,  1.  lu.  1. 

Eye  nature's  walks,  shoot  folly  as  it  flies, 

And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rise ; 

Laugh  where  we  must,  be  candid  where  we  can ; 

But  vindicate  the  ways  of  Gh>d  to  man.      Bope^  E»  3f.  1. 13. 

Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climes, 

Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times.  Ib.iLE.i.V!2. 


XAinrSBS — JllSRUJQiEy  ILITBDCOHT.  8d5 

Manner  is  all  in  all,  whate'er  ia  writ ; 

The  Bubstitate  of  genius*  sense,  and  wit,  Cowper. 

XABCS. 

The  stonny  March  is  come  at  last, 
With  wind  and  cloads  and  changing  skies  ; 
I  hear  the  rushing  of  the  blast 

That  through  the  snowy  ralley  flies.     W.  C,  Bryant,  March. 
XASCHXV0. 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  nuurch'd  on  without  impediment.   Sk.  Bie,  in,  t.  2. 

XABBIAGE,   lEAZBDIONY— ^M0  Ckmrtship,    Oomiabial  Happtsass, 
Tathar,  Hashaad,  Lore,  Wifo. 
Gire  me,  next  good,  an  understanding  wife, 
Bj  nature  wise,  not  learned  by  mudi  art  ; 
Some  knowledge  on  her  side,  will  all  my  life 
More  scope  of  conversation  impart ; 
Besides  her  inborn  yirtue  fc 
They  are  most  good,  who  best  know  why.    Sir  T.  Overhury. 

No  sweet  aspersion  shall  the  hearens  let  fall. 

To  make  this  contract  grow  ;  but  barren  hate, 

Sonr-e^r'd  disdain,  and  disocnrd,  shall  bestrew 

The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  so  loathly. 

That  you  shall  hate  it  both :  therefore,  take  need.  Sh.Tp.iyA,. 

Look  down,  you  gods. 
And  on  this  couple  drop  a  blessed  crown.       Sh.  Temp.  y.  1. 

In  love,  the  heavens  themselves  do  guide  the  state ; 
Money  buys  land,  and  wives  are  sold  by  fate.  Sh.  Ifer.  W.  v.  5. 

Let  still  the  woman  take 
An  elder  than  herself;  so  wears  she  to^him. 
So  sways  she  level  in  her  husband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praise  ourselves. 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfinn. 
More  longinff,  wavering,  sooner  lost  and  won, 
Than  women  s  are.  Sh.  T,  Ni.  n.  4. 

The  ancient  saying  is  no  heresy ; 

Hanging  and  wiving  go  by  destiny.  Sh,  M.  qf  Ten,  ii.  8. 

.  A  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband.  Sh,  M,  qf  Veu,  y.  1. 

Mistress,  know  yourself;  down  on  your  knees. 
And  thank  heaven,  fluting,  for  a  good  man's  love : 
For  I  must  tell  you  ficiendly  in  your  ear. 
Sell  when  you  can ;  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 

Sh.  Ai  T.  L,  in.  6. 
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XABBIAOE,  MKrBSMOWI^contiHued. 
A  jonng  man  married,  is  a  man  that's  marred.  SA,  A*  W.  a. 3. 

Honest  company  I  fhank  yon  all. 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  mjself 
To  this  most  patient,  sweet,  and  Tirtuous  wife.  8h.  T.  8,  ii:.  2. 

Thy  husband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper. 

Thy  head,  thy  sovereign :  one  that  cares  for  thee. 

And  for  thy  maintenance :  commits  his  body 

To  painful  labour,  both  by  sea  and  land ; 

To  watch  the  night  in  stcnrms,  the  day  in  cold, 

While  thou  liest  warm  at  home,  secure  and  safe, 

And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 

But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience ; 

Too  little  payment  for  so  great  a  debt.  Sh,  Tarn,  8.  t.  2. 

Such  duty  as  the  subject  owes  the  prince. 

Even  sucji  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband ; 

And,  when  she's  froward,  peevish,  sullen,  sour, 

And,  not  obedient  to  his  honest  will, 

What  is  she  but  a  foul  contending  rebel. 

And  graceless  traitor  to  her  loving  lord  ?      8L  Tarn.  8,  y.  2. 

I  am  asham'd,  that  women  f^e  so  simple 

To  offer  war  where  they  should  kneel  for  peace  : 

Or  seek  for  role,  supremacy,  and  sway, 

When  they  are  bound  to  serve,  love,  and  obey.  8h,!ram,S,y.2, 

Should  all  despair. 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themselves.  Sh.  WifU.  T.  i.  2. 

Beason,  my  son 
Should  choose  himself  a  wife :  but  as  good  reason. 
The  father  (all  whose  joy  is  nothing  else 
But  fair  Posterity)*  should  hold  some  coimsel 
In  such  a  business.  Sh,  Wint,  T.  iv.  3. 

He  is  the  half-part  of  a  blessed  man 

Left  to  be  finisned  by  such  a  she ; 

And  she  a  fair  divided  exceUence, 

Whose  ftdness  of  perfection  lies  in  him. 

O,  two  such  silver  currents,  when  they  join, 

Do  glorify  Ihe  banks  that  bound  them  in !  Sh.  K,  John,  ii.  2. 

Hasty  marriage  seldom  proveth  weU.     8h,  Hen.  vi.  1.  ly.  1. 

What  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell, 

An  age  of  discord  and  continual  stnfe  P 

Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  bliss, 

And  is  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace*  8k.  Sen,  rz.  1.  y.  6 


KASBIAOZ,  XATRDEOST— Aw^mtfAf. 
Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attomejahip.        8h,  Mm.  ri.  1.  r.  5. 

The  instances,  that  second  marriage  move. 

Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  lore.  8h.  Sam.  iii.  2. 

Most  potent,  grare,  and  reverend  signiors, 

My  yeiT  noble  and  approv'd  good  masters, 

That  I  hare  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter. 

It  is  most  trae ;  true,  I  hare  married  her ; 

Hie  yery  head  and  front  of  my  offending 

Hath  this  extent,  no  more.  Sh,  Olli,  i.  3. 

O  corse  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours. 
And  not  their  appetites !  SL  0th,  iii.  3. 

Well  live  together  like  two  wanton  rines. 
Circling  onr  souls  and  loves  in  one  another ; 
Well  spring  together,  and  we'll  bear  one  fitiit ; 
One  joy  shiul  nmke  us  smile,  and  one  srief  mourn, 
One  age  go  with  us,  and  one  hour  of  death 
Shall  dose  our  eyes,  and  one  grave  make  us  happy. 

Beaumont  and  Fleiclier, 

Reelected  beauty  now  is  prized  by  gold ; 
And  sacred  love  is  basely  Dou^ht  ana  sold : 
Wives  are  grown  traffic,  marriage  is  a  trade, 
And  when  a  nuptial  of  two  hearts  is  made. 
There  must  of  moneys  too  a  wedding  be. 
That  coin,  as  well  as  men,  may  multiply. 

Bandolph^  Muit^i  Looking*  Qlai$. 

What  do  you  think  of  marriage  P 

I  take't,  (as  those  that  deny  purgatory,) 

It  locally  contains  or  heaven  or  heU ; 

There's  no  third  place  in  it.  Webster,  Dueheee  ofMalfy^ 

The  sum  of  all  that  makes  a  just  man  happy 
Consists  in  the  well  choosing  of  his  wife ; 
And  then,  well  to  discharge  it,  does  require 
Equality  of  years,  of  birth,  of  fortune ; 
For  beauty  being  poor,  and  not  cried  up 
By  birth  or  wealth,  can  truly  mix  with  neither. 
And  wealth,  when  there's  such  difference  in  years 
And  fair  descent,  must  make  the  yoke  uneasy. 

MoiMingert  jftw  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debit, 
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XABBIA0B,  XATRIXOVT— A^fftMUAf. 
The  jojB  of  niarriage  are  tlie  heayen  on  earth, 
Life's  paradise,  fpreat  princesa,  the  soul's  quiet, 
Sinews  of  conconl,  earthly  immortality. 
Eternity  of  pleasures.  Ford,  Broken  Jleari, 

Fathers  their  children  and  themselves  abuse, 

That  wealth,  a  husband,  for  their  daughters  choose.  Shirley. 

The  only  comfort  of  my  life 

Is,  that  I  nerer  yet  haa  wife  ; 

Nor  will  hereafter,  since  I  know. 

Who  weds,  o'erbuys  his  weal  with  woo.  Herrich,  Heap^  246. 

Suspicion,  discontent,  and  strife. 

Come  in  for  dowry  with  a  wife.  Serriek,  Jpk^  909. 

Our  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  bids  abstain 

But  our  destroyer,  foe  to  God  and  man.  Milton,  P.  Z.  it.  748. 

For  contemplation  he,  and  valour  form'd ; 

For  softness  she,  and  sweet  attractive  grace.         lb.  rv.  297. 

Hail,  wedded  love !  mysterious  law 

Of  human  offspring.  Milton,  P.  L.  iv.  760. 

As  spiders  never  seek  the  fly. 

But  leave  him,  of  himself,  t  apply. 

So  men  are  by  themselves  employ'd 

To  quit  the  freedom  they  enjoy'a. 

And  run  their  necks  into  a  noose. 

They'd  break  'em  after  to  get  loose.       Butler,  Hud,  3,  i.  63. 

When  men  upon  their  spouses  seiz'd. 
And  fireely  many'd  where  they  pleas'd ; 
They  ne'er  forswore  themselves,  nor  lied, 
Nor,  in  the  mind  thev  were  in,  died ; 
Nor  took  the  pains  t'address  and  sue. 
Nor  play'd  the  masquerade  to  woo : 
And  when  they  had  them  at  their  pleasure. 
They  talk'd  of  love  and  flames  at  leisure. 

Staler^  JEp.  to  his  Lady,  239. 

Women  first  were  made  for  men. 

Not  men  for  them.    It  follows,  then* 

That  men  have  right  to  every  one. 

And  they  no  freedom  of  their  own ; 

And  therefore  men  have  power  to  choose 

But  they  no  charter  to  retuse.  Butler,  JEp.  to  his  Lady,  273. 


Though  women^fint  were  made  for  men, 

Tet  men  were  made  for  them  ageu : 

Eor  when,  ont-witted  by  his  wife, 

Man  first  tnm'd  tenant  but  for  life, 

If  woman  had  not  interyen'd 

How  soon  had  mankind  had  an  end !  lb.  Lack's  Answer,  244. 

When  I  am  old,  and  weary  of  the  world, 

I  may  grow  desperate,  and  take  a  wife 

To  mortify  withal.  Oiwaj/, 

Who  wed  with  fools,  indeed,  lead  happy  liyes  ; 
Fools  are  the  fittest,  finest  thinss  for  wives  : 
Yet  old  men  profit  bring,  as  fools  bring  ease. 
And  both  make  youth  mdi  wit  mnoh  better  please. 

Otwajf,  Soldiers  fortune. 

When  you  would  giye  aU  worldly  plagues  a  name. 

Worse  than  they  ha,ye  already,  (»dl  'em  wife ! 

But  a  new  married  wife's  a  teeming  mischief. 

Full  of  herself :  why,  what  a  deal  of  horror 

Has  that  poor  wretch  to  come,  that  married  yesterday ! 

Otway,  Orphan, 
Marriage  to  maids,  is  like  a  war  to  men ; 
The  battle  causes  fear,  but  the  sweet  hopes 
Of  winning  at  the  last,  still  draws  them  on.  Lee,  Mithridates, 

When  fix'd  to  one,  love  safe  at  anchor  rides. 
And  dares  the  Airy  of  the  wind  and  tides. 
But  losing  once  tliat  hold,  to  the  wide  ocean  bom, 
It  drives  away  at  will,  to  eveiy  wave  or  scorn. 

Dryden,  Tyrannic  of  Love, 

All  of  a  tenonr  was  their  after  life, 

1^0  day  discolour'd  with  domestic  strife ; 

Ko  jealousy,  but  mutual  truth  beliey'd. 

Secure  repose,  and  kindness  undeceiy'd.  75.  PcUamon  4r  Ar.  3. 

After  this  alliance. 
Let  tigers  match  with  hinds,  and  wolves  with  sheep. 
And  every  creature  couple  with  its  foe.  Dryden,  Span,  Friar* 

If  you  would  have  the  nuptial  union  last. 

Let  virtue  be  the  bond  that  ties  it  fast.        Bowe,  Ihir  Pen. 

Art  thou  not  half  my  self? 
One  faith  has  ever  bound  us,  and  one  reason 
Guided  our  wills.  Bouef  Fair  Pm* 

B  B 
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XASBIIGZ,  XAIBXKOVT— <x)»ftnfi^. 
And  now  joar  matrimonial  cupid, 
Lash'd  on  by  time,  ^px>ws  tirea  and  stupid. 
For  stoTj  and  expenence  tell  us 
That  man  erows  old  and  woman  jealous. 
Botii  would  their  little  ends  secure  ; 
He  si^hs  for  freedom,  she  for  power : 
His  wishes  tend  abroad  to  roam, 
And  her's  to  domineer  at  home.  JPrior,  Alma,  2. 

Thus  grief  still  treads  upon  the  heels  of  pleasure. 

Marry'd  in  haste,  we  may  repent  at  leisure.  Congrev€fO.B.v.H. 

Wedded  lore  is  founded  on  esteem. 

Which  tiie  fair  merits  of  the  mind  engage  ; 

For  those  are  charms  that  never  can  aecay ; 

But  time  that  gives  new  whiteness  to  the  swan, 

Improyes  their  lustre.  JFenton^  Marianue. 

There  swims  no  goose  so  grey,  but,  soon  or  late. 

She  finds  some  honest  gander  for  a  mate.P{>^,TFt/^  o/*^*  dS. 

Where  friendship  full  exerts  her  softest  power. 

Perfect  esteem  enliven'd  by  desire 

Ineffable,  and  sympathy  of  soul ; 

Thought  meeting  thought,  and  will  preventing  will. 

With  boundless  confidence :  for  nought  but  love 

Can  answer  love,  and  render  bliss  secure.    Th<nn8on,  Sprutf/. 

But  happy  they,  the  happiest  of  their  kind, 

Whom  gentle  stars  unite,  and  in  one  fate 

Their  hearts,  their  fortunes,  and  their  beings  blend !         lb. 

Oh !  married  love  ! — each  heart  shall  own. 

Where  two  conj^enial  souls  unite, 

Thy  golden  chams  inlaid  with  down. 

Thy  hunp  with  heaven's  own  splendour  bright.     Langhome. 

Ev'n  in  the  happiest  choice,  where  fav*ring  heaven 

Has  equal  love  and  easy  fortune  giv*n, — 

Think  not,  the  husband  gain'd,  that  all  is  done ; 

The  prize  of  happiness  must  still  be  won : 

And,  oft,  the  careless  find  it  to  their  cost. 

The  lover  in  the  husband  may  be  lost ; 

The  graces  might  alone  his  heart  allure  ; 

They  and  the  virtues,  meeting,  must  secure.  Lw'd  Lytteliaik 


1UBSZA6S,  MATBXXOVT— «PM<imiAf. 
Bat  love  in  whispers  lets  as  ken 

That  men  were  niade  for  as,  and  we  for  men.  liamsay,0»8Aep. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  'tis  stedfiwt  hate. 
And  one  eternal  tempest  of  debate.    Tounp,  Love  qfWame,  6. 

Thoagh  fools  spam  Hymen's  gentle  powers. 

We  who  improve  his  golden  hoars, 

"Bj  sweet  experience  know 

That  marriage,  rightlj  understood. 

Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good 

A  paradise  below.  Cotttm,  Firuide,  r. 

Oh  friendly  to  the  best  parsaits  of  man. 

Friendly  to  thoaght,  to  virtae,  and  to  peaee, 

Domestic  life  in  rand  leisure  pass'd ! 

Few  know  thy  value,  and  few  taste  thy  sweets. 

Cowper,  Task,  zii.  290. 
Misses !  the  tale  that  I  relate 
This  lesson  seems  to  carry. 
Choose  not  alone  a  proper  mate 
But  proper  time  to  mairy.  Cowper,  ^Pairing  Time  Anticipated, 

Wedlock 's  a  sancy,  sad,  familiar  state, 

Where  folks  are  very  apt  to  scold  and  hate ; 

Love  keeps  a  modest  distance,  is  divine, 

Obliging,  and  says  ev'iy  thing  that's  fine.         IPeter  Findar. 

Marriage  from  love,  like  vinesar  from  wine— 

A  sad,  soar,  sober  beverage-Hby  thne 

Is  shflopened  from  its  high  celestial  flavour 

Down  to  a  very  homely  household  savour.  Bjfren,  D,  JC  in.  6. 

The  bloom  or  blight  of  all  men's  happiness.  Bjfron^  Bride  cfA. 

Full  well  we  know,  that  many  a  fkvonrite  air. 

That  charms  a  party,  fails  to  charm  a  pair. 

And  as  Augusta  pla^r'd,  she  look'd  around. 

To  see  if  one  was  dying  at  the  sound. 

But  all  were  gone — a  husband,  wrapt  in  g^m, 

Stalk'd  careless,  listless,  up  and  down  the  room.         Crahhe. 

There's  a  bHss  beyond  all  the  minstrel  has  told. 

When  two,  that  are  link'd  in  one  heavenly  tie, 

With  heart  never  changine,  and  brow  never  cold. 

Love  on  thro'  all  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die. 

One  hour  of  a  passion  so  sacred  is  worth 

Whole  ages  of  neartless  and  wandering  bliss ; 

And  Oh  r  if  there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth. 

It  is  this-^  is  this  !  Moorey  Lallu  BookL 
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JCABBIA0S,  ]CATRIXOST-<oi»<tiiiMdl 
Oh,  happy,  happj,  thrice  happy  state. 
When  such  a  onght  planet  governs  the  fate. 
Of  a  pair  of  united  loyers  I 
'Tib  ULeirs,  in  spite  of  the  ser^nt's  hiss. 
To  enjoy  tilie  pure  prinuBTal  loss 
With  as  much  of  the  old  original  bliss 
As  mortality  erer  recoyers !  Sood,  Mia  JRlmanseffif, 

Bat  alas !  alas !  for  the  woman's  fate. 

Who  has  from  a  mob  to  choose  a  mate ! 

'lis  a  strange  and  painful  mystery ! 

Bat  the  more  the  eggs,  the  worse  the  hatch ; 

The  more  the  fish,  the  worse  the  catch ; 

The  more  the  sparks,  the  worse  the  match ; 

Is  a  fact  in  woman's  history.  Hood,  Miss  KUmansegg^ 

Across  the  threshold  led, 
J^nd  every  tear  kissed  off  as  soon  as  shed, 
His  house  she  enters,  there  to  be  a  li^ht. 
Shining  within,  when  all  witibout  is  night ; 
A  gnardian -angel  o'er  his  life  presiding, 
Doubling  his  pleasure,  and  his  cares  dividing !  Sogers,  P.H.  L 

Cries  Sylvia  to  a  reverend  dean, 

"  What  reason  can  be  given, 

"  Since  marriage  is  a  holy  thing. 

That  there  are  none  in  heaven  r" 

•*  They  have,"  says  he,  "  no  women  there." 

She  quick  returned  the  jest : 

"  Women  there  are,  but  I'm  afraid 

They  cannot  find  a  priest."  Fsstoon,  (JB.  Oraifu). 

You'd  mariT  the  marquis,  fair  lady,  they  say ; 

You  are  riffht ;  we've  suspected  it  long : 

But  his  lordship  declines  m  a  complairant  way. 

And,  faith,  he's  not  much  in  the  wrong.  Martial,  ix.  6,Sdlhed, 

You  ask  me  to  draw  (a  hard  task  on  my  life) 
The  picture  of  her  whom  I'd  have  for  my  wife ; 
Yet  certain  it  is,  that  I  have  seen  the  lass. 
But  would  you  behold  her— go  look  in  your  glass. 

T.  L.  MerriH,  (Am.) 


I  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  "  Mary," 

For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me. 

And  still  it  h|df  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy. 

Where  I  beheld  what -never  was  to  be.       Syron,  D.  J»  v.  4 
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iLUQinQtABX. 

Hdl,  blest  confusion !  here  are  met 

All  tongaes  and  times  and  faces. 

The  Lancers  flirt  with  Juliet, 

The  Brahmin  talks  of  races  ; 

And  where's  your^genius,  bnght  Corinne  ? 

And  Where's  your  brogue,  Sir  Lucius  P 

And  Ghinca  Ti,  you  hare  not  seen 

One  chapter  of  Confucius. 

Lo  !  dandies  from  Elamschatka  flirt 

With  beauties  from  the  Wrekin  ; 

And  belles  from  Berne  look  very  pert. 

On  Mandarins  from  Peldn ; 

The  Cardinal  is  here  firom  Borne, 

The  Commandant  firom  Seville ; 

And  Hamlet's  father  from  the  tomb. 

And  Faustus  firom  the  DeviL  Praed,  The  Fancjf  Ball, 

Slaughter  grows  murder  when  it  goes  too  far. 

And  makes  a  massacre  of  what  was  war.  Dry  den. 


We  cannot  all  be  masters, 
jN'or  all  masters  cannot  be  truly  followed.  Sh,  0th.  1. 1. 

XATGE-XAXniO. 
How  all  the  needy  honourable  misters, 
Each  out-at-elbow  peer,  desp'rate  dandy. 
The  watchful  mothers,  and  the  careful  sisters, 
(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  are  more  handy 
At  making  matches,  where  '  'tis  gold  that  glisters,' 
Than  their  he  relatives),  like  flies  o'er  candy 
Buzz  round  '  ^e  Fortune '  with  their  busy  batteiy. 
To  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery  f 

JIAXHEXAIIC8.  JB^ron,  J).  J,  xii.  32. 

In  mathematics  he  was  greater 
Than  IVcho  Brahe,  or  Erra  Pater ; 
For  he  dt  geometric  scale. 
Could  take  the  size  of  pots  of  ale.        Butter,  End.  1, 1. 119. 

KAY. 

For  thee,  sweet  month,  the  groves  green  liv'ries  wear, 
If  not  the  first,  the  fairest  of  the  year ; 
For  thee  the  Crraces  lead  the  dancing  hours. 
And  nature's  ready  pencil  paints  the  flowers. 
When  Ihy  short  reign  is  past,  the  fev'rish  sun 
The  sultiy  tropic  fears,  and  moves  more  slowly  on. 

Dryden,  Palamun  and  Arcile,  663. 


itH  HAT — ^UBDAU. 

Now  the  bright  morning-star,  day's  harbinger. 

Comes  dancing  from  the  east,  and  leads  with  her 

The  flow'ry  May,  who,  from  her  green  Ixp,  throws 

The  yellow  cowslip,  and  the  pale  primrose. 

Hail !  bounteous  Mar,  that  aost  mspire 

Mirth  and  youth,  and  warm  desire ; 

Woods  and  groves  are  of  thy  dressing, 

£[£11  and  dale  doth  boast  thy  blessing. 

Thus  we  salute  thee  with  our  early  song. 

And  welcome  thee  and  wish  thee  long.         JUmUoh^  Ode  Yin. 

'Tis  like  the  birthday  of  the  world. 

When  earth  was  bom  in  bloom ; 

The  l^ht  is  made  of  many  dyes. 

The  air  is  all  perfume : 

Tliere's  crimson  buds,  and  white  and  blue, 

The  very  rainbow  showers 

Haye  turned  to  blossoms  where  they  fell. 

And  sown  the  earth  with  flowers.         Hood,  Son^  '  O  Lady* 

Each  hedge  is  corer'd  thick  with  green ; 

And  where  the  hedger  bite  hath  been, 

Toung  tender  shoots  begin  to  grow 

From  out  the  mossy  stumps  below. 

But  woodmen  still  on  sprmg  intrude. 

And  thin  the  shadow's  solitude. 

With  sharpen'd  axes,  felling  down 

The  oak-trees  budding  into  brown*  Clart, 


Can  you  ima^e  I  so  mean  would  prore. 

To  save  my  life  by  changing  of  my  lore  F  Dryden^ 


Measures,  not  men,  have  always  been  my  mark. 

GhtasmUhf  Good  Natnred  Man,  ii. 
MEGHAVIC. 

Mechanic  slaves, 
With  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view.  8k,  Ant.  deep,  T.  2* 

MZDAU. 

Oh !  when  shall  Britain,  conscious  of  her  elaim, 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Boman  fiune ; 
In  living  Medals  see  her  wars  enroU'd, 
And  vanquish'd  realms  supply  recording  gold  P 

JBope,M,U,Y,SS. 


MEDATJI  ^eoHiinued, 

The  Medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame. 

Through  climes  and  a^es  bears  each  form  and  name. 

In  one  short  yiew  subjected  to  our  eye, 

Gods,  emperors,  heroes,  sages,  beauties  lie ; 

With  shiupen'd  sight,  pale  antiquaries  pore, 

Th'  inscription  yalue,  but  the  rust  adore  ; 

Thisy  the  olue  varnish,  that,  the  ffreen  endears. 

The  sacred  rust  of  twice  ten  hundred  years.  Priorm 

XSDDUL 

I'll  meddle  nor  make  no  more  in  the  matter.    8k.  TroiL  1. 1. 

XSDICIVS— M»  Doctors. 

Joy,  temperance,  and  repose. 

Slam  the  door  on  the  doctor's  nose.  Longfellow, 

XSDIATXOV. 

Quantum  in  nobis,  we've  thought  good 

To  save  the  expense  of  Christum  blood. 

And  tiy  if  we,  by  mediation 

Of  treaty  and  accommodation. 

Can  end  the  guarrel,  and  compose 

This  bloody  odel  without  blows.  Butler^  Hudibras. 

XSDITAXIOV. 
Who  readeth  much  and  never  meditates. 
Is  like  a  greedy  eater  of  much  food. 
Who  so  surcloys  his  stomach  with  his  cates. 
That  commonly  they  do  him  little  good.       Jo$hua  Sylvester. 


When  shall  we  three  meet  again  P 

In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain  P  8h,  Maeb,  i.  1. 

A  hundred  thousand  welcomes  :  I  could  weep, 

And  I  could  laugh  I  I  am  light,  and  heavy :  welcome  : 

A  curse  begin  at  very  root  of  lus  heart. 

That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee !  Sh.  CorioL  n.  1. 

It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content, 

To  see  you  here  before  me.  Sh,  Oik.  u.  1. 

I  have  not  joy'd  an  hour  since  you  departed. 

For  public  miseries  and  for  private  fears  ; 

And  this  blest  meeting  has  o  eipaid  them  alL      Dn/den  If  Lee. 


Tamerlatrnm 


The  joys  of  meeting  pav  the  pangs  of  absence ; 
Else  wno  could  bear  it  r  JStowe^ 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends 

For  all  the  long  years  Tve  been  wand'ring  away.     T,  Ifoore^ 


'376  KXLAirCHOLT. 

XELAVGEOLT— M9  CheeiftiliiMi,  S^taplu. 
I  can  suok  melanclioly  out  of  a  song.         8k,  As  T.  Z,  ii.  S, 

I  am  as  melancliolj  as  a  gib  cat.  Sh,  Hen,  n\  1,  i.  2. 

Tell  me,  sweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 

l^y  stomach,  pleasure,  and  thj  golden  sleep  ? 

Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth  P 

And  start  so  often  when  thou  sitt'st  alone  P 

Why  hast  thou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  cheeks. 

Ana  ^y'n  thy  treasures  and  my  rights  or  thee 

To  thick  ey'd  musing,  and  curs'd  melancholy. 

Sh»  Sen,  ir,  1,  ii.  3. 
Melancholy  is  briefly  this, 
A  mere  commotion  of  the  mind,  o'ercharged 
With  fear  and  sorrow ;  first  begat  i'  th'  brain, 
The  seat  of  reason,  and  from  thence  derir'd 
As  suddenly  into  the  heart,  the  seat 
Of  our  affection.  Fari^  Lovei^M  Melancholy, 

These  pleasures.  Melancholy,  pje. 

And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  liye.        Milton^  H  Penseroso, 

He  droops,  and  hangs  his  discontented  head. 

Like  merit  scom'd  by  insolent  authority r.    Sowe,  Fair  Pen, 

O'er  the  twilight  groyes  and  dusky  cayes, 

Deserted  paths,  and  intermingled  grayes. 

Black  Melancholy  sits,  and  round  ner  throws 

A  death-like  silence,  and  a  dread  repose  ; 

Her  gloomy  presence  saddens  all  the  scene, 

Shades  ey'iy  flower,  and  darkens  ey'ry  green; 

Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  fidling  floods. 

And  breathes  a  browner  horror  on  the  woods.  Pope, 

My  melancholy  haunts  me  eyerywhere. 

And  not  one  kmdly  gleam  pierces  the  gloom 

Of  my  durk  thougntSy  to  giye  a  glimpse  of  comfort. 

Southerner  Loyal  Brotherg, 
With  eyes  uprais'd,  as  one  inspir'd, 
Pale  Melancholy  sat  retir'd. 
And  from  her  wild  sequester'd  seat. 
In  notes  by  distance  made  more  sweet, 
Pour'd  thiough  the  mellow  horn  her  pensiye  soul. 

Collins,  Ode  on  the  Passions, 
There  is  a  mood 
(1  sing  not  to  the  yacant  and  the  young,) 
There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  melancholy, 
That  wings  the  soul,  and  points  her  to  the  skies. 

Dyer,  Buins  qf  Borne, 
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■  r 

WOABCBXIfLY—MHtinued, 

Melancholy  is  a  fearfiil  jzift ; 
What  ia  it  bat  the  telescope  of  truth  r 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies. 
And  brinfi^  life  near  in  utter  darkness, 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  real.  Byron, 

Melandioly 
Sits  on  me  as  a  cload  along  the  sky, 
Which  will  not  let  the  sunbeams  through,  nor  yet 
Descend  in  rain,  and  end ;  but  spreads  itself 
Twixt  heay'n  and  earth,  like  envy  between  man 
And  man — and  is  an  ererlasting  mist.  Btfron, 

Gk>,  you  may  call  it  madness,  folly, — 
You  shall  not  chase  my  gloom  away ; 
There's  such  a  charm  m  melancholy, 
I  would  not,  if  I  could,  be  gay !  Roger$. 

As  melancholy  as  an  unbraced  drum.  Centlivre,  Wonder,  ii.  1. 

See  the  strange  working  of  dull  Melancholy  I 
Whose  drossy  thoughts,  drying  the  feeble  brain, 
Corrupt  the  sense,  delude  the  mtellect. 
And  in  the  soul's  fair  table  falsely  mre 
Whole  squadrons  of  phantastical  cnimeras. 

Anthony  Brewer,  Lingua,  i.  7. 

O,  surely  melody  from  Heaven  was  sent 

To  cheer  the  soul,  when  tired  with  human  strife. 

To  soothe  the  wayward  heart  by  sorrow  rent, 

And  soften  down  the  rugged  road  of  life.  Kirke  While. 

XSUtOlE  ABBBT. 

If  thou  would'st  Tiew  fair  Melrose  aright. 

Go  Tisit  it  by  the  pale  moonlight. 

For  the  gay  oeams  of  lightsome  day 

Gild,  but  to  flout,  the  rums  gray.  Scott,  Lay,  ii.  1 . 

JEB1C0BIAL8. 

When  all  these  shininfi;  leayes  are  fill'd. 

How  will  the  owner's  neart  be  thrill'd. 

On  eyery  opening  leaf  to  find 

Some  tribute  of  affection  kind, 

Some  token,  some  memorial  dear 

Of  each  loy'd  friend,  concentred  here  ; 

And  when  those  friends  are  far  away. 

Still  here  their  semblance  to  suryey. 

And  mark  the  image  of  each  mind 

In  liying  colours  well  defin'd.  M&, 


4)78  MEHpRT, 

KEMOBT— «M  Absenoe. 
I  cannot  but  remember  sucli  things  were. 
That  were  most  precious  to  me.  8h.  M^teh.  |¥.  S« 

Bemember  tbee  ? 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  mj  memory 
I'U  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 
All  saws  of  books,  all  fonas,  all  pressures  past, 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there.         8h,  Ham*  i.  5. 

Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  cast  behind. 

Hush  forward  on  the  brain,  and  come  to  mind ; 

The  nurse's  legends  are  for  truths  receir'd. 

And  the  man  dreams  but  what  the  boy  belier'd.        Dtydetu 

Let  fate  do  her  worst ;  there  are  moments  of  joj, 
Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  cfestroy ; 
Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care. 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  us'd  to  wear.  T,  3£oort. 

Memory,  too«  with  her  dreams  shall  come, 

Dreams  of  a  former  happier  day, 

When  heaven  was  still  tne  spirit's  home. 

And  her  wings  had  not  yet  falln  away ; 

Glimpses  of  gloxy,  ne'er  forgot. 

That  tell,  like  eleams  on  a  sunset  sea, 

What  once  hatn  been,  what  now  is  not, 

But,  oht  what  again  shall  bristly  be !  T,  Jfoort, 

!Remembranoe  wakes  with  all  her  busy  train, 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past  to  pain. 

GotdtTniti,  DesefUd  ViUage. 
O  memory !  thou  fond  deceirer. 
Still  importunate  and  vain. 
To  former  joys  recurring  ever. 
And  turning  all  the  past  to  pain.  Goldsmitk, 

Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy, 

While  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  still.  Bjfron,  Do^ei^Vem. 

In  that  instant,  o'er  his  soul 

Winters  of  memory  seem'd  to  roll. 

And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 

A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 

O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears. 

Such  moments  pour  the  grief  of  years.  Byron^  Qiaaur* 

Alas !  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 

Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profound.      Byron,  Larot  L 
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JUEMOST—mii/mim^ 

Oh  1  friends  regretted,  scenes  for  ever  dear, 
Bamembranee  Eails  yoa  with  her  wannest  tear  1 
Drooping  she  bends  o'er  pensive  Fancy's  nm. 
To  trace  the  hoars  which  never  can  return.  Bjfrou, 

Ah !  tell  me  not  that  memory 

Sheds  j^ladness  o'er  the  past ; — 

What  IS  rec»ll'd  bv  fadea  flowers, 

Save  that  they  did  not  last  ? 

Were  it  not  better  to  forget. 

Than  but  remember  and  regret  P  X.  E.  Laudon. 

Hail,  memory,  hail !  in  thy  exhaustless  mine. 

From  age  to  age  nnnnmber*d  treasores  shine  I 

Thought  and  neiT  shadowy  brood  thy  call  obey* 

And  place  and  time  are  subject  to  thy  sway  1  Sogers,  P,  Mem, 

Lull'd  in  the  countless  chambers  of  the  brain, 

Our  thoughts  ace  link'd  bv  many  a  hidden  chain ; 

Awake  but  one,  and  lo,  what  myriads  rise  ! 

Each  stamps  its  image  as  the  other  flies.  lb. 

Hecall  the  traveller,  whose  alter'd  form 

Has  borne  the  bufiet  of  the  mountain  storm : 

And  who  will  first  his  fond  impatience  meet  P 

His  faithful  dog's  already  at  his  feet  I  lb. 

Sweet  memory,  wafted  by  the  gentle  gale« 

Oft  up  the  stream  of  time  I  turn  my  sail. 

To  view  tiie  fairy  haunts  of  long-lost  hours. 

Blest  with  far  greener  shades,  fur  lovelier  flowers.  Ih. 

Dreams  of  the  land  where  all  my  wishes  centre. 

Those  scenes  whieh  I  am  doom'd  no  more  to  know* 

FuU  oft  shall  memory  trace — ^my  soul's  tomentoi^— 

And  turn  each  pleasure  past  to  present  woe.  Mat*  O.  LewU. 

On  this  dear  jewel  of  my  memoiy 

My  heart  will  ever  dwell,  and  fate  in  vain. 

Possessing  that,  essay  to  make  me  wretched. 

Earl  Smss^  Don  Carh>4. 

M  KHTATi  AVOmSS— M»  BnUlt,  80R9W, 
I  fly,  like  a  bird  of  the  air. 
In  search  of  a  home  and  a  rest ; 
A  balm  for  the  sickness  of  care : 
A  bliss  for  a  bosom  unblest.  JB^rox. 


8S0  HEacT. 

XXBCT— M0  BcneTolenoe,  Bovntj,  Comptsiion. 
Mercy  is  not  itself,  tiiat  oft  looks  so  ; 
Pardon  is  still  the  norse  of  second  woe.  Sh,  M.  for  M,  ii«  1. 

Not  the  kinff's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword. 

The  marshar  s  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe. 

Become  them  with  one  hjdf  so  good  a  grace 

As  Mercy.  8k.  M»for  M,  ii.  2, 

Merciful  heaven  : 
Thou  rather  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt, 
Sblit'st  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak, 
Than  the  soft  myrtle.  8h,  M,for  JH.  n.  2. 

How  would  you  be. 
If  He,  which  is  at  the  top  of  judgment,  should 
But  judge  you  as  you  are  P    O,  think  on  that. 
And  Mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  man  new  made.  Sh,  M.for  M,  ii.  2. 

O,  it  is  excellent 
To  hare  a  giant's  strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  like  a  giant.  8&,  M,for  M.  ii.  2. 

When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  so  extended. 

That,  for  the  fault's  lore,  is  the  offender  friended.  11^.  it.  2. 

Though  justice  be  thy  plea,  consider  this— 

That  m  the  course  of  justice,  none  of  us 

Should  see  salvation :  we  do  pray  for  mercy  ; 

And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 

The  deeds  of  mercy.  8h.  Jfaf .  qf  Ten.  it.  1. 

The  quality  of  Mercy  is  not  strain'd ; 

It  droppetn,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 

Upon  the  place  beneath :  it  is  twice  bless'd ; 

It  blesseth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes  : 

'Tis  mightiest  in  the  mightiest ;  it  becomes 

The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown.  lb,  iv.  1. 

If  little  faults  proceeding  on  distemper, 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye, 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  swallow'd,  and  digested. 
Appear  before  us  P  8h.  Men.  v.  ii.  2. 

19'othing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy.  8h.  Tmon,  in.  5. 

Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  P 

Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful. 

Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  Irue  badge.  Sk.  Tit.  And.  i.  2. 

Mercy  but  murders,  pardoning  those  that  kiU.  Sh.  Bom.  iii.  1. 
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XEBOT— «Mi<MMf(f. 
The  gresteBt  attribute  of  heayen  is  Mercy ; 
And  tU  the  crown  of  justice,  and  the  glory. 
Where  it  may  kill  with  right,  to  sare  with  pity. 

BeaumoiU  and  Fletcher,  Lo>9er*M  JProgress, 

He's  a  bad  surgeon,  that,  for  pity,  spares 

The  part  corrunted,  till  the  gangrene  spread. 

And  all  the  boay  perish ;  he  that's  merciful 

Unto  the  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  just.  Bandolph,  M»  Look.  Olam 

Great  minds  erect  their  nerer-fiuling  trophies 

On  the  firm  base  of  mercy  ;  but  to  mumph 

O'er  a  suppliant,  by  base  fortune  captiy'o. 

Argues  a  oastard  conquest.  JIfattinffer,  Emperor  qfike  EcuU 

Less  pleasure  take  brave  minds  in  battle  won 
Than  in  restoring  such  as  are  undone  : 
Tigers  hare  courage,  and  the  rugged  bear. 
But  man  alone  can,  whom  he  conquers,  spare. 

Waller,  to  my  Lord  Protector^ 

Mercy  is  good  :  a  yery  good  dull  yirtue : 

But  longs  mistake  its  timing,  and  are  mild 

When  numly  courage  bids  them  be  seTeTe.Drifden,8pan,JFriar, 

Mercy !  what's  that  P  a  yirtue  coin'd  by  yiUains, 
Who  praise  tiie  weakness  which  supports  their  crimes. 

Smith,  Phadra  and  Hyppolittis. 

O  mercy,  Hear'nly  bom !    Sweet  attribute ! 

Thou  great,  thou  best  prerogative  of  power ! 

Justice  may  guard  the  throne,  but  jom'd  with  thee, 

On  rocks  of  adamant  it  stands  secure. 

And  braves  the  storm  beneath.^  Somerville,  Chase,  3. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe. 
To  hide  the  fault  I  see ; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  show, 
.  That  mercy  show  to  me.  Pope,  Universal  Prayer, 

Mercy  is  still  a  virtue*  and  most  priz'd, 
.  When  hope  of  pardon  leaves  us.     Southerner  Loyal  Brother. 

Of  all  the  paths  which  lead  to  human  bliss. 
The  most  secure  and  grateful  to  our  steps, 
With  mercy  and  humanity  is  mark'd ; 
The  sweet-tongued  rumour  of  a  gracious  deed 
Can  charm  from  hostile  hands  th  upHfted  blade. 
The  «dl  of  anger  into  milk  transform, 
'  And  dress  ^e  orow  of  enmity  in  smiles.       Bichard  Glover* 
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MMHCY^eontimml. 
The  truly  brave  are  soft  of  Heart  and  eyes. 
And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do.  Byron,  Marino  Fal, 

Spider  I  thoa  need'st  not  ran  in  fear  about 

To  shnn  my  cnrioos  eyes  ; 

I  won't  humanely  crash  thy  bowels  out 

Lest  thou  should'st  eat  the  flies ; 

Kor  will  I  roast  thee  with  a  damn'd  delight 

Thy  strange  instinctiye  fortitude  to  see, 

For  tiiere  is  one  who  might 

One  day  roast  me.  8outh«y. 

ICXBIT— «M  Bea«^,  Goxnptlni»  Ho&onr. 

The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way, 

A.  gift  that  Heaven  gives  for  him,  which  bays 

A  place  next  to  the  king.  Sh.  Hen.  vin,  1. 1. 

Good  actions  crown  themselves  with  lasting  bays. 

Who  well  deserves,  needs  not  another's  praise.  Heath. 

There's  a  proud  modestr  in  merit ; 

Averse  from  asking,  and  resolv'd  to  pay 

Ten  times  the  gift  it  asks.  Drydm,  Cleomenet, 

Be  thou  the  first  true  merit  to  beftiend ; 

His  praise  is  lost,  who  waits  till  all  commend.  Pope, 

Beauties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 
Charms  strike  the  sight,  but  merit  wins  the  soul. 

Pope,  Rape  of  the  Look,  v.  34. 

Amongst  the  sons  of  men  how  few  are  known 
Who  aare  be  just  to  merit  not  their  own. 

Churchill,  JEp,  to  Hogarth,  1. 

In  this  perverted  age, 
Who  most  deserve,  can  t  always  most  engage ; 
So  far  is  worth  for  making  glory  sure, 
It  often  hinders  what  it  should  procure.  Young, 

Let  high  birth  triumph !    What  can  be  more  great  P 
Nothing — ^but  merit  m  a  low  estate,  Yonng, 


I  sat  upon  a  promontory, 
And  heard  a  mermaid,  on  a  dolphin's  back, 
Uttering  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  brealliy 
That  the  rude  sea  grew  civil  at  her  song ; 
And  certain  stars  snot  madly  firom  their  spheres, 
To  hear  the  8ea*maid's  music.  Sh.  Mid.  N.  u*.  2. 
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VITA7SYSICS. 


The  matlieinatics  and  the  metaphysics, 

FaU  to  them  as  jou  find  your  stomach  serres  roti. 

iSA.  Tarn.  8. 1. 1. 


Gone— like  a  meteor,  that  overhead 
Suddenly  shines,  and  ere  weVe  said 

*'  Look  !  look,  how  beaatiM  T'— 'tis  fled !  T.  JloarS. 

MnSOBOLOGY. 
Careful  observance  may  foretell  the  hoar. 
By  sure  prognostics,  when  to  dread  a  shower.  Swi/i. 

XETH0DI8T8— M9  Disaenten,  Hypocrisy,  PiMhytflriaiif ,  Paritaas, 
Saints. 

He  saw  an  old  acquaintance 

As  he  passed  by  a  Methodist  meeting ; 

She  holds  a  consecrated  key, 

And  the  Deyil  nods  her  a  greeting. 

She  turned  up  her  nose,  and  said, 

"  Arannt  1  my  name's  Seligion !" 

And  she  looked  to  Mr. , 

And  leered  like  alore-sick  pigeon.  CoUridge,  DeoiVs  WalktTii. 
MEIBE— M»  Hexameter,  Pentameter,  Poetry,  Ehythm,  Yene. 

These  equal  syllables  alone  require. 

Though  oft  the  ear  the  open  vowels  tire. 

While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  join, 

And  ten  low  words  oft  creep  in  one  dull  line.  Pop0,^.Cn.34i. 

In  the  hexameter  rises  the  fountain's  silvery  column ; 
In  the  pentameter  aye  falling  in  melody  back. 

Colendge,  The  Ovidian  Slegiae  Metre, 
KJUmOiBt—tee  Kight. 
The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve : — 
Lovers  to  bed ;  'tis  almost  fairy  time.  8h.  Mid.  iV.  v.  1. 

'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night ; 

"When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 

Contagion  to  this  world.  Sh,  Ham.  iii.  2. 

Tis  midnight : — on  the  mountains  brown 

The  cold  round  moon  shines  deeply  down ; 

Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sk^ 

Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  mgh. 

Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light. 

So  wildly,  spiritually  bright.        Byron,  Si^e  ofOorinih,  xi. 

This  dead  of  midnight  is  the  noon  of  thought* 
And  wisdom  mounts  her  zenith  with  tiie  stars. 

Mrs.  Barbcmldf  A  Summer  JSvemnff^s  Meditation. 


SM  ViBiriGHT  OIL— )aiiD, 

xmnoHT  OIL. 

Whence  is  thy  leamine  P    Hath  thy  toil 
O'er  books  eonsumed  uie  midnight  oil  P 

Gajf,  Slupherd  and  JFkiloiojpher, 

Sleepicss  themselres  to  give  their  readers  sleep. 

I^ope^  J}uneiadf  l,  94 
MILDHS88. 

His  probity  and  mildness  shows 

His  care  oi  friends,  and  scorn  of  foes.  Jddis<m, 

IdliinAr— iM  Boldiars. 

Bow  in  fields  the  rude  Militia  swarms ; 
•  Moolhs  without  hands :  maintained  at  vast  expense. 

In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence  ; 

Stoat  once  a  month  they  march,  a  blustering  band^ 

An  A  erer,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand. 

Dnfden^  Cymon  and  Iphigenia,  400. 

MILTOir. 

Three  poets,  in  three  distant  ages  bom, 

Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 

The  first,  in  loftiness  of  thought  suipass'd ; 

The  next,  in  majesty ;  in  botn,  the  last. 

The  force  of  nature  could  no  fiorther  go ; 

To  make  a  third,  she  join'd  the  former  two. 

Dryden^  Lines  under  MiltoiCe  Picture^ 

Ages  elapsed  ere  Homer's  lamp  appear*d. 

And  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard ; 

To  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  before. 

To  give  a  Milton  bizth,  ask'd  ages  more. 

Cowper,  Table  Talk,  557. 

lOVD — tee  Appard,  ConsolatioB. 

It  is  the  mind  that  maketh  good  or  ill. 

That  maketh  wretch  or  happy,  rich  or  poor. 

denser.  Fairy  Queen,  Tl»  9. 

The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 

Can  make  a  heav'n  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heav'n.  Milton,P.L.i.2o4u 

To  subdue  the  unconquerable  mind, 

To  make  one  reason  have  the  same  eficct 

Upon  all  apprehensions ;  to  force  this 

Or  this  man,  just  to  think  as  thou  and  I  do. 

Impossible !  unless  souls  were  alike 

In  all,  which  differ  now  like  human  faces.  Bowe^ 

Strength  of  mind  is  exercise,  not  rest.  Pope,  MM.  ^.ii.IOi. 

Constant  attention  wears  the  active  mind. 
Blots  out  her  pow'rs,  and  leaves  a  blank  behind. 

Churehill,  Ep,  to  Sogarik, 
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The  firtt  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  liealth. 
Is  rest  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  home. 

Young,  y.  T.  viii.  923L 
Different  minds 
Incline  to  different  objects  ;  one  pursues 
The  Tast  alone,  the  wonderful,  the  wild ; 
Another  sighs  for  harmony  and  grace. 
And  gentlest  beauty.  Akenside. 

The  immortal  mind  superior  to  its  fate. 

Amid  the  outrage  of  external  things. 

Firm  as  the  sohd  base  of  this  great  world, 

Sests  on  its  own  foundation.    JJcefuidcy  Plea,  of  Imagin.  ii. 

For  just  experience  tells,  in  ey'ry  soil. 

That  those  who  think  must  goyem  those  that  toil ; 

And  all  that  freedom's  highest  aims  can  reach 

Is  but  to  lay  proportion'd  loads  on  each.  Goldsmith,  Traveller* 

The  gaudy  glass  of  fortune  only  strikes 

The  Yul^  eye ;  the  suffrage  of  the  wise, 

The  praise  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attain'd 

By  sense  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind.    Armstrong,  Art  P.  J51 

Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  'tis  in  Tain 

We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey — 

The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way.   Bgron,  D,  J»  v.  110. 

The  mind  doth  sha^  itself  to  its  own  wants, 

And  can  bear  all  thmgs.  Joanna  Baillie,  Manner,  y.  2. 

The  mind  within  me  panted  after  mind. 

The  spirit  sigh'd  to  meet  a  kindred  spirit. 

And  in  my  human  heart  there  was  a  void. 

Which  nothing  but  humanity  could  fill«  Jam6s  Montgomerg, 

He  wared  the  sceptre  o'er  his  kind. 

By  nature's  first  great  title — ^mind.   Crolgf  Pericles  and  Asp. 

mVIATUBSS. 

In  small  proportions  we  Just  beauties  see. 
And  in  short  measure  hie  may  perfect  be. 

JB.  Jonson,  Chod  Life  and  Long  Xf^. 


A  mirade,  with  miracles  endoaed* 

Is  man ;  and  starts  his  faith  at  what  is  strange  P 

What  less  than  wonders  from  the  Wonderful; 

What  less,  than  miracles  from  Grod  can  flow  P 

Admit  a  Gk>d — ^that  mystery  supreme. 

That  Cause  uncaused,  all  other  wonders  cease.  Yonng^ 

C  c 


IM  MXBTH. 

XZXXX— iM  C»n,  Charaeter,  ChMrftilDeM. 

A  meirier  man. 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  spent  an  hour's  talk  withal : 
His  eye  begets  occasion  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch* 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moring  jest.  Sh,  Love*sL.L,7, ii»h 

More  merry  tears 
The  passion  of  loud  laughter  never  shed,      Sh,  Mid.  N,  v.  1. 

I  had  rather  have  a  fool  to  make  me  merzy. 

Than  experience  to  make  me  sad.  Sh,  As  Y.  L,  it.  1. 

'Tis  ever  common, 
That  men  are  merriest  when  they  are  from  home. 

Sh,  Sen,  r,  u  2, 
And  if  you  can  be  menr  then,  I'll  say 
A  man  may  weep  upon  nis  wedding-clay.  Sh,  Sen,  riii,  Prol, 

Sport,  that  wrinkled  care  derides. 

And  laughter  holding  both  his  sides.    Milton,  L* Allegro,  31. 

Come  thou  goddess  fair  and  free. 
In  heav'n  ydep'd  Euphrosyne, 
And  by  men,  hefurt-easing  mirth.  Milton,  L* Allegro, 

Haste  thee  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 

Jest  and  youthful  jollity, 

Qnips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles, 

Noos  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles.  Milton,  L* Allegro,  25. 

Come,  and  trip  it  as  you  go, 

On  the  light  fantastic  toe.  Milton,  L^  Allegro, 

These  delights,  if  thou  canst  give, 

Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live.  Milton.  V Allegro. 

Let  mirth  go  on,  let  pleasure  know  no  pause ; 

But  iill  up  every  minute  of  this  day.  Rowe,  Fair  Pen* 

For  ever  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  fun. 

The  laughing  herald  of  the  harmless  pun.  Byron* 

0  mirth  and  innocence  !  O  milk  and  water  ! 
Ye  happy  mixtures  of  more  happy  days  \ 
In  these  sad  centuries  of  sin  ana  slaughter, 
Abominable  man  no  more  allays 

His  thirst  with  such  pure  beverage.    No  matter ; 

1  love  you  both,  and  Doth  shall  have  my  praise.  Byron. 

And  yet,  methinks,  the  older  that  one  grows. 

Inclines  us  more  to  laugh  than  scold,  tho'  laughter 

Leaves  us  so  doubly  serious  shortly  after.        Byron,  Bep^. 

O  !  spirits  gay,  and  kindlj  heart ! 

Precious  the  blessing  ye  impart.  Joanna  Baillie. 


lOBTH^inssBa.  887 

O,  miscbief  I  thoa  art  swift 
To  enter  in  the  thonghts  of  desperate  men  1     54.  Bam.  y.  1 . 
To  mourn  a  miscluef  that  is  past  and  gone. 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on.  Sk.  OUk.  i.  3. 

He  that  may  hinder  mischief. 
And  yet  peimits  it,  is  an  a,cces8ory.  I^reewtan,  ImperiaL 

As  kmps  bum  silent,  with  unoonscioas  light. 

So  modest  ease  in  beanty  shines  most  bright ; 

Unaiming  charms  with  ed^e  resistless  fall, 

And  she  who  means  no  mischief,  does  it  all.         Aaron  JHUL 

When  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will. 

How  soon  they  find  fit  instruments  of  ill !  Pape^  Sape, 


He  that  toils  and  labours  hard 

To  gain,  and  what  he  gets  has  spared, 

Is  fram  the  use  of  all  debarr'd. 

And  though  he  can  produce  more  spankers. 

Than  tJl  the  usurers  and  bankers. 

Yet  after  more  and  more  he  hankers ; 

And  after  all  his  pains  are  done^ 

Has  nothing  he  can  call  his  own. 

But  a  mere  liyeUhood  alone.  JStUUr,  JETudihras. 

Go,  miser !  go ;  for  lucre  sell  thy  soul ; 

Truck  wares  for  wares,  and  truage  from  pole  to  pole. 

That  men  may  say,  when  thou  art  dead  and  gone. 

See  what  a  yast  estate  he  left  his  son.  Dnfden, 

But  the  base  miser  stanres  amidst  his  store. 

Broods  o*er  his  gold,  and  griping  still  at  more. 

Sits  sadly  pining,  and  belieyes  he's  poor.  Dryden, 

'Tis  strange  the  miser  should  his  care  employ 

To  gain  those  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy*     Pop^,  M*  B.  ly.  1- 

The  aged  man,  that  coffers  up  his  gold. 

Is  plagued  with  cramps,  and  gouts,  and  painful  fits. 

And  scarce  hath  eyes  his  treasure  to  behold ; 

But  like  stiU-pining  Tantalus  he  sits. 

And  useless  bams  the  haryest  of  his  wits ; 

Haying  no  other  pleasure  of  his  gjain, 

But  torment  that  it  cannot  cure  ms  pain.     Pope,  Bape  ofL. 

The  miser  true 
Stanres  'midst  his  plenty,  from  the  slayish  fear 
Of  wasting  what  he  heaps.  H.avard» 

c  c  2 
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mBKM    eonUmied, 
Who,  lord  of  miDioiis,  trembles  for  Iiis  store. 
And  fesrs  to.giye  a  farthin|ir  to  the  poor ; 
Proclaims  that  pexraiy  wOl  be  his  fate  I 
Andt  scowling,  looks  on  Charity  with  hate.       Peter  Pindar, 

Whjr  call  the  miser  miserable  P  as 
I  said  before  :  the  frugal  life  is  his. 
Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 
The  theme  of  praise :  a  hermit  wonld  not  miss 
Canonisation  K>r  the  selfsame  cause— 
And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  austerities  ! 
SecausOy  you'll  say,  noug;ht  calls  for  such  a  trial ; 
Then  there's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial.  Byron,D.J.  xii.7. 
UBERY— «M  AdTsrsity. 
Misexy  aquaints  a  man  with  strange  bedfellows.  Sh.Temp,iu2* 

Famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 
J^eed  and  oppression  starreth  in  thine  eyes, 
Contempt  and  beggair  hang  upon  thy  back  ; 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law.  8h,Bom,x,\, 

Misery  is  trodden  on  by  many ; 
And,  being  low,  never  relieyed  by  any.   Sk.  Ten.  ^  Ad,  707. 

I  am  the  centre  of  all  miseries  : 

What  wander  from  me,  leave  their  proper  places. 

Crovm,  Darius. 
Ill  give  thee  misery,  for  here  she  dwells ; 
This  is  her  house,  where  the  Sun  never  dawns ; 
The  bird  of  night  sits  screaming  o*er  the  roof: 
Grim  spectres  sweep  along  the  norrid  gloom. 
And  nought  is  heard  but  wailings  and  uunentings.         Bawe. 

lOBFOBTUHE—M^  Borrow. 

What  greater  ills  have  the  heavens  in  store. 

To  couple  coming  harms  with  sorrows  past.  Sidney, 

One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 

So  fast  they  foUow.  Sh,  Ham,  iv.  7. 

Nothing  is  a  misery. 
Unless  our  weakness  apprehend  it  so : 
We  cannot  be  more  faitnAil  to  ourselves. 
In  anything  that's  manly,  than  to  make 
Ill-fortune  as  contemptiDle  to  us 
As  it  makes  us  to  others. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Honest  Man^i  Fortune, 

Whex^  one  is  past,  another  care  we  have ; 

Thus  woe  succeeds  a  woe,  as  wave  a  wave.  Herrick,  Ap*  287* 
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Misfortune  brings 
Sorrow  enoQ^H :  TKs  envy  to  ourselves. 
To  augment  it  by  prediction.    Hahington,  Queen  of  Arragon, 

Alas !  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train. 

And  oft  in  life  form  one  perpetual  chain ; 

Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend. 

Till  life  and  sorrow  meet  one  common  eudLToung,F,ofIt.i.2i^Q* 

Who  hath  not  known  ill-fortune,  never  knew 

Himself  or  his  own  virtue.  Mallet, 

Misfortune  does  not  always  wait  on  vice, 

Kor  is  success  the  constant  guest  of  virtue,    ffaoardt  BeguL 

MISSAL. 

Profuse  in  eamiture  of  wooden  cuts, 
Strange  ana  uncouth ;  dire  faces,  figures  dire, 
Sharp*knee'd,  sharp-elbow'd,  and  lean  ancled  too. 
With  long  and  ghostly  shanks,^ forms  which,  once  seen. 
Could  never  be  forgot.  Wordsworth. 


How  didst  thou  dare  to  think  that  I  would  live 

A  slave  to  base  desires  and  brutal  pleasures ; 

To  be  a  wretched  woman  for  thy  leisure, 

To  toy  and  waste  an  hour  of  idle  time  with  P  Howe,  Fair  Pen, 

Have  I  not  set  at  nought  my  noble  birth, 

A  spotless  fame,  and  an  unblemish'd  race, 

The  peace  of  innocence  and  pride  of  virtue  ? 

My  prodi£[ality  has  given  thee  all. 

And,  now  I've  nothing  left  me  to  bestow. 

You  hate  the  wretched  bankrupt  you  have  made.  Ib.Fait  Pen, 

1Q8ZBVST— «M  Candour,  Doubt. 
By  a  divine  instinct  men's  minds  mistrust 
Ensuing  dangers ;  as  by  proof  we  see 
The  waters  swell  before  a  boisterous  storm.  Sh,  Bic,  in.  n«  3. 

XOB— ««0  Domagoguoi,  Xaltitiide,  Popnlaeo,  BabUe. 

Kings,  queens,  lords,  ladies,  knights,  and  damsels  gent. 

Were  hean'd  together  with  the  ^gar  sort. 

And  mingled  with  the  raskall  rabblement. 

Without  respect  of  person  or  of  port.  Spencer,  l^.Q.  3.  xi.  46. 

You  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 

Whv  they  are  so,  but,  like  to  village  curs. 

Baric  when  their  fellows  do.  Sh.  Hen,  vm.  ii.  4. 


HOB. 

WhAt  would  yon.  ha.ve,  yon  can. 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war  .■*  the  one  affrights  jon, 
The  cither  maket  jon  prond.    He  that  tniite  yon. 
Where  he  Bhoiild  find  jon  lions,  finda  yon  hue* ; 
Where  foies,  Keeae  :  jon  are  no  Burer,  no, 
niaB  is  the  coil  of  fire  npon  the  ice. 
Or  hvlitone  in  the  snn.  Si.  CorUl.  I.  1. 


And  what  deliffht  to  be  by  such  eitoll'd. 

To  lire  npon  their  tonsncs,  and  be  their  talk. 

Of  whom  to  bediapraia  dwere  no  imallpraiaePJfiQ.  P.£.iii.5a 

And  lince  the  rabble  now  \»  onn. 

Keep  the  fooli  hot,  preach  dangera  in  their  ean  ; 

Spreiad  false  reports  o'  the  Senate ;  working;  up 

lleir  madness  to  a  fiuj  qnick  and  desp'rate ; 

TiSl  they  nm  headloD)^  into  ciril  discorde, 

And  do  onr  hnsiness  with  their  own  destruction. 

The  scum        Ot«"'S'  Caiiu  MarliuM. 
That  rises  upmost,  when  the  nation  boils.  Ifrydea,  Doa.  Seb. 
The  captain  of  the  rabble  iaan'd  out 
With  a  black  ahirtlsis  train :  each  was  an  host ; 
A  million  strong  of  Temin,  eveiy  villain 
No  part  of  goTemment,  bnt  lords  of  anarchy. 
Chaos  of  power,  and  privileg'd  destruction ; 
Outlaws  of  Natnre  !  yet  the  great  must  nsc  'cm 
Sometimes  as  necessary  tools  of  tumult.      Drydea,  Son.  Seb. 
The  giddy  mJgar,  as  their  fancies  guide. 
With  noise  say  nothing,  and  in  parts  divide.  Dryien. 

Some  popular  chief, 
More  noisy  than  the  rest,  but  cries  halloo, 
And  in  a  laice  the  bellowing  herd  come  out ; 
The  gates  are  barr'd,  the  ways  are  banicado'd : 
And  one  and  all's  the  word :  true  cocks  o'  th'  game  I 
Hiey  never  a(k  for  what,  or  whom  they  fight. 
But  torn  'em  out,  and  show  'em  but  a  foe, 
Cry  liberal  and  that's  a  cause  of  quarrel.  Drydai.Spem.Friar. 
All  upstarts,  insolent  in  place, 

Benund  US  of  their  vnlgar  race.  Gay,  Fable  1. 14. 

And  the  bmte  crowd,  whose  cnvions  seal 
Husias  each  turn  of  Fortune's  wheel, 
And  loudest  shouts  when  lowest  lie 
Exalted  worth  and  station  high.  8wtl,  Sektby,  ti.  26. 
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WLo  o'er  the  herd  would  wiiih  to  reign. 

Fantastic,  fickle,  fierce,  and  Tain ! 

Vain  as  the  leaf  upon  the  stream. 

Fantastic  as  a  woman's  mood. 

And  fickle  as  a  changeftd  dream ; 

And  fierce  as  Frenzy's  fever'd  blood. 

Thou  many-headed  monster-thing, 

O  who  woSold  wish  to  be  thy  kingl     Seoit,  Lad^f  qf  L.  v.  30, 

'Tis  ever  thus :  indulgence  spoils  the  base ; 

Baising  up  pride,  and  lawless  turbulence. 

Like  noxious  yapours  from  the  fulsome  marsh 

When  morning  shines  upon  it.  Joa.  Baillie,  Basil,  ii.  3. 

JfODKRATIOir. 

I'd  haye  you  sober  and  contain  yourself, 

Not  that  your  sail  be  bigger  than  your  boat ; 

But  mod'rate  your  expenses  now,  at  first. 

As  you  may  keep  the  same  proportion  stilL  •        Ben  Jon$on^ 

In  moderation  placing  all  my  elory. 
While  tories  call  me  whig,  ana  whigs  a  tory. 
XODESTT— M0  Beauty.  Pope,  Imit,  ofSoraee,  i.  2.  67- 

It  is  the  witness  still  of  excellency, 
To  put  a  strange  face  on  his  own  perfection.  Bh.  M,  Ado,  ii.  3. 

Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  modesty. 

8h.  Men.  vi,  3,  iii.  2. 
The  blushing  beauties  of  a  modest  maid.  Dry  den,  Ovid, 

The  maid  who  modestly  conceals 

Her  beauties  while  she  hides,  reveals ; 

Give  but  a  glimpse,  and  fancy  draws 

Whate'er  the  Grecian  Venus  was.  JS.Moore,  Spider  ^Bee,  19. 

That  modest  grace  subdued  my  soul. 

That  chastity  of  look  which  seems  to  hang 

A  veil  of  purest  light  o'er  all  her  beauties. 

And  by  forbidding  most  inflames  desire.  Yountf. 

Thy  modesty's  a  candle  to  thy  merit.   Fielding,  Tom  Th.  i.  :2. 

Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn. 

Ooldsmitk,  Deserted  Village,  329. 

XOVET— M0  Avariee,  Cormption,  Gold,  laeoine,  Lore,  BiohM.   ^ 
If  money  go  before,  all  ways  lie  open.         Sk.  Mer.  W,  n.  2. 

Oh,  what  a  world  of  yile,  ill-fayour'd  faults 

Looks  handsome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a  year  I   Ih,  iii.  4i 
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Their  lore 
Lies  in  theirpnrses ;  and  wlioso  empties  tliem, 
Bj  80  mnch  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate.  Sh.  Ble.  zr.  ii.2. 

^  This  yellow  slave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  bless  the  accnrs'd ; 
Make  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd ;  place  thieves. 
And  gire  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation. 
With  senators  on  the  bench.  8h.  lUmm,  iv.  3. 

Get  money ;  stiU  get  m<mey,  boy; 

IXo  matter  by  what  means.  Ben  Jontont  JEvery  M.  in  iisS,  ii.  3. 

That  I  might  live  alone  once  with  my  gold. 

O,  'tis  a  sweet  companion !  kind  ana  true : 

A  man  may  tniift  it  when  his  father  cheats  him, 

Protber,  or  friend,  or  wife.    O  wondrons  pelf. 

That  which  makes  all  men  false,  is  true  itself. 

JBen  Janson,  SU  Ckite  is  cUlered^ 
When  all  birds  else  do  of  their  music  fail. 
Money's  the  still  sweet  nightingale.  Herrick,  Aph,  133. 

Tho'  love  be  all  the  world's  pretence. 

Money's  the  mythologic  sense.  Butler,  Hud.  2,  i.  444. 

For  what  is  worth  in  anything. 

But  so  much  money  as  'twiU  bring  ?     Butler,  Hud,  2,  i.  465. 

Lord  !  what  an  am'rous  thing  is  want ! 

How  debts  and  mortgages  enchant ! 

What  graces  must  that  lady  have. 

That  can  from  execution  save ! 

What  charms,  that  can  reverse  extent. 

And  null  decree  and  exigent ! 

What  magical  attracts  and  graces. 

That  can  redeem  from  scire  facias.     Butler,  Hud.  3,  i.  1031. 

'Tis  true  we've  money,  th*  only  power 

That  all  mankind  falls  down  before.  Butler,  3,  ii.  1327. 

How  melancholy  are  my  poor  breeches  ;  not  one  chink  ? 

Farquhar,  Twin  Rivals,  i. 
Trade  it  may  help,  society  extend. 
But  lures  the  pirate,  and  corrupts  the  firiend : 
It  raises  armies  in  a  nation's  aid, 
But  bribes  a  senate,  and  a  land's  betray 'd.  Bope,  M,  B,  iii.29. 

Get  place  and  wealth,  if  possible  with  grace ; 
If  not,  by  any  means  get  wealth  and  place. 

Bope,  Imit.  Hor.  i.  1103. 
My  friend,  get  money ;  get  a  large  estate 
By  honest  means,  but  get — at  any  rate.  Brancis,  Hor,  1. 1.93. 
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XQVXT— fOff/miMK/. 

Kill  a  man's  family,  and  he  may  brook  it. 

But  keep  your  hands  out  of  his  breeches'  pocket. 

JBwron,  D.  J,  X.  79. 
X0HTH8. 

Thirty  days  hath  September, 

April,  June,  and  Noyember, 

February  hath  twenty-eight  alone. 

All  the  rest  have  thirty  and  one, 

Except  in  leap-year,  then's  the  time. 

When  February's  days  are  twenty -nine.  Moore* 9  Almanack. 
If OVUIGBHT. 

Where  London's  column,  pointing  to  the  skies 

Like  a  tall  bully,  lifis  the  nead  and  hes.  Pope.  Jf.  E.  iii.  339. 

XOOH— «<•«  Kight 
The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough. 
If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon.  8h,  Ham.  i.  3. 

That  silent  moon,  that  silent  moon, 

Careering  now  through  cloudless  skr. 

Oh  !  who  shall  tell  what  raried  scenes 

Hare  passed  beneath  her  placid  eye. 

Since  first  to  light  this  wayward  earth 

She  walk'd  in  tranquil  beauty  forth.  Donne. 

Now  glow'd  the  firmament 
With  Hying  sapphires ;  Hesperus,  that  led 
The  starry  host,  rode  brightest ;  till  the  moon 
Siding  in  clouded  majesty,  at  length, 
Apparent  queen,  unyeil'd  her  peerless  light. 
And  o'er  the  dark  her  silyer  mantle  threw.  3fi7<on,P.Z.iy.605. 

The  queen  of  night,  whose  large  command 

Itules  all  the  sea,  and  half  the  land. 

And  oyer  moist  and  crazy  brains. 

In  high  spring  tide,  at  midnight  reigns. 

Was  now  declining  to  the  west, 

To  go  to  bed,  and  tdke  her  rest.  JBuiler,  Hud.  3, 1. 1321. 

Soon  as  the  eyening  shades  prevail, 

The  moon  takes  up  the  wonorous  tale. 

And  nightly  to  the  listening  earth, 

Bepeats  the  story  of  her  birth ; 

While  all  the  sttfs  that  round  her  bum. 

And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn 

Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 

And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole.  Addison,  OdB, 
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XOOK — eontinutd. 

The  Queen  of  NigU 
Shines  fair  with  all  her  virgin  stars  aboat  her. 

Otway,  Caius  Mariiua, 
The  moon  enchants  the  watery  world  below. 
Wakes  the  still  seas,  and  makes  them  ebb  and  flow.        Lee. 

As  when  the  moon,  ];efnlgent  lamp  of  night, 

O'er  Heaven's  clear  azure  spreads  her  sacred  light. 

When  not  a  breath  disturbs  the  deep  serene. 

And  not  a  cloud  o'ercasts  the  solemn  scene ; 

Around  her  throne  the  yivid  planets  roll. 

And  stars  unnumber'd  gild  the  glowing  pole ; 

O'er  the  dark  trees  a  yellow  Terdure  sued. 

And  tip  with  silver  every  mountain's  head ; 

Then  snine  the  vales,  the  rocks  in  prospect  rise, 

A  flood  of  glory  bursts  through  all  the  skies.  Fope. 

So  when  the  sun's  broad  beams  have  tired  the  sights 

All  mild  ascends  the  moon's  more  sober  light ; 

Serene  in  virgin  modesi^  she  shines. 

And,  unobserved,  the  glaring  orb  declines.  Pope, 

Meanwhile  the  moon. 
Full  orb'd,  and  breaking  through  the  scatter'd  clouds. 
Shows  her  broad  visage  in  the  crimson  east, 
Tum'd  to  the  sun,  directs  her  spotted  disk. 
Where  mountains  rise,  umbrageous  dales  descend. 
And  caverns  deep,  as  oblique  ^bes  descry 
A  smaller  earth,  gives  all  his  blase  again, 
Void  of  its  flame,  and  sheds  a  softer  day.  Thomson,  Summer 

The  devil's  in  the  moon  for  mischief ;  they 

Who  call'd  her  chaste,  methinks,  beffan  too  soon 

Their  nomenclature  :  there  is  not  a  day. 

The  longest,  not  the  twenty-flrst  of  June, 

Sees  half  the  business  in  a  wicked  way 

On  which  three  single  hours  of  moonshine  smile-* 

And  then  she  looks  so  modest  all  the  while.  Byron,  D,J,  1. 113. 

The  silver  light,  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower. 

Sheds  beauty  and  deep  softness  o*er  the  whole, 

Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o'er  it  throws 

A  loving  languor  which  is  not  repose.      Byronf  D,  J,  r.  114. 

The  moon  arose ;  she  shone  upon  the  lake. 

That  lay  one  smooth  expanse  of  silver  light ; 

She  shone  upon  the  hills  and  rocks,  and  cast 

tJpon  their  hollows  and  their  hidden  glens 

A  blacker  depth  of  shade.  Southey^  Madoe. 
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XOOK— MfKmtMf. 
How  like  a  qaeen  comes  foriih  the  loTely  moon 
From  the  slow  opening  curtains  of  the  clouds  ; 
Walking  in  beauty  to  ner  midnight  throne ! 
The  stars  are  veil  d  in  light :  the  ocean-floods, 
And  the  ten  thousand  streams,  the  boundless  woods. 
The  trackless  wilderness,  the  mountain's  brow, 
Where  winter  on  eternal  pinions  broods. 
All  heiffht,  depth,  wildness,  grandeur,  gloom  below, 
Touch'a  by  thy  sxmle,  lone  moon !  in  one  wild  splendour  glow. 

XORAUTT.  ^''•^(y- 

1  find  the  doctors  and  the  sages 

Have  difler'd  in  all  climes  and  ages, 

And  two  in  fifty  scarce  agree 

On  what  is  pure  morality.  T,  Moore, 

XOSVniO— JM  Bawn. 

See  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates. 

And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  sun ! 

How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 

Trimm'd  like  a  younker  prancing  to  nis  love ! 

8A,  Sen.  vi,  iir.  2,  1. 

But.  look,  the  mom,  in  russet  mantle  clad, 

Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hUl.    Sh,  Ham.  1. 1. 

Full  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 

Flatter  the  mountain  tops  with  sovereign  eye, 

Xissing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green. 

Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenljr  alchemy ; 

Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 

With  ugly  rack  on  his  celestial  face, 

And  from  the  forlorn  world  his  visage  hide, 

Stealing  unseen  to  west  with  this  disgrace.  Sh,  Son,  33. 

Lo,  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest. 

From  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  high. 

And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whose  silver  breast 

The  sun  ariseth  in  his  majesty ; 

Who  doth  the  world  so  gloriously  behold. 

That  cedar-tops  and  hills  seem  bumish'd  gold. 

Sh,  Venus  and  Adonis,  143. 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  mom,  her  rising  sweet, 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds.  Milton,  P.  L,  it.  642. 

l^ow  mom  her  rosy  steps  in  th'  eastern  clime 
Advancing,  sow'd  the  earth  with  orient  pearl 

Milton,  P,  L.  V.  !• 
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The  sun  had  long  since,  in  the  lap 

Of  Thetis,  taken  out  his  nan, 

And,  like  a  lobster  boil'd,  tne  mom 

From  black  to  red  began  to  turn.         Butler,  Hud,  2,  ii.  29. 

Behold  what  streaks 
Of  light  embroider  all  the  cloudy  east : 
Night's  tapers  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Upon  the  mountain-top  sits  gaily  dress'd. 
While  all  the  birds  brmg  music  to  his  levee.  Ottoay. 

The  morning  dawns  with  an  unwonted  crimson ; 

The  flowers  more  od'rous  seem ;  the  garden  birds 

Sing  louder,  and  the  laughing  sun  ascends 

The  gaudy  earth  with  an  unusual  brightness ; 

All  nature  smiles,  and  the  whole  world  is  pleased.  Lee,Cas.Bor, 

Sullen,  methinks,  and  slow  the  morning  breaks. 

As  if  the  sun  were  listless  to  appear. 

And  dark  designs  hung  heayy  on  the  day.  Dryden,DuJceofG> 

But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumult  fly ; 

The  sun,  emerging,  opes  the  azure  sky ; 

A  fresher  g[reen  the  smiline  leaves  display. 

And  glittering  as  they  tremble,  eheer  the  day.  Parnell,  B.^r. 

Now  flaming  up  the  heavens,  the  potent  sun 

Melts  into  limpid  air  the  high-raised  clouds. 

And  morning  fogs  that  hovered  round  the  hills 

In  party-colour'd  bands,  till  wide  unveil'd 

The  face  of  nature  shines,  from  where  earth  seems 

Yet  stretch'd  aroimd  to  melt  the  bending  sphere. 

O'er  yonder  eastern  hiU  the  twilight  pale   ^^ojiwcm,  Summer. 

Walks  forth  from  darkness ;  and  the  god  of  day, 

With  bright  Astreea  seated  hj  his  side. 

Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.  Akentide,  PL  Im, 

Now  mi^hl^  nature  bounds  us  from  her  birth. 

The  sun  is  m  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth  ; 

Flowers  in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam, 

Health  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream.  Byron,  Lara, 

Night  wanes — the  vapours,  round  tbe  mountains  curl'd. 
Melt  into  mom,  and  light  awakes  the  world.     Byron,  Lara. 

The  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom. 

With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  bloom. 

Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playful  scorn. 

And  living  as  if  earth  contain'd  no  tomb, — 

And  glowmg  into  day.  Byron,  Ch.  Har,  ill.  98^ 
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Day  dawns,  the  twilight  gleam  dilates. 

The  sun  comes  forth,  and,  like  a  god, 

Bides  through  rejoicing  hearens.  Soutkey,  Tkdldham 

Day  glimmered  in  the  east,  and  the  white  moon 

finng  like  a  yaponr  in  the  cloudless  sky.  Movers,  Italy, 

XQBTAIITT— M«  lift. 

All,  that  in  this  world  is  great  or  gay, 
Doth,  as  a  rapour,  ranish  and  decay.  Spenser,  Suinto/Time* 

'Tis  but  an  hour  ago,  since  it  was  nine ; 

And,  after  one  hour  more,  'twill  be  eleven ; 

And  so,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe  and  ripe. 

And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot  and  rot.  Sk.  A*  Y.  L.  ii.  7. 

What  surety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  stay, 

When  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  clay.  Sh,  K.  John,Y.7^ 

Since  every  man  who  lives  is  bom  to  die. 

And  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity, 

With  equal  mind  what  happens  lot  us  bear, 

Nor  joy  nor  grieve  for  things  beyond  our  care*  Dry  den  ^ 

Who  breathes  must  suffer ;  and  who  thinks,  must  mourn ; 

And  he  alone  is  bless'd,  who  ne'er  was  bom. 

To  contempktion's  sober  eye,  ^'^'"''  Solomon^  in.  240. 

Such  is  the  race  of  man ; 

And  they  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly. 

Shall  end  where  they  began. 

Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay. 

But  flutter  through  life's  little  day.  Gray,  Ode  on  the  Spring. 

Like  bubbles  on  the  sea  of  matter  borne. 

They  rise,  they  break,  and  to  that  sea  return.  Po/»0,^.Jf.ui.l9. 

All  men  think  all  men  mortal  but  themselves. 

Youna  N.  T.  i.  424, 
From  Marlborough's  eyes  the  tears  of  dotage  flow. 
And  Swift  expires,  a  driveller  and  a  show. 

Johnson,  Van,  Sum.  Wishes,  317« 
'T^s  a  stem  and  a  startling  thing  to  think 
How  oft  mortality  stands  on  the  brink 
Of  its  gnve  without  any  misgiving : 
And  yet  in  this  slippery  world  of  strife. 
In  the  stir  of  human  bustle  so  rife. 
There  are  daily  sounds  to  tell  us  that  life 
It  dying,  and  death  is  living !  Mood,  Miss  KUmansegg. 
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XOBTALITT— AmtiNHMf. 
Bead,  ye  that  ran,  the  awfel  tnith , 
With  which  I  charge  mv  page ! 
A  worm  is  in  the  bad  or  youth. 
And  at  the  xoot  of  age.        Cavfper^  on  the  Bills  qf  Mortality, 

.  All  that's  bright  must  fade-* 
The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 
But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest.  21  Moore,  Nat.  Airs* 

Boses  bloom,  and  then  they  wither. 

Cheeks  are  bright,  then  faae  and  die  ; 

Shapes  of  light  are  wafted  hither. 

Then  like  visions  hurry  by.  J.  O.  Pereival,  {Am,). 

There  is  no  flock,  however  watched  and  tended, 
But  one  dead  lamb  is  there ! 
There  is  no  fireside,  howso'er  defended, 
But  has  one  vacant  chair.  Longfellow^  Resignation* 

XOTHEB — «M  AflboUon,  Parents,  Sons. 
There  is  a  sight  all  hearts  beguiling — 
A  youthful  mother  to  her  infant  smiling, 
Wno  with  spread  arms  and  dancing  feet. 
And  cooing  voice,  returns  its  answer  sweet. 

BaUlie,  Legend  of  Ladg  Oriseld  BaiUie. 
A  mother's  love — ^how  sweet  the  name ! 
What  is  a  mother's  love  P 
— ^A  noble,  npure,  and  tender  flame. 
Enkindled  from  above, 
To  bless  a  heart  of  earthly  mould ; 
The  warmest  love  that  can  grow  cold ; 
This  is  a  mother's  love.  James  Montgomery. 

Ah !  bless'd  are  they  for  whom,  'mid  all  their  pains, 

That  faithful  and  unalter'd  love  remains  : 

Who,  Hfe  wreok'd  round  them,  hunted  from  their  rest. 

And  by  all  else  forsaken  or  distress'd. 

Claim  m  one  heart,  their  sanctuary  and  shrine, 

As  I,  my  mother,  daim'd  my  place  in  thine !       Mrs,  Norton, 

There  are  smiles  and  tears  in  the  mother's  eyes, 
For  her  new-bom  babe  beside  her  lies ; 
Oh,  heaven  of  bliss  !  when  the  heart  o'erflows 
With  the  rapture  a  mother  only  knows !  Henry  Ware,  Jr.{Am.) 
XUTIVJBB. 
I  am  in  this  earthly  world ;  where,  to  do  harm, 
Is  often  laudable ;  to  do  good  sometime 
Accounted  dangerous  folly.  iSA.  Mach.  iv.  %• 
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X0UHTADI8 — tee  Alps,  Emni^. 

Monntama  hxve  faUen, 
LeaTing  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the  shock 
Booking  their  Alpine  brethren ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  Tallies  with  destmction's  splinters  ; 
Damming  the  rivers  with  a  sadden  dash, 
Which  crush'd  the  waters  into  mist,  and  made 
Their  fountains  find  another  channel.  JByron,  ManJHd. 

Mont  Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  mountains : 

They  crown'd  him  lon^  ago 

On  a  throne  of  rocks,  m  a  robe  of  clouds. 

With  a  diadem  of  snow, 

Around  his  waist  are  forests  brac'd. 

The  Ayalanche  in  his  hand.  Byron^  Manfred, 

He  who  first  met  the  highland's  swelling  blue. 

Will  lore  each  peak  that  shows  a  kindred  hue ; 

Hail  in  each  crag  a  friend's  familiar  face, 

And  clasp  the  mountain  in  his  mind's  embrace.  B^on,  Igland. 

MOXnrmAHK.  ^  i^j^  ingredients 

Are  a  sheep's  gall,  a  roasted  bit^sh's  marrow. 
Some  few  sod  earwigs,  pounded  caterpillars, 
A  little  capon's  grease,  and  fasting  spittle : 
I  know  them  to  a  dram.  Ben  Jonson,  Volpone. 

MOTTBXISQ^tee  Funeral,  Widows. 
Moderate  lamentation  is  the  right  of  the  dead ; 
Excessiye  grief  the  enemy  to  the  living.       8h.  AlVe  W,i.l, 

Po  not  for  ever,  with  thy  veiled  lids. 

Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust ; 

Thou  know  st  'tis  common ;  all  that  live,  must  die. 

Passing  through  nature  to  eternity.  Sh  JBLam.  i.  2. 

We  must  all  die ! 
AH  leave  ourselves,  it  matters  not  where,  when, 
Nor  how,  so  we  die  well :  and  can  that  man  that  does  so 
Need  lamentation  for  him  P  Beaumont  and  FleicJi,  Valentinian. 

Behold  the  turtle  who  has  lost  her  mate ; 

Awhile  with  drooping  wings  she  mourns  his  fate ; 

But  time  the  rueful  ima^e  wears  away. 

Again  she's  cheer'd,  agam  she  seeks  the  day.  Chy, 

Why  is  the  hearse  with  'scutcheons  blazon'd  round. 

And  with  the  nodding  plumes  of  ostrich  crown'd  ? 

No :  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain ; 

It  only  serves  to  prove  the  living  vain.  Oajf,  Trivia. 
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'Tis  impious  in  a  good  man  to  be  sad.     Younff,  N.  1\  iv, 679. 

O.  Tery  gloomy  is  the  House  of  Woe, 

Where  tears  are  falling  while  the  bell  is  knelling. 

With  all  the  dark  solemnities  which  show 

That  Death  is  in  the  dwelling ! 

O,  Tery,  yery  dreary  is  the  room 

Where  Lore,  domestic  Lore,  no  longer  nestles. 

But  smitten  by  the  common  stroke  of  doom, 

The  corpse  lies  on  the  trestles  !  Hood,  Haunted  Home, 

XOUTHni0 — 9ee  Oratory. 
He  mouths  a  sentence  as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 

Churchill,  Boseiadf  322. 

AULTHUDS— M»  Xob,  Popnlaoe. 

The  multitude  unaw'd  is  insolent ; 
Once  seiz'd  with  fear,contemptiblo  and  rAm.MallefyMusUipha. 

MUBDXR— «M  War. 

Safe  in  a  ditch  he  bides, 
With  twenty  trenched  gashes  on  his  head  ; 
The  least  a  death  to  nature.  Sh.  JiTacb.  iii.  4. 

Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is ; 

But  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural.       Sh.  Ham.  i.  5. 

Murder,  tho'  it  hare  no  tongue,  will  speak 
With  most  miraculous  organ.  Sh.  Ham*  i.  2. 

Foul  deeds  will  rise, 
Tho'  all  tho  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's  eyes.     16.  ii.  2. 

Is  there  a  crime 
Beneath  the  roof  of  hearen,  that  stains  the  soul 
Of  man,  with  more  infernal  hue,  than  damn'd 
Assassination.  Cibher,  CiBtar  in  JB^pt. 

Murder  may  pass  unpunish'd  for  a  time. 

But  tardy  justice  will  o'ertake  the  crime.  Dnfden,  Cock  Sf  Fox, 

Blood,  though  it  sleeps  a  time,  yet  never  dies : 

The  gods  on  murd'rers  fix  revengeful  eyes. 
WSVE—ne  Poetry.  Chapman,  TFtdaio*t  Tears, 

O,  for  a  muse  of  fire,  that  would  ascend 

The  brightest  heaven  of  invention.  Sh,  Hen,  r.  i.  Cho. 

XITBSS,  XHB  HIirjB. 

Calliope  the  deeds  of  heroes  sings ; 

Great  Clio  sweeps  to  history  the  strings ; 

Euterpe  teaches  mimes  their  silent  show ; 

Melpomene  presides  o'er  scenes  of  woe ; 
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Tenraichore  the  flute's  soft  power  displays ; 

Ana  Erato  giTes  hymns  the  gods  to  praise  ; 

Polymnia  inspires  melodious  strains  ; 

Urania,  wise,  the  starry  coarse  explains ; 

And  gay  Thali&'s  glass  points  out  where  folly  reigns. 

JRolUnp  Arts  and  Scieneet. 
XUBIC— M«  Bells,  Diseord,  Siaging. 
If  music  be  the  food  of  lore,  play  on, 
Giye  me  excess  of  it ;  that,  surfeiting. 
The  appetite  may  sicken,  and  so  die, — 
That  steain  again ;— >it  had  a  dying  &11 ; 
O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  ilke  the  sweet  south. 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 
Stealing  and  givmg  odour.  Sh.  T.  iW.  1. 1. 

Give  me  some  music;  music  moody  food 

Of  UB  that  trade  in  loye.  8h,  Ant.  Cleop.  ii.  6. 

How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  this  bank !  • 

Here  will  we  sit,  and  let  the  sounos  of  music 

Creep  in  our  ears :  soft  stillness,  and  the  night. 

Become  the  touches  of  sweet  luurmony.    8h»  M.  of  Ten,  y.  i. 

The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himself. 

Nor  is  not  moy'd  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds. 

Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils ; 

The  motions  of  his  spirit  are  dull  as  night, 

And  his  Sections  dark  as  Erebus : 

Let  no  such  man  be  trusted.  8A.  M,  qf  Ven.  y.  I. 

Orpheus'  lute  was  strung  with  poets'  sinews ; 

Whose  golden  touch  comd  soften  steel  and  stones ; 

Make  tigers  tame,  and  huge  leviathans 

Forsake  tmsounded  deeps  to  dance  on  sands.  8k.  Two  Q,  iii.2. 

When  gnping  grief  the  heart  doth  wound, 

And  doleful  £iinps  the  mind  oppress. 

Then  music,  with  her  silver  sound. 

With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress.  Sh,  Rom,  iv.  5. 

For  guts,  some  write,  ere  they  are  sodden. 

Are  nt  for  music,  or  for  pud  Jen ; 

From  whence  men  borrow  every  kind 

Of  minstrelsy,  by  string  or  wind.        Butler^  Hud,  I,  ii.  121. 

The  mellow  touch  of  music  most  doth  wound 
The  souli  when  it  doth  rather  sigh  than  sound. 

Merrieh,  Jpk.fff^ 
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KUnO—contimied. 
Can  any  mortal  mixture  of  eaith's  mould 
Sreathe  sack  dirine  enchanting  rayishment  P 
Snre  something  holy  lodges  in  that  breast. 
And  with  these  rsptares  mores  the  Tocal  air 
To  testify  his  hidden  residence.  Miliim,  CamuMt  244. 

Music  can  noble  hints  impart^ 

Engender  fnry,  kindle  lore ; 

With  unsuspected  eloquence  can  more. 

And  manage  all  the  man  with  secret  art.  AddUon. 

Music  hath  charms  to  soothe  the  savage  breast* 
To  soften  rocks,  or  bend  the  knotted  oak ; 
IVe  read  that  tilings  inanimate  hare  mov'd. 
And,  as  with  living  souls,  have  been  inform'd. 
By  magic  numbers  and  persuasiye  sound. 

Congreve,  Mourning  JBride,  1. 1. 

Music's  force  can  tame  the  furious  beast ; 

Can  make  the  wolf  or  foaming  boar  restrain 

His  ra^e ;  the  lion  drop  his  crested  main 

Attentive  to  the  song.  JPrior,  Solomon. 

Though  cheerfulness  and  I  hare  long  been  strangers. 

Harmonious  sounds  are  still  delightnil  to  me. 

There's  sure  no  passion  in  the  human  soul, 

But  finds  its  food  in  music.  IdllOf  Fatal  Curiosity, 

"By  music,  minds  an  equal  temper  know, 

^or  swell  too  high,  nor  sink  too  low : 

If  in  the  breast  tumultuous  joys  arise. 

Music  hor  soil  assuasive  voice  applies  ; 

Or,  when  the  soul  is  pres8*d  with  cares, 

Exalts  her  in  enliy'ning  airs.  Pope,  8t.  Cecilia's  Day. 

Music  the  fiercest  grief  can  charm. 

And  fate's  severest  rage  disarm. 

Music  can  soften  pain  to  ease, 

And  make  despair  and  madness  please  ; 

Our  joys  below  it  can  improve, 

And  antedate  the  bliss  above.  Pope^  8t,  Ceeilic^e  Day. 

Music  resembles  poetry ;  in  each 

Are  nameless  graces  wnich  no  methods  teach. 

And  which  a  master-hand  alone  can  reach.  Pope,  IS,  C.  1.143. 

Some  to  church  repair, 
Not  for  the  doctrine,  but  the  music  there.     Pope,  E.  C,  342. 
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HUilC    continued, 
O  Music,  sphere-deseended  maid* 
Friend  of  Measure,  wisdom's  aid  I         Collins^  Pa$nanM,  95. 

There  is  in  sonls  a  sympathy  with  sounds. 

And  as  the  mind  is  pitch'd,  the  ear  is  pleas'd 

With  melting  airs  or  martial,  brisk  or  grare  ; 

Some  chord  m  nnison  with  what  we  hear 

Is  touch'd  within  us,  and  the  heart  replies.  CkwpeTf  Task,  Ti.l. 

He  hears,  alas !  no  music  of  the  spheres. 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling.      Byron,  D.  J, 

There's  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ;  . 

There's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 

There's  music  in  all  tBngs,  if  men  had  ears ; 

There  earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres.  Byron,  D,J.  zr.  5. 

Soprano,  basso,  eren  the  oontra-alto 

msh'd  him  fire  fathom  under  the  Eialto.   Byron,  Beppo,  82. 

Of  all  the  arts  beneath  the  heaTen, 

That  man  has  found,  or  God  has  giyen. 

None  draws  the  soul  so  sweet  away. 

As  music's  melting,  mystic  lay ; 

Slight  emblem  of  the  oliss  abore. 

It  soothes  the  spirit  all  to  lore.  Jamei  Sogg, 

"  This  must  be  the  music,"  said  he,  **  of  the  spears. 

For  I'm  curst  if  each  note  of  it  doesn't  run  through  one !'' 

Moon^$  Fudge  Wamily,  5. 
Music !— oh !  how  faint,  how  weak. 
Language  fades  before  tliy  spell ! 
Why  should  feelins^  oyer  sneak. 
When  thou  cans't  breathe  ner  soul  so  well  P 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign— 
Loye's  are  eyen  more  fidse  than  they ; 
Oh !  'tis  only  music's  stnin 
Can  sweetly  soothe,  and  not  betray.  Tho$.  Moore. 

The  soul  of  music  slumbers  in  the  shell. 

Till  wak'd  and  kindled  by  the  master's  spell. 

And  feeling  hearts — ^touch  them  but  rightly — pour 

A  thousand  melodies  unhesord  before.    Bogers,  Human  lAfe, 

Music,  the  tender  child  of  rudest  times. 

The  gentle  natiye  of  all  lands  and  climes ; 

Who  hymna  alike  man's  cradle  and  his  graye, 

Lulls  the  low  cot,  or  peals  along  the  naye.  Hon.  Mrt.  Norton. 

B  9  2 
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See  to  the  desk  Apollo's  sons  repair :— 

Swift  rides  the  rosin  o'er  the  horse's  hair ; 

In  unison  their  rarioas  tones  to  tone, 

Muimors  the  hautboy,  growls  the  hoarse  bassoon  ; 

In  soft  vibrations  signs  the  whispering  lute ; 

Twang  goes  the  harpsichord,  too-too,  the  flute ; 

Brays  the  loud  trumpet ;  squeaks  the  fiddle  sharp : 

Winds  the  Frenoh-hom ;  and  twangs  the  tingling  harp. 

Music  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief,    ^V^^^^^  AddreiMet. 

£n»el8  diseases,  softens  every  pain. 

Subdues  the  rage  of  poison  and  of  plague.  ArtMtronff,A,P,jr. 

Age,  lEortality,  "^eiasitade. 


Thus,  sometimes  hath  the  brightest  day  a  doud : 

And  after  summer,  ever  more  succeeds 

Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold  ; 

So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  seasons  fleet  Sk.  H.  vi.  2,  ir.  4. 

The  flower  that  smiles  to-day. 

To-morrow  dies ; 

All  that  we  wish  to  stay. 

Tempts,  and  then  flies : 

What  is  this  worid's  delight  P 

Lightning,  that  mocks  the  night, 

Brief  even,  as  bright.  SheUey, 

When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  sickly  joys 

Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees, 

At  every  little  breath  misfortune  blows  ; 

"Till  left  (}uite  naked  of  their  happiness. 

In  the  chill  blasts  of  winter  they  expire ; 

This  is  the  common  lot.  Ttmng. 

Cloud  and  sunshine,  wind  and  weatiier. 

Sense  and  light  are  fleeting  fast ; 

Time  and  tide  must  flow  together. 

Life  and  dealh  will  soon  be  past.  J.  MotUgcmerjfm 

XYXTLB. 

The  myrtle  (ensign  of  supreme  command. 
Consigned  to  Yenus  by  Melissa's  hand). 
In  m^le  shades  oft  smgs  the  happy  swain. 
In  myrtle  shades  despairing  ghosts  complain. 
The  myrtle  crowns  the  happy  lover's  heads, 
Th'  uimappy  lovers'  graves  the  myrtle  spreads.** 
Soon  must  this  sprig,  as  you  shall  fix  its  doom. 
Adorn  Philander  s  head,  or  grace  hia  tomb. 

Dr,  Johruon,  on  a  Sprig  pretenUd  to  a  OetUleman* 
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Oottle,  DetrtetiflB,  7ame. 
What's  in  a  name  P    That  which  we  call  a  rose. 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet.        8k,  Bom.  ii.  2. 

The  honours  of  a  name  'tis  jost  to  guard ; 

Ther  are  a  trust  but  lent  ns,  which  we  take. 

Ana  should,  in  reyerence  to  the  donor's  fame. 

With  care  transmit  them  down  to  other  hands.  Shirley. 

What's  in  the  name  of  lord,  that  I  should  fear 

To  bring  my  grierence  to  the  public  ear  ?  CkurckilL 

Some  to  the  fascination  of  a  name 

Surrender  judgment  hoodwinked.  Cowper.  T<uh,ri.  101. 

Who  hath  not  owned,  with  rapture-smitten  frame. 

The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name  P  CompbeU,P.ff.n.6. 

My  hopes  are  with  the  dead ;  anon 

My  place  with  them  will  be. 

And  I  with  them  shall  travel  on 

Through  all  futurity : 

Yet  leaving  here  a  name,  I  trust. 

That  will  not  perish  in  the  dust.  Soutkey. 

Who  swerves  from  innocence,  who  makes  divorce 
Of  that  serene  companion — a  good  name, 
Secovers  not  his  loss ;  but  wuks  with  shame. 
With  doubt,  with  fear,  and  haply  with  remorse. 

WordtvKn'tkf  Sonnet. 
Oh  never  breathe  a  lost  one's  name 
To  those  who  call'd  that  name  their  own ; 
It  only  stirs  the  smouldering  flame 
Iliat  bums  upon  a  chamel  stone.  ^za  Cook. 

JTAPOLEOV. 

Where  is  he,  the  champion  and  the  child 
Of  all  that's  great  or  little,  wise  or  wild  P 
Whose  game  was  empires,  and  whose  stakes  were  thrones. 
Whose  table  earth — whose  dice  were  human  bones  P 

Byron,  Age  qf  Bronze^  ni.  49. 

VATUXS— M»  God. 
How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly. 
Its  tenderness,  and  make  itself  a  pastime 
To  harder  bosoms !  Sk,  WinU  Tale,  i.  2. 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin. 

8h.  TrnU,  ill.  3. 
How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  sparks  of  !N'ature ;  :Sh.  Umb.  iii.  3. 
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HATUBE— 0on<Miiftl. 
Nature  bath  made  nothing  so  base,  but  can 
Head  some  instraction  to  the  wisest  man.  -^^hs^  Crma^. 

JStLtxaBf  despairing  e'er  to  make  the  like. 

Brake  suddenly  the  mould  in  which  'twas  fashion'd. 

Moisinffer,  Parliamteut  tjf  Love,  T. 

In  contemplation  of  created  things 

Bj  steps  we  maj  ascend  to  God.  Hilton,  P.  X.  ▼.  51 L 

.  Bj  Tiewing  Nature,  Nature's  hand-maid,  art. 
Makes  mighty  things  from  smaU  beginnings  grow ; 
Thus  fishes  mrst  to  shipping  did  impart. 
Their  tail  the  rudder,  and  their  head  the  prow. 

Dryden,  Annus  IHrabilis. 
From  Nature's  constant  or  eccentric  laws. 
The  thoughtful  soul  this  general  inference  draws— 
That  an  effect  must  pre-suppose  a  cause.  Prior, 

How  mean  the  order  and  perfeetion  sought 
In  the  best  product  of  the  human  thou^t, 
Compar'd  to  the  great  harmonr  that  reigns 
In  wnat  the  spirit  of  the  world  ordains !      lb.  Solomon,  b.  1. 

Nature  in  her  productions,  slow,  aspires 

By  just  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  neight.  Somerviile,  Chaoe. 

To  build,  to  plant,  whaterer  you  intend, 

To  rear  the  column,  or  the  arch  to  bend, 

To  swdl  the  terrace,  or  to  sink  the  grot, 

In  all,  let  nature  never  be  forgot ; 

But  treat  the  goddess  like  a  modest  fair, 

Nor  overdress,  nor  leave  her  whoUy  bare. Pope,  M.  JS.  ir.  47. 

Eye  nature's  walks,  shoot  folly  as  it  flies, 

And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rise.  Pope,  JS.  M.  u  13* 

Lo !  the  poor  Indian — ^whose  untutor'd  mind 

Sees  Qoi  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind ; 

His  soul  proud  science  never  taught  to  stray 

Far  as  the  solar  walk  or  milky  way ; 

Yet  simple  nature  to  his  hope  has  given. 

Behind  the  cloud-topped  hiUs,  a  humbler  heav'n.    lb.  t.  90. 

First  follow  nature,  and  your  jud^ent  frame 

By  her  just  standard,  which  is  still  the  same  ; 

Unerring  nature,  still  divinely  bright, 

One  clear,  unchang'd,  and  universal  Hght, 

Life,  force,  and  beauty,  must  to  all  impart, 

At  once  the  source,  and  end,  and  test  of  art.  Pope,  JS.  C.  58, 
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JATUIH    nntmtud. 
He  wHo  stadies  natore's  laws, 
'From  certain  tmth  liis  maxim  draws.  Oay,  Fdbltu 

Each  mofls, 
Each  shell,  each  crawlim;  insect,  holds  a  rank 
Important  in  the  plan  or  Him  who  framed 
This  scale  of  heings ;  holds  a  rank  which,  lost, 
Wonld  break  the  chiun,  and  leave  behind  a  gap 
Which  Nature's  self  would  rue.  Thonuom. 

19^aturel  great  parent!  whose  unceasing  hand 

Holls  round  the  seasons  of  the  changeful  year ; 

How  mighty,  how  majestic  are  thy  works ! 

With  what  a  pleasing  dread  thej  swell  the  soul 

That  sees  astonish'd  1  and  astomsh'd  sings  I    lb.  fVinUr,  100. 

Oh,  Nature  I  wherefore,  Nature,  are  we  found 

One  contradiction  P  the  continual  sport 

Of  fighting  powers  P    Oh !  wherefore  hast  thou  sown 

Such  war  within  us,  such  unequal  conflict, 

Between  stem  reason  and  impetuous  passion  ?2^m«oji,i4^.i.l. 

Who  can  paint 
Like  Nature  P    Can  Imagination  boast, 
Amid  its  gaj  creation,  hues  like  hers  P 
Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matchless  skill. 
And  lose  them  in  each  other,  as  appears 
In  every  bud  that  blows  P  TUomson^  Spring^  405. 

The  liberal  hand  of  Nature 
Has  not  created  us,  nor  any  nation. 
Beneath  the  blessed  canopy  of  heaven. 
Of  such  midignant  clay,  out  each  may  boast 
Their  native  virtues  and  their  Maker  s  bounty.         Thwiuoiu 

Who  lives  to  Nature,  rarely  can  be  poor ;  j 

Who  lives  to  fancy  never  can  be  rich.  Young ^  K.  T.  vi« 

Man's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true ; 

Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few.  lb.  Love  ofJFame,  T« 

Go,  mark  the  matchless  working  of  the  power 

That  shuts  within  the  seed  the  future  flower : 

Bids  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel. 

In  colour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smell ; 

Sends  Nature  forth,  the  daughter  of  the  skies. 

To  dance  on  earth,  and  charm  all  human  eyes.  Cowpetf  Metu 

Lovelv  indeed  the  mimic  works  of  art, 

But  Nature's  works  far  lovelier*  Cotoper^  Teukf  i.  41U, 
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VATUBB — eonii$Mi»d. 
Liberal,  not  lansh,  is  kind  Nature's  Land  ; 
Nor  was  perfection  made  for  man  below. 
Yet  all  her  schemes  with  nicest  art  are  plan'd, 
Grood  counteracting  ill,  and  gladness  woe. 
With  gold  and  gems  if  Chilum  mountains  glow, 
If  hleSk  and  bsfren  Scotia's  hills  arise. 
There  plagne  and  poison,  lost  and  rapine  grow ; 
Here  peaceftd  are  the  Tales,  vnd  pure  the  sides. 
And  freedom  fires  the  sonl,  and  sparkles  in  the  ejes, 

JSeattie^  MiustrwL 
Some  kinder  casuists  are  pleased  to  aay. 
In  nameless  print,  that  I  nave  no  devotion ; 
But  set  those  persons  down  with  me  to  pray. 
And  you  shall  see  who  has  the  properest  notion 
Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way ; 
My  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  ocean* 
Earth,  air,  stars, — aU  that  spring  from  the  great  whole. 
Who  hath  produced,  and  will  receive  the  soul. 

Byron^  2>.  Jl  iii.  120. 
I  heard  the  sparrow's  note  from  heaven, 
Singing  at  dawn  from  the  alder  bough ; 
I  brought  him  home,  in  his  nest,  at  even ; 
He  sings  the  song,  but  it  pleases  not  now. 
For  I  brought  not  home  the  river  and  sky  ;— 
He  sang  to  my  ear, — ^they  sang  to  my  eye.  JBmerton. 

HAYieATIOV. 

!Rude  as  their  ships  was  navigation  then. 

No  useful  compass  or  meridian  known ; 

Coasting,  they  Kept  the  land  within  their  ken, 

And  knew  no  North  but  when  the  pole-star  shone.     Dtyden. 

HICB88IT7. 

Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may. 

The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day.    Sh,  Sam.  v.  1. 

The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strange. 

That  can  make  vile  things  precious.  Sh.  Lear,  iii.  2. 

He  must  needs  go  that  the  devil  drives.         8h,  AlU  W.  i.  3. 

Spirit  of  nature  I  aU  suffering  power. 

Necessity !  thou  mother  of  the  world  I     Shelley,  Q.  Mob,  ti. 

So  spake  the  fiend,  and  with  necessity. 

The  tyrant's  plea,  excused  his  de?ilisn  deeds. 

Milton,  P.  I.  IV.  803. 
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contitfved. 


Tia  necessitj 
To  whieh  the  fods  mmt  yield ;  and  I  obey. 
Till  I  redeem  it  by  some  glorious  way.  Beau,  if  FU  FaUeOne. 

When  fear  admits  no  hope  of  safety,  then 

Necessity  makes  dastards  raliant  men.      JSierrichf  Aph.  320. 

Strong  as  necessity  he  starts  away. 

Climbs  against  wrongs,  and  brigntens  into  day.  Savage. 

necBOXAVcfT. 

'Tis  said  that  words  and  signs  haye  power 

O'er  spirits  in  planetary  hoar ; 

Bat  scarce  I  praise  their  rentaroas  part 

Who  tamper  with  snch  dangerous  art.  Sir  Tf.  Scott, 

VBCTAS. 

One  sip  of  this 
Will  bathe  the  drooping  spirits  in  delight 
Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.  IfiUon,  Com,  813. 


In  this  perrerted  age. 
Who  most  deserres  can't  always  most  engage ; 
So  far  is  worth  from  making  i^fory  sore, 
It  often  hinders  what  it  shoold  procure.  Young. 

Full  many  a  gem,  of  purest  ray  serene. 

The  dark,  unfathom  a  cares  of  ocean  bear ; 

Fall  numy  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen, 

And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air.     Gra^i  Elegy,  14. 


Tender-handed  stroke  a  nettle, 

And  it  stings  you  for  your  pains ; 

Gkasp  it  like  a  man  of  mettle. 

And  it  sofl  as  silk  remains. 

'Tis  the  same  with  common  natures. 

Use  'em  kindly,  they  rebel. 

But  be  rough  as  nutmeg-graters. 

And  the  rogues  obey  you  well.  Aaron  Hill,  {Eleg.  Extracts.) 

HXWB,  VZWBXAT,  HSWBPAPZB8. 

The  first  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  losing  office ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  eyer  after  as  a  sullen  bell, 
Bemember'd  knolling  a  departing  friend.    Sh.  Hen.  TV,  2,  i'  1. 

Thoa^h  it  be  honest,  it  is  neyer  good 

To  bring  bad  news :  giye  to  a  gracious  message 

An  host  of  tongues ;  but  let  iU  tidings  tell 

Themselyes,  when  they  are  felt.  Sk.  Ant,  Cieop,  ii.  6. 
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K2W8,  JTEWnCAK,  VZWBPABZBB—eontinued, 
With  news  the  time  's  wiih  labour,  and  throes  forth 
!Each  minute  some.  Sh.  Ant.  CUop*  iii.  7« 

Evil  newt  rides  post,  while  good  news  baits. 

Miliofh  Sam.  Ag.  1538. 
The  rabble  gather  ronnd  the  man  of  news, 
And  listen  wiUi  their  mouths  wide  open ;  some 
Tell,  some  hear,  some  judge  of  news,  some  make  it. 
And  he  that  lies  most  loud,  is  most  beliey'd.   Dryden^  8p,  Fr. 

He  whistles  as  he  goes,  light-hearted  wretch. 

Cold  and  yet  cheerral :  messenger  of  grief 

Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  joy  to  some, 

To  him  indiflTrent  whether  grief  or  joy.  Cowper,  Task,  iv.  12. 

This  folio  of  four  pa^es,  happy  work  ! 

Wldch  not  e'en  critics  criticise ;  that  holds 

Inquisitive  attention,  while  I  read 

Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence,  which  the  fair. 

Though  eloquent  themselves,  yet  fear  to  break.        lb,  iv.  61. 

Turn  to  the  press — ^its  teeming  sheets  survey, 

Big  with  the  wonders  of  each  pajssing  day ; 

Births,  deaths,  and  weddings,  forgeries,  fires  and  wrecks. 

Harangues  and  hailstones,  brawls  and  broken  necks. 

Charles  Sprague,  (-4m.)  Curiosity. 
Trade  hardly  deems  the  busy  day  begun, 
Till  his  keen  eye  along  the  sheet  has  run ; 
The  blooming  daughter  throws  her  needle  by. 
And  reads  her  schoolmate's  marriage  with  a  sigh ; 
While  the  grave  mother  puts  her  glasses  on, 
And  gives  a  tear  to  some  old  crone  that's  gone. 
The  preacher,  too,  his  Sunday  theme  lays  down. 
To  know  what  last  new  folly  fills  the  town ; 
Lively  or  sad,  life's  meanest  mightiest  things. 
The  £ite  of  fighting  cocks,  or  fighting  kings.  lb. 

The  word  explains  itself  withoat  the  muse. 
And  tiie  four  letters  tell  whence  cometh  news  : 
From  North,  East,  West,  and  South,  solution's  made ; 
Each  quarter  gives  account  of  war  and  trade.  Anon* 

H£WTOV« 

Superior  beings,  when  of  late  they  saw 

A  mortal  man  unfold  all  nature's  Lbiw, 

Admir'd  such  wisdom  in  an  earthly  shape. 

And  show'd  a  Newton,  as  we  show  an  ape.  Pope,  E.  Jf.  n*  8L 
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Nature  and  Nature's  laws  lay  hid  in  night  s 
God  saidt  '<  Let  Newton  be  r  and  all  was  Ught 

JPope,  Epiiafk  inUnded/or  Sir  Is.  NemUm. 
Haye  ye  not  listen'd  while  he  Doond  the  sons 
And  planets  to  their  spheres  F  th'  unequal  task 
Of  human-kind  till  then.  Thommm^  To  Mem.  qfSir  Is.  Newton. 
Newton  (that  proyerh  of  the  mind),  alas  1 
Declared,  with  all  his  grand  discoyeries  recent. 
That  he  himself  felt  omj  **  like  a  youth 
Picking  up  shells  by  the  great  ocean— Truth." 

Byron^  D.  J.  vii.  5. 
VIA0AEA. 
Flow  on  for  erer  in  thy  glorious  robe 
Of  terror  and  of  beau^ ;  God  hath  set 
His  rainbow  on  thy  forehead ;  and  the  cloud 
Mantled  around  thy  feet.    And  He  doth  eiTe 
Thy  yoice  of  thunder  power  to  speak  of  Him 
Eternally,  bidding  the  lip  of  man 
Keep  silence,  and  upon  thy  rocky  altar  pour 
Incense  of  awe-struck  praise.  Mrs.  Bigourney. 

ineHT—jMBad,  Bawn,  Erenisg,  mdnight,  JEoen. 
Fair  eldest  child  of  loyo,  thou  spotless  night  I 
Empress  of  silence,  and  the  queen  of  sleep ; 
Who,  with  thy  black  cheek's  pure  complexion, 
]jk£ak'st  loyers  eyes  enamour'd  of  thy  beauty. 

Marlowe^  Lust*s  Dominion. 
Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  function  takes. 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehension  makes.  Sk,M$d.N.  iii.2. 

Now  the  hungry  lion  roars. 

And  the  wolf  behowls  the  moon ; 

Whilst  the  heayy  ploughman  snores. 

All  with  weary  task  fordone, 

Now  the  wasted  brands  do  glow. 

Whilst  the  scritch-owl,  scritching  loud. 

Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe, 

In  remembrance  of  a  shroud.  Sfc  Mid.  N.  T«  ?• 

Now  o'er  one-half  the  world 
Nature  seems  dead ;  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 
The  eurtain'd  sleeper :  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate's  offering^ ;  and  withered  murder. 
Alarumed  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolf, 
Whose  howl 's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy  pace, 
.With  Tarquin's  rayishing  strides,  tow'rds  his  design 
Moyes  like  a  ghost.  Sk.  Maeb.  ii.  1» 
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There's  hasbandiy  in  liearen ; 
Their  candles  are  all  oat.  Sk,  Maeb.  n.  1. 

When  the  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world* 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  nnseen, 
Li  murders  and  in  outrage  bloody  here.      8h.  Rich,  it,  rn.  2L 

The  weaiT  sun  hath  made  a  ^Iden  set. 

And  by  the  bright  track  of  ms  golden  car, 

Grires  token  of.  a  goodly  day  to-morrow.        Sh.  Mic.  liL  v.  3. 

'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night 

When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 

Contagion  to  me  world.  Sh,  Ham.  xii.  2. 

O  comfort-killing  night,  image  of  hell ! 

Dim  register  and.  notary  of  shame ! 

Black  stage  for  tragedies  and  murders  fell ! 

Vast,  sin-concealing  chaos  !  nurse  of  blame ! 

Blind,  muffled  bawd !  dark  hiurbour  for  defame ! 

Otnm  cave  of  death !  whispering  conspirator 

With  close- tongued treason  and  the  ravisher  \Sh,B,  ofLucA. 

Stones  of  small  worth  ma^  be  unseen  by  day. 

But  night  itself  does  the  rich  gem  betray.  Cowley. 

When  night 
Darkens  the  streets,  then  wander  forth  the  sons 
Of  Belial,  flown  with  insolence  and  wine.  Milton, P,L*i.  500. 

The  sun  was  sunk,  and  after  him  the  star 

Of  Hesperus,  whose  office  is  to  bring 

Twilight  upon  the  earth,  short  arbiter 

Twixt  day  and  night,  and  now  from  end  to  end 

I^ight's  hemisphere  had  yeil*d  th'  horizon  round.    Ih.  ix.  48. 

Now  began 
Night  with  her  sullen  wings  to  double-shade 
The  desert ;  fowls  in  their  clay-nests  were  couch'd. 
And  now  wild  beasts  came  forth,  the  woods  to  roam. 

MilUm,  P.  B.  I.  499. 
Night  is  the  Sabbath  of  mankind. 
To  rest  the  body  and  the  mind.  Butler,  Hud.  3,  i.  1349. 

The  diligence  of  trades  and  noiseful  ^n 

And  luxury  more  late,  asleep  were  laid : 

All  was  the  night's ;  and  in  her  silent  reign 

No  sound  the  rest  of  nature  did  invade.  Dryden,  An.  Mtrah. 
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All  thingB  are  ]iiiBli'd»  as  nature's  self  were  dead ; 

The  moantains  seem  to  nod  their  drowsy  head ; 

The  little  birds  in  dreams  their  son^  repeat. 

And  sleeping  flowers  beneath  the  niffht-aew  sweat : 

Even  lust  and  envy  sleep.  Vrydsn,  Indian  JSmperor» 

'Now  snnk  the  son ;  the  elosinff  honr  of  day- 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  wim  sober  grey : 
l^atore  in  silence  bade  the  world  repose.     J^amell,  Hermii. 

The  drowsy  night  grows  on  the  world,  and  now 

The  bnsy  craftsmen,  and  o'er-iabonr'd  hind 

Forget  uie  trayail  of  the  day  in  sleep  : 

Care  only  wakes,  and  moping  pensiveness ; 

With  meagre  discontented  looKs  they  sit. 

And  watch  the  wasting  of  the  midnight  taper.  JBowe,  J*  Shore. 

The  snn  was  set ;  the  night  came  on  apace. 

And  fSedling  dews  bewet  around  the  place ; 

The  bat  takes  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings. 

And  the  hoarse  owl  his  woeful  dirges  sings.  Gay,  Shep.Weeh. 

Kow  deep  in  ocean  sunk  the  lamp  of  light ; 

And  drew  behind  the  cloudy  yale  of  night.P<>p0,  IL  Yin.  605. 

The  night  was  dark  and  stiU ;  a  heavier  gloom 

Ne'er  coyer'd  earth.    In  low'ring  clouds  the  stars 

Weie  muffled  deep,  and  not  one  ray  below.  Thomson* 

This  sacred  shade,  and  solitude,  what  is  it  ? 

'Tis  the  felt  presence  of  the  Deity. 

Few  are  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone. 

Vice  sinks  in  her  allurements,  is  uneilt. 

And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night ; 

By  night  an  atheist  half-belieyes  a  God.  xoung^  N,  T,  v.  171. 

How  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  night, 

Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  silent  sits  ! 

How  sorrowful,  how  desolate,  she  weeps 

Perpetual  dews,  and  saddens  nature's  scene.  Young,  N.  2!  ix. 

Earth,  turning  from  the  sun,  brings  night  to  man ; 

Man,  turning  from  his  God,  brings  endless  night.  J&.ix.  2011i 

IQ'ight,  sable  goddess,  from  her  ebon  throne, 

In  rajless  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 

Her  leaden  sceplnre  o'er  a  slumb'ring  world. 

Silence,  how  dead !  and  darkness,  how  profound ! 

Nor  eye,  nor  list'ning  ear,  an  object  finds ; 

Creation  sleeps !  'tis  as  the  gen'ral  pulse 

Of  life  stood  still,  and  Nature  made  a  pause, 

An  awfid  pause  1  prophetic  of  her  end.  Young ^  N.  T,  \i 
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VIOHT — eantimued, 
Night  is  £ur  Tirtae's  immemorial  friend ; 
The  conscious  moon»  through  erery  distuit  age. 
Has  held  a  lamp  to  wiadom,  and  let  fSdl 
On  contemplation's  eye  her  purging  ray.    Young^N.T.  T.l??* 

AU  was  so  stiU,  so  soft,  in  earih  and  air, 

You  scarce  woold  start  to  meet  a  spirit  there 

Secure  that  nought  of  evil  could  delif^t 

To  walk  in  such  a  scene,  on  such  a  night !  Byromt  Lara. 

The  niffht 
Shows  stars  and  women  m  a  better  light.        lb,  2>.  J.  n.  152. 

The  stars  are  forth,  the  moon  aboTe  the  tops 

Of  the  snow-shining  mountains. — ^Beautiful ! 

I  linger  yet  with  nature,  for  the  night 

Hath  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 

Than  that  of  man ;  and  in  her  starry  shade 

Of  dim  and  solitary  loreliness, 

I  leam'd  the  language  of  another  world.  lb.  Mat^fMt,  in.  4. 

How  beautiful  is  night ! 

A  dewy  freshness  fflis  the  silent  air ; 

1^0  mist  obscures,  nor  cloud,  nor  speck,  nor  stain, 

Breaks  the  serene  of  Heaven : 

In  full-orb'd  glory,  yonder  moon  divine 

Bolls  through  the  dark  blue  depths ; 

Beneath  her  steady  ray 

The  desert  circle  spreads. 

Like  the  round  ocean,  girdled  with  the  sky. 

How  beautiful  is  night T  Sauthegf  Tkalaha,  1. 

Night's  deepest  gloom  is  but  a  calm. 

That  soothes  the  wearied  mind ; 

The  labour'd  day's  restoring  balm, 

The  comfort  of  mankind.  Isigk  Sunt. 

Another  day  is  added  to  the  map 

Of  buried  affes.    Lo !  the  beauteous  moon. 

Like  a  fair  uienherdess,  now  comes  abroad 

With  the  full  flock  of  stars,  that  roam  around 

The  azure  meads  of  heaven.  Moberi  Momigomerj/, 

VIOHTnrGALE— «0#  Evening. 
The  nightingale,  if  she  should  sing  br  day. 
When  eveiy  goose  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
Ko  better  a  musician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  season  season'd  are 
To  their  nght  praise  and  true  perfection  !  Sh,  Jf«  of  Ten,  ¥.  1« 
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VIOHiniOALS— «on<mitfdL 

Sweet  bird,  that  slmim'st  the  noiie  of  folly» 

Most  musical,  most  melancholy !  Milton,  H  Pen,  61. 

O  nightingale,  that  on  yon  blooming  spray 

Warblest  at  eve,  when  all  the  woods  are  still ; 

Thou  with  fi^sh  hope  the  lover's  heart  doth  M.  lb.  Son.  1. 1. 

So  close  in  poplar  shades,  her  children  gone. 

The  mother  nightingale  laments  alone, 

Whose  nest  some  prying  churl  had  found,  and  thence 

By  stealth  conyeyM.  th'  unfeather'd  innocence ; 

Sut  she  supplies  the  night  with  mournful  strains, 

And  melancholy  music  fills  the  plains.  Dryden, 

The  melancholy  Philomel, 
Thus  perch'd  all  night  alone  in  shady  groves, 
Tunes  her  soft  voice  to  «ad  complaints  of  lore, 
Making  her  life  one  great  harmonious  woe. 

Southeme,  Disappointment 
To  the  poplar  shade 
Where,  all  abandon'd  to  despair,  she  sings 
Her  sorrows  through  the  nignt ;  and  on  the  bough 
Sole  sitting,  stiU,  at  every  dving  fall. 
Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  strain 
Of  winding  woe  ;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 
Sigh  to  her  song,  and  with  her  wail  resound.  Thomson, Sp. 7 19* 

va 

Learn  to  speak  this  little  word 

In  its  proper  place ; 

Let  no  timid  aoubt  be  heard, 

Cloth'd  with  sceptic  grace. 

Let  thy  lips,  without  disguise. 

Boldly  pour  it  out ; 

Though  a  thousand  dulcet  lies 

Keep  liovering  about. 

For  DC  sure  our  hearts  would  lose 

Future  years  of  woe. 

If  our  courage  could  refuse 

The  present  hour  with  "  No."  JSliza  Cook. 

VQBILnT,  V0BLEVSS8— «M  Aneestry,  Honirar,  FedlgrM, 
Bom  with  as  much  nobility  as  would. 
Divided,  serve  to  make  ten  noblemen, 
Without  a  herald ;  but  with  so  much  spirit. 
And  height  of  soid,  as  well  might  furmsh  twenty.      Shirley, 

Should  vice  expect  to  'scape  rebuke, 

Because  its  owner  is  a  duke  ?  Svift. 
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HOBHITT,  HOBLEKXSB— AMilmMAf. 

Whoe'er  amidst  the  sons 
Of  reason,  yalour,  liberty,  and  Tirtue, 
Displays  distingmsh'd  merit,  is  a  noble 
Of  nature's  own  creating.    Such  have  risen, 
Sprung  from  the  dost ;  or  where  had  been  our  honours  ? 

Thomson,  Coriolanus,  iii.  3. 
Shall  I  uncoyered  stand,  and  bend  my  knee 
To  such  a  shadow  of  nobility, 

A  shred,  a  remnant  P  Churchill,  Independence,  277« 

Oh  1  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  imdone, 
When  science  self-destroy 'd  her  favourite  son  ! 

Byron,  JEnglUh  Bards,  on  Kirke  White. 
Fond  man  !  though  all  the  honours  of  your  line 
Sedeck  your  halls,  and  round  your  galleries  shine 
In  proud  display,  yet  take  this  truth  irom  me — 
Yiiiue  alone  is  true  nobility !  Gifford,  Juvenal. 

How  shall  we  call  those  noble,  who  disgrace 

Their  lineage,  proud  of  an  illustrious  race ; 

Who  seek  to  snine  by  borrow'd  lights  alone. 

Nor  with  their  fathers'  glories  blend  their  own  P  lb.  Juienal, 

Let  wealth  and  commerce,  laws  and  learning,  die, 

But  leave  us  still  our  old  nobility. 

Lord  J,  Manners,  England's  Trust,  III.  227. 

VOHXUBOB8—M0  Dissenters,  Methodists,  Puritaas. 

Good-breeding  ne'er  conunands  us  to  be  civil 

To  those  who  give  the  nation  to  the  devil ; 

Who  at  our  surest  best  foundation  strike, 

And  hate  our  monarch  and  our  church  alike. 
H0H8XH8S.  Bowe,  BroL  to  the  Non-'jurors* 

As  no  tricks  on  the  rope  but  those  that  break. 
Or  come  most  near  to  breaking  of  a  neck. 
Are  worth  the  sight,  so  nothing  goes  for  wit 
But  nonsense,  or  the  next  of  au  to  it ; 
For  nonsense  beinff  neither  false  nor  true, 
A  little  wit  to  anySiing  may  screw. 

Buttery  Sett.  2  on  the  Abuse  ofJSum,  Learning. 
Daring  nonsense  seldom  fails  to  hit. 
Like  scattered  shot,  and  pass  with  some  for  wit.  lb,  Mod,Crii^ 

A  little  nonsense  now  and  then. 

Is  relished  by  the  best  of  men.  B^/ron^ 

VOBTK. 
Ask  whore's  the  north  P  at  York,  'tis  on  the  Tweed ; 
In  Scotland,  at  the  Orcadcs  ;  and  there 
At  Greenland,  Zembla,  or  the  Lord  knows  where. 

Fope,  E.  M.  IT.  222. 
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VOVHZHO. 

I^^othing  is  new ;  we  walk  where  others  went : 

There's  no  rice  now  but  has  its  precedent.  JSerriei,  Aph,213. 

Nothing,  thou  elder  brother  er'n  to  shade ! 

Thoa  luid'st  a  being  ere  the  world  was  made, 

And,  well-fixed,  art  alone  of  ending  not  afraid.       Bockester, 

Narcissns  is  the  glorj  of  his  race  ; 
For  who  does  nouiing  with  a  better  grace  P 
VOnVO.  Young,  Love  of  Fame,  Sat.  iy.  80. 

I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in  mj  note-book.  8k,  lifer,  W,  t.  1. 
HOVELS— «M  Books. 

A  novel  was  a  book 
Three  yolmned,  and  once  read,  and  oft  cranun'd  full 
Of  poisonous  error,  blackening  every  page ; 
Ana  oftener  stUl,  of  trifling,  second-hand 
Bemark,  and  old,  diseased,  putrid  thought. 
And  miserable  incident,  at  war 
With  nature ;  with  itself  and  truth  at  war ; 
Yet  charming  still  Ihe  greedy  reader  on. 
Till  done,  he  tried  to  recollect  his  thoughts. 
And  nothing  found  but  dreaming  emptiness.  Polloh,  CqfUme. 

HOVBLTDSB— «M  Custonu,  gashion,  gloMonsss. 
All  with  one  consent,  praise  new-bom  gawds, 
Thour];h  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  past. 

Old  men  love  novelties ;  the  kst  arrived         ^^'  '^^^'  '"•  ^* 
Still  pleases  best,  the  youngest  steals  their  smiles.       Young, 

Of  all  the  passions  that  possess  mankind. 

The  love  of  novelty  rules  most  the  mind ; 

In  search  of  this,  from  realm  to  realm  we  roam. 

Our  fleets  come  fraught  with  every  folly  home.  Fooie* 

Vmr— JM  Celibaey,  Maidenhood. 
£now  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood. 
Whether  you  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun ; 
For  aye  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mewed ; 
To  live  a  barren  sister  all  your  life. 
Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitless  moon. 
Thrice  blessed  they,  that  master  so  their  blood, 
To  undergo  such  xnaiden  pilgrimage.  8k.  Mid,  N,  i.  L 

Love,  to  her  ear,  was  but  a  name, 

Combined  with  vanity  and  shame  ; 

Her  hopes,  her  fears,  her  joys,  were  all 

Bounded  within  the  cloister  wall.  8eottt  Manmon,  ii.  3. 

X  B 
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OAK. 

The  monarch  oak»  the  patriarch  of  trees. 
Shoots  rising  up,  and  spreads  by  slow  degrees : 
Three  centuries  he  grows,  and  three  he  stays 
Supreme  in  state  ;  and  in  three  more  decays. 

Dryden,  Palamon  and  Areiie,  1058. 
The  oak,  when  living,  monarch  of  the  wood  ; 
The  English  oak,  wluch,  dead,  commands  the  flood. 
Qj^j^B.  Churchill,  Gotham,  i.  803. 

'Tis  not  the  many  oaths  that  make  the  truth ; 

But  the  plain  single  tow  that  is  vow'd  true.  Sh.  AlVt  W.  iv.  2. 

It  is  great  sin  to  swear  unto  a  sin. 

But  greater  sin  to  keep  a  sinful  oath.       Sh.  Hen,  ri,  2,  x.  1. 

To  keep  that  oath  were  more  impiety, 

Than  Jephtha*s,  when  he  sacrific'd  his  daughter.   lb.  3,  v.  1. 

The  TOWS  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  Tirtues  ;  which  is  nothing.  i&.Cy»i&.ii.4. 

I'll  take  thy  word  for  faith,  not  ask  thine  oath ; 
Who  shuns  not  to  break  one,  will  sure  crack  both. 

Sh.  Peric,  i.  2. 
The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peeTish  tows  ; 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  spotted  liTcrs  in  the  sacrifice.  Sh,  TroiL  v.  3. 

Oaths  were  not  purpos'd  more  than  law 

To  keep  the  good  and  just  in  awe, 

But  to  confine  the  bad  and  sinful, 

Like  moral  cattle,  in  a  pinfold.  Butler,  Hud,  2,  ii.  197« 

For  he  that  strains  too  far  a  tow. 

Will  break  it,  like  an  o'erbent  bow ; 

And  he  that  made  and  foro'd  it,  broke  it, 

Kot  he  that  for  conTcnience  took  it.  Butler,  Hud,  2,  ii.  273. 

He  that  imposes  an  oath  makes  it, 

Not  he  that  for  conTenience  takes  it : 

Tlien  how  can  any  man  be  said 

To  bredc  an  oath  he  neTer  made.        Butler,  Hud,  2,  n.  377. 

The  breaking  of  an  oath  and  lying, 

Is  but  a  kind  of  self-denying, 

A  saint-like  Tirtue ;  and  from  hence 

Some  liaTc  broke  oaths  by  ProTidence, 

Some,  to  the  glory  of  the  Lord, 

Peijur'd  themselves,  and  broke  their  word.  lb.  Hud,  2,  ii.  133 
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0ATH8    eonfimmd. 
And  lie  that  makes  liis  soul  his  mretj, 
I  think  does  give  the  best  seciir'tjr.      Butler,  Sud.  3,  i.  203. 

Wkat  makes  the  breaking  of  all  oaths 

A  holy  duty  P— Food  and  clothes.       Butler^  JSud.  3, 1. 1281. 

Oaths  are  bat  words,  and  words  bnt  wind, 

Too  feeble  instniments  to  bind.  Butler,  Hud.  2,  n.  107. 

It's  a  hazd  worid,  neiffhbonrs, 

If  a  man's  oath  most  Be  his  master.  Dryden, 

Weigh  well  what  yon  presume  to  swear ! 

Oaths  are  of  dreadful  weight  I  and  if  they're  false, 

Draw  down  damnation.  Sanage. 

An  oath  is  a  recognizance  to  Hearen, 

Binding  us  over  in  the  courts  aboye 

To  plead  to  the  indictment  of  our  crimes. 

That  those  who  'scape  this  world  should  suffer  there. 

Souihemet  Oroanolo, 
Jack  was  embarrassed — ^neyer  hero  more. 
And  as  he  knew  not  what  to  say,  he  swore.  J^rofi,  Jir^cMu{,ni.5. 

OBEDEBMOB— M»  Coutiars. 

Therefore  doth  Heayen  diyide 
The  state  of  man  in  diyers  functions, 
Setting  endeayour  in  continual  motion ; 
To  which  is  fix'd,  as  an  aim  or  butt. 
Obedience ;  for  so  work  the  honey-bees.       8k.  Hen,  y.  i.  2. 

Let  them  obey  that  know  not  how  to  rule.  8h.  Hen,  ri.  2,  y.  1. 

I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  madam.  Sh,  Ham,  i.  2. 

Son  of  heay'n  and  earth. 
Attend :  that  thou  art  happy,  owe  to  God; 
That  thou  continuest  such,  owe  to  thyself. 
That  is,  to  thy  obedience ;  therein  stand.  MUton,  P.  X.  y.  619. 

My  author  and  disposer,  what  thoubidd'st, 

Unargued  I  obey ;  so  God  ordains ; 

God  is  thy  law,  thou  mine ;  to  know  no  more, 

Is  woman's  happiest  knowledge  and  her  praise.     lb,  yi.  636. 

Then  when  they  striye  for  place*  'tis  fit 

The  weaker  yessel  should  submit.  BuUer»  Hud,  2,  n*  3. 

Duty  by  habit  is  to  pleasure  tum'd ; 

He  IS  content  who  to  obey  has  leam'd.  Sir  H.  Brydgee, 

0B8CUBIT7-^iM  Vaglaet 
You  are  not  for  obscurity  design'd, 
But»  like  the  sun,  should  cheer  all  human  kind.  Dry  den, 

£  B  2 
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0B80TIJUT7— «ON<tfMi«(f. 
Xhe  obwmre  on  earth  are  oft  the  famed  in  heaven, 

OBfllQVIOVSHSflS— «00  Hmdlity. 
Purblind  to  porerty  the  worldling  goes. 
And  scarce  sees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nose» 
Bat  from  a  crowd  can  single  oat  his  grace. 
And  cringe  and  creep  to  fools  who  strat  in  lace.      CiurekUL 

He  woold  not  with  a  peremptoij  tone. 
Assert  the  nose  upon  nis  face  his  own ; 
With  hesitation  admirably  slow. 
He  hambly  hopes, — presumes  it  may  be  so. 

Cowper,  CoMversaiioH, 
0B8BBYAII0H. 

To  observations  which  oarselves  we  maike, 

We  grow  more  partial  for  tii'  observer's  saJce.  PopeflLSjt.VL 

Let  observatimif  with  extended  view. 
Survey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru ; 
Bemark  each  anxioos  toil,  each  eager  strife. 
And  watch  the  busy  scenes  of  crowded  life, 

Dr.  Jokmson,  Vanity  qf  Human  Wisiei,  1. 

OBSIDIACT— «M  BioUeBMs,  Vagabond. 

You  may  as  well 
Foibid  the  sea  for  to  obey  the  moon, 
As  or,  by  oath  remove,  or  counsel  shake, 
The  fabric  of  his  folly.  SL  Wini.  T.  i.  2. 

Fools  are  stubborn  in  their  way. 
As  coins  are  harden'd  by  th'  allay ; 
And  obstinacy's  ne'er  so  stiff 

As  when  'tis  m  a  wrong  belief.  JBuHerp  3»  n.  481. 

OGBAV. 
Others  maj  use  the  ocean  as  their  road. 
Only  the  English  make  it  their  abode ; 
Whose  ready  sails,  with  every  wind  can  fly. 
And  make  eov'nant  with  the  inconstant  sl^.  Waller. 

Ocean  1  thou  dreadfhl  and  tamultoous  home 

Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man. 

Wide  onening  and  load  roaring  still  for  more! 

Too  fidtiifal  mirror !  how  dost  thou  reflect 

Themalaneholy  face  of  human  life  1  Jbwiif,  3^.21 

How  happy  they, 
Wh<s  firam  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  Hres, 
Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  ocean  strives ! 

ByroMf  Island,  fi.  1. 
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OGXAV— eoM/wMMf. 

Boll  on,  thou  dark  and  deep  bine  Ocean— roll ! 
Ten  thooBUid  fleets  sweep  oyer  thee  in  vain ; 
Man  marks  the  earth  witn  min — his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore  ;^upon  the  waterj  plain 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deeds,  nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man's  raTage,  saye  his  own. 
When,  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain. 
He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  babbling  groan, 
Without  a  grave,  nnknell'd,  uncoffin'd,  and  unknown. 

Byron,  CL  M.  iv.  179. 
Lovely  seem'd  any  object  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast,  salt,  &enA,  eternal  deep.  JBjfrov,  2>.  J,  ii.  103. 

Oh  !  how  he  listened  to  the  rushing  deep. 

That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  ms  sleep ; 

And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wisnes  sent, 

Bous'd  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element !      Byron^  Corsair,  3. 

Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  th'  Almighty's  form 

Glasses  itself  in  tempests,  in  all  time. 

Calm  or  convulsed,  m  breeze,  or  ^le,  or  storm. 

Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime. 

Dark-heaving : — boundless,  endless,  and  sublime, 

Th'  image  of  eternity,  the  throne 

Of  th'  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 

The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made  ;  each  zone 

Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomless,  alone. 

And  I  have  loved  tnee,  Ocean  !  and  my  loy 

Of  youthftd  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 

Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward.         Byron^  Ck,H,  nr.  184. 

Thou  glorious  sea !  more  pleasing  far 

When  all  thy  waters  are  at  rest. 

And  noonday  sun  or  midnight  star 

Is  shining  on  thy  waveless  breast. 

Yet  is  the  very  tempest  dear, 

Whose  mighty  voice  but  tells  of  thee  ; 

For  wild  or  calm,  or  far  or  near, 

I  love  thee  still,  thou  glorious  sea !  Mr»n  Hloman§w 

Now,  by  two-headed  Janus, 
Nature  hath  finam'd  strange  fellows  in  her  time : 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes. 
And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper ; 
And  other  of  such  vinegar  aspect. 
That  theyll  not  show  their  teeth  in  way  of  smile, 
Thooi^lHestorswesr  the  jest  be  laughable.  SBLM.of  V.vl 
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ODDS. 

But  one  against  a  multitude 

Is  more  tmin  mortal  can  make  good.    BtUler,  Hud.  1,  xu.  73. 

OimCE,  OnZVDDrO— M0  OauM  and  Slbet,  Bieiilpatiea 
Well  YOU  know,  we  of  th'  offending  side 
Must  keep  aloof  from  strict  arbitrament ; 
And  stop  all  sight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reason  may  pry  in  upon  us.    Sk,  Sen,  TV.  1,  it.  1. 

In  such  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 

That  eyery  nice  offence  should  bear  its  comment. 

All's  pot  offence  that  indiscretion  finds,         ^'  ^^'  ^'  ^-  ^' 
And  dotage  terms  so.  Sh,  Lear^  ii.  i. 

My  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven.  Sh,  Ham.  ui.  3. 

Harsh  words,  thougli  pertinent,  uncouth  appear ; 
None  please  the  fancy  who  offend  the  ear. 

Garth,  Dispeiuary^  xv.  204. 
At  every  trifle  scorn  to  take  offence  ; 
That  always  shows  great  pride,  or  little  sense.  Pope,H.C.386, 

Be  not  too  ready  to  condemn 

The  wrongs  thy  brothers  may  have  done ; 

Ere  ye  too  harshly  censure  mem 

For  human  faults,  ask — "  Have  I  none  ?*'  JSliza  Cook. 

OFFIGGB-^M#  Ambitioii,  Favour,  Patronage. 

You,  yourself 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm  : 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undeservers.  Sh.  Jul.  C.  iv.  2. 

To  hold  a  place 
In  council,  which  was  once  esteem *d  a  honour. 
And  a  reward  for  virtue,  hath  quite  lost 
Lustre  and  reputation,  and  is  made 
A  mercenary  purchase.  MasHnger, 

Here  and  there  some  stem,  high  patriot  stood. 
Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  wmch  he  sued. 

Byron,  J).  J.  nil.  70. 
OLD  A0S— M0  Ago,  Csxe. 

The  careful  cold  hath  nipt  my  rugged  rind. 

And  in  my  face  deep  furrows  eld  hath  pli|^t ; 

My  head  besprent  with  hoaij*  frost  I  find. 

And  by  mine  eye  the  crow  his  daw  doth  wright ; 

Delight  is  hud  abed,  and  pleasure  past ; 

19^0  sun  now  shines,  clouds  have  all  ovei^cast.  Spetuetm 
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OLD  AGS — CMtinued. 
Though  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  strong  and  lostj ; 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  reoellious  liquors  in  my  olood ; 
Kor  did  not  with  unbashful  forehead  woo 
The  means  of  weakness  and  debility : 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter. 
Frosty,  but  tdndly.  SL  As  F.  L.  ii.  3. 

Let  me  not  live,  quoth  he, 
Afler  my  flame  laeks  oil,  to  be  the  snuff 
Of  younger  spirits,  whose  apprehensive  senses 
All  out  new  tmngs  disdain  :  whose  judgments  are 
Mere  fathers  of  their  garments  :  whose  constancies 
Expire  before  their  fashions.  Sh.  All's  JF.  i.  3. 

Though  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  hid 

In  sap-consuming  winter's  drizzled  snow, 

And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up ; 

Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  some  memory. 

Jt^  wasting  hunp  some  fading  glinmier  left, 

My  dull  deaf  ears  a  little  use  to  hear : 

AU  these  old  witnesses  (I  cannot  err) 

Tell  me,  thou  art  my  son  Antipholus.         Sh.  Com.  Er,  x.  1. 

I  haye  not  that  alacrity  of  spirit 

^or  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  haye.  Sh,  JRic.  tit.  y.  3. 

Tis  our  fast  intent 
To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age. 
Conferring  them  on  younger -strengths,  while  we 
Unburden  d  crawl  towards  death.  SL  Lear,  1. 1. 

Beshrew  my  jealousy ! 
It  seems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.  Sk»  Sam,  iz.  L 

Here  is  one  that  wishes  to  live  longer ; 
Feels  not  his  gout,  nor  palsy ;  feigns  himself 
by  scores  of  years ;  flatters  his  age 
With  confident  belying,  with  hopes  he  may 
With  charms,  like  ^son,  have  his  youth  restored  : 
And  with  those  thoughts  so  battens,  as  if  fate 
Would  be  as  easily  cheated  on  as  ho.  Ben  Jonnon* 

We  yet  may  see  the  old  man  in  a  morning, 

Lns^  as  health,  come  ruddy  to  the  field. 

And  there  pursue  the  clmce,  as  if  he  meant 

To  o'ertake  time,  and  bring  back  youth  again.   Otway,  Orphm 
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OLD  AM'-MHtmued. 
In  affe  to  wish  foryoatli  is  fhll  as  vain 
As  for  a  yoath  to  tarn  a  child  again.  D&Mkam, 

These  are  the  effects  of  doting  age,— 

Yain  doubts,  and  idle  cares,  and  oyeT'Cvailon. Diyden,D.8eb. 

Old  agCt  a  second  child,  by  nature  cnrs'd 

With  more  and  greater  evils  than  the  first. 

Weak,  sickly,  full  of  pains ;  in  er'ry  breath 

Sailing  at  life,  and  yet  afraid  of  death.  Churchill^  Gotham,  1. 

When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  sickly  joys 

Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees. 

At  every  little  breath  misfortune  blows ; 

Till  lefl  quite  naked  of  their  happiness, 

In  the  chill  blasts  of  winter  they  expire. 

This  is  the  common  lot.  Young, 

Age  should  flv  concourse,  cover  in  retreat 

Defects  of  juagment,  and  the  will  subdue  ; 

Walk  thoughtful  on  the  silent,  solemn  shore 

Of  that  vast  ocean  it  must  sail  so  soon.  Young. 

My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  fruits  of  love  are  gone ; 

The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief. 

Are  mine  alone.  Bgron, 

There  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age*  Byron, 

OXEVB. 
The  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  sign ! 
The  night-crow  cried,  foreboding  luckless  time ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempests  shook  down  trees ; 
The  raven  rook'd  her  on  the  cnimney's  top. 
And  chatt'riog  pies  in  dismal  disconu  sung.  Shm  H,  VL  3,  ▼.  6. 

The  death-bell  thrice  was  heard  to  ring. 

An  aerial  voice  was  heard  to  caU  ; 

And  thrice  the  raven  flapp'd  his  wing, 

Around  the  towers  of  Oumnor  HalL  Miekle. 

OPIHIATI VIUI  ESS — cMConoeit. 
Nothing's  so  perverse  in  nature 
As  a  profound  opinionator.  Butlert  MUeeL  TkomgkU. 

Opiniators  naturally  differ 

From  other  men ;  as  wooden  le^  are  stiffer 

Than  those  of  pliant  joints,  to  ^eld  and  bow. 

Which  way  soever  they're  design'd  to  go.  BuiUrf  lb. 
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Of UXW — HM  AxytmuBt. 

ainion's  but  a  fool,  that  makes  xu  scan 
e  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man.  Sk.  Ferie,  ii.  2. 


Opinion,  the  blind  goddess  of  fools,  foe 

To  the  yirtaons,  the  only  Mend  to 

Undeserring  persons.  Chapman,  Widow* $  T9ar$, 

Opinion  ffoyems  all  mankind. 

Luce  the  blind's  leading  of  the  blind ; 

For  he  that  has  no  eyes  in  's  head^ 

linst  be  b'  a  dog  glad  to  be  led. 

And  no  beasts  Ijayo  so  little  in  'em 

As  that  inhuman  brute,  opinion*      Builer,  Mueel.  Thamffktt. 

We  all,  my  lords,  hare  err*d, 
Men  may,  I  find,  be  honest,  though  they  differ. 

TkonuoUf  Tancred  and  SigUmunda,  n.  4. 
He  lor'd  his  kind,  but  sought  the  lore  of  few. 
And  yalued  old  opinions  more  than  new, J^arkBettjamiH,{ Am,) 

How  much  there  is  self-will  would  do, 

Were  it  not  for  the  dire  dismay 

That  bids  ye  shrink,  as  ye  suddenly  think 

Of  "  what  will  my  neighbours  say  ?"  £liza  Cook. 

Opinion !  which  on  crutches  walks. 

And  sounds  the  words  another  talks.       Lloyd,  The  Poet,  55. 

OPPOBTUJiliy 9$e  Aetlyitj,  Dadsion,  Promptitade,  Temptation 

I  find  my  aenith  doth  depend  ui>on 

A  most  auspicious  star ;  whose  influence 

If  now  I  court  not,  but  omit,  my  fortunes 

Will  ever  after  droop.  8h.  Temp,  i.  2. 

How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds. 

Make  deeds  ill  done.  Sh,  JT.  John,  iv.  2. 

The  means  that  heay'n  yields  must  bo  embrac'd, 

And  not  neglected  ;  else,  if  heaven  would. 

And  we  will  not  heayen's  offer,  we  refuse. 

The  proffer'd  means  of  succour  and  redress.  8h.  Bie.  n,  in.  2. 

A  little  fire  is  quiekly  trodden  out ; 

YHiich,  being  suffer  d,  rivers  cannot  quench.  8h.  ff.  ri,  3.IT.8. 

Our  hands  are  full  of  business  :  let*s  away ; 

Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  men  delay.  lb.  H.  ^.  1,  in.  2. 

Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take  when  once  'tis  offer'd, 

Shall  never  find  it  more.  Sh,  Ant,  Cleop.  ir.  7« 
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OFPOKTU  JIITX— eofi<iMii0(f. 
O  opportuniiT !  th j  ffoilt  is  great : 
'Tis  tnou  that  exeeut  st  the  tnutor's  treason » 
Thou  sett'st  the  wolf  where  he  the  himb  may  get ; 
Whoever  plots  the  sin,  thou  point'st  the  season ; 
'lis  thou  that  spum'st  at  right,  at  law,  at  reason. 

Sh.  Sape  ofLucrece,  126. 
Opportunity  to  statesmen,  is  like 
Heat  to  chemists ;  it  perfects  the  work* 

Suckling,  Brennoralt, 
Accursed  opportunity, 
That  work'st  our  thoughts  into  aesires  ;  desires 
To  resolutions ;  and  these  being  ripe  and  quicken'd. 
Thou  gir'st  them  birth,  and  bring'st  them  forth  to  action. 

JJenham,  Sophy* 
Thou  strong  seducer,  Opportunity  ! 
Of  womankind,  half  are  undone  by  thee.  Diyd,  Couq,  Gran, 

Miss  not  the  occasion ;  by  the  forelock  take 
That  subtle  power,  the  ncTcr-halting  time. 
Lest  a  mere  moment's  putting  off  should  make 
Mischance  almost  as  heayy  as  a  crime.  Wbrittoorik. 

OTmSBtWX^tee  Aggrsssioii,  Conduct,  Compassion,  Tjtudxlj. 
Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far ;  'tis  virtue  : 
His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws  ;  let  them. 
Not  you,  correct  them.  Sh,  Sen,  vm,  iif.  £. 

Hear  this,  ye  senates,  hear  this  truth  sublime. 
He  who  allows  oppression,  shares  the  crime. 

Dancin,  Botanical  Monitor, 
OSATOBT— M»  Argument,  Counsel,  Xloquanee,  Bhetorie. 
Thence  to  the  famous  orators  repair. 
Those  ancients,  whose  resistless  eloquence 
Wielded  at  will  that  fierce  democracy, 
Shook  the  arsenal,  and  fulmined  over  Greece, 
To  Macedon,  and  Artaxerxes'  throne.   Milton,  P.  B.  it.  267. 

And  'tis  remarkable,  that  they. 

Talk  most,  who  have  the  least  to  say. 

Your  dainty  speakers  have  the  curse. 

To  plead  their  causes  down  to  worse  : 

As  dames,  who  native  beauty  want, 

StiU  uglier  look,  the  more  they  paint.  Prior,  Alma,  xi. 

Grac'd  as  thou  art  with  all  the  pow*r  of  words, 
80  known,  so  honor'd,  at  the  House  of  Lords. 

Pope,  Im.  of  Horace,  Ep,  1,  vi.  4S« 
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So  quick  the  words  too,  when  lie  deign'd  to  speak, 

As  if  each  syllable  would  break  its  neck.  I^eter  Pindar. 

His  speech  was  a  fine  sample*  on  the  whole* 
Of  rhetoric,  which  the  leam'd  call  "  rigmarole." 

Btfronp  D,  J.  1. 17. 
Frond  of  his  '  hear  hims/  prond  too  of  his  vote 
And  last  virginity  of  oratory, 
Prond  of  his  learning  (jnst  enough  to  quote). 
He  reyell'd  in  his  Ciceronian  glory : 
With  mem'ry  excellent  to  get  oy  rote. 
With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
6rac*d  with  some  merit  and  with  more  effrontery, 

'  His  country's  pride/  he  came  do^Wn  iothe  oount^.  7&.zin.01. 
OBDER. 

The  heayens  themselves,  the  planets,  and  this  centre. 

Observe  degree,  priority,  and  place, 

Insistore,  course,  proportion,  season,  form. 

Office,  and  custom,  in  all  line  of  order.  8h»  TVoiL  if  Cru.  i.  3* 

All  things  within  it 
Are  so  digested,  fitted,  and  compos'd, 
As  it  shows  wit  had  married  order.  Ben  Jomon. 

Order  is  heav'n's  first  law  ;  and  this  confess'd, 
Some  are,  and  must  be,  greater  than  the  rest. 
More  rich,  more  wise  ;  but  who  infers  from  hence 
That  such  are  happier,  shocks  all  common  sense. 

Pcye,  £.  M.  IV.  49. 
Where  order  in  variety  we  see, 
And  where,  though  all  things  differ,  all  agree.  lb,  W.  JFbr.  15. 

Order,  thou  eye  of  action !  wanting  thee. 

Wisdom  worlu  hoodwink'd  in  perplexity ; 

Entangled  reason  trips  at  every  pace, 

And  truth,  bespotted,  puts  on  error's  hce*  Aaron  Sill, 

oBieoTAL  snr. 

Drudgery  and  knowledge  are  of  a  kin. 
And  ^th  descended  from  one  parent  sin. 

Butler,  Satire  om  Gaming, 

OSSAMSMT^$ee  Law,  SeUgimi. 

Ornament  is  but  the  guiled  shore 
To  a  m6st  dangerous  sea ;  the  beauteous  scarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  beauty :  in  a  word. 
The  seeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  wisest.  ah.  M.  <f  Ven.  iii.  % 
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The  world  is  still  deceiy'd  with  omamenii  54.  JT.  qf  FI  in,  SL 

Omsment  is  bat  the  filled  shore 
To  a  most  dangerous  sea ;  the  beauteous  scarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  beauty  ;*  in  a  word. 
The  seeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  wisest.  SU.  Jl£,  of  V.  nx*  % 

OBTEOBOZT— «M  Clsrieal  Stlpsad. 

He  was  of  that  stubborn  crew 
Of  errant  saints,  whom  all  men  grant 
To  be  the  true  church  militant : 
Such  as  do  build  their  faith  upon 
The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun ; 
Decide  all  controversy  by 
Infallible  artillery ; 
And  proye  their  doctrine  orthodox 
By  apostolic  blows  and  knocks.  BuileVf  Sud»  1,  x.  193. 

What's  orthodox,  and  true  belieying, 

Against  a  conscience  P — a  good  liying.  BuUer,  Kud.  iii.  1, 1273. 

OUTCAST. 

He  dies,  sad  outcast  of  each  church  and.  state. 

And  harder  still,  flagitious,  yet  not  great.  Pope. 

OUTLAW. 

He  that  is  drunken 
Is  outlawed  by  himself;  all  kind  of  ill 
Did  with  his  liquor  slide  into  his  yeins. 

Merberty  Tsmple  of  ike  Church  Forek,  3L 

*  Sir  Thos.  HanTaw  reads :  Dowdy. 
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PAnr— «M  DMth. 

All  delights  nxe  Tain :  but  that  most  Tarn, 
Wliicli,  with  pain  parchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain. 

8k.  X.  X.  X.  1. 1. 
Paia  pays  the  income  of  each  precious  thing. 

Sh.E.qf  Lue.  48. 
Sense  of  pleasure  we  maj  well 
Spare  oat  of  life  perhaps,  and  not  repme, 
Bnt  lire  content,  which  is  the  calmest  life : 
But  pain  is  perfect  misery,  the  worst 
Of  eyils,  and  excessive,  oyertnms 
All  patience.  MiUan,  P.  X.  i.  459. 

The  generons  heart 
Should  scorn  a  pleasure  which  gives  others  pain.      I%omson, 

Large  bounties  to  bestow  we  wish  in  vain. 

But  all  may  shun  the  guilt  of  gLving  pain.       Manntth  More, 

Bain,  lihoa  sole  perfect  thing  to  earth  assifip'd, 

The  body  take,  but  spare,  <m,  spare  the  mind ! 

Wreck'a  on  thy  rocks,  or  on  thy  billows  tost. 

Oh,  save  the  comnass,  though  the  bark  be  lost ! 

Here  reason's  selr  not  without  fear  presides. 

And,  like  the  needle,  trembles  while  she  guides.  Cotton, 

Again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  his  features  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  reluctant  lake,  that  lay  so  calm 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadow.  Byron, 

PAHTKB,  TAlMTlMQ—see  Art. 
Dost  thou  love  pictures  P  we  wiU  fetch  thee  straight 
Adonis  painted  ojr  a  running  brook ; 
And  Cytherea  aU  in  sedges  hid ; 
Which  seem  to  move  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 
Even  as  the  waving  sedges  play  with  wind. 

si.  Tarn.  S.  act  ii.  Introduction. 

Painting  is  welcome ! 
The  {minting  is  almost  the  natural  man ; 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man's  nature. 
He  is  but  outside ;  penciled  figures  are 
Even  such  as  they  give  out.  Sh,  TimoHf  i.  1. 

A  flattering  painter  who  made  it  his  care, 

To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 

GoldsnUtky  RetaUaUon^  68. 
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A  cheek,  wkose  Uoom 
Was  as  a  moekeiy  of  the  tomb, 
Whose  tints  as  gently  sank  awaj 
As  a  departing  rainbow's  laj.       Bgrom,  Priitmer  f^f  Ckilicm. 


Ble8S*d  paper  credit !  hut  and  best  supply ! 

That  lends  corniption  lighter  wings  to  flj ; 

Gold  imp'd  by  thee  can  compass  hardest  things. 

Can  pocKet  states,  can  fetch  or  cany  kings : 

A  single  leaf  shall  waft  an  army  o'er. 

Or  ship  off  senates  to  some  distant  shore : 

A  leaf,  like  Svbirs,  scatter  to  and  fro 

Our  &tes  and  fortunes,  as  the  winds  shall  blow. 

JPope,  M.  E.  ni.  39. 
PABATXIL. 

None  but  himself  can  be  his  paralleL 

Theobald,  Double  FaUekood. 
PABASITE. 

Lire  loath'd  and  long ; 

Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  narasites, 

Conrteons  destroyers,  affable  wolres,  meek  bears. 

Yon  fools  of  fortnne,  trencher-firiends,  time-flies, 

Cap-and-knee  slaves,  rapoors,  and  minute-jacks  I 

Of  man,  and  beast,  the  mfinite  malady 

Crust  you  quite  o'er.  8k.  Tiwum.  ni.  6.  | 

PABBOV— «M  Xeiey.  { 

I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon  him. 
And  neither  Heayen,  nor  man,  grieye  at  the  merer. 

8h.  M.for  M.  ii.  2. 
The  prince  that  ]^ardons 
The  first  afiront  offered  to  majesty. 
Invites  a  second,  rendering  that  power 
Subjects  should  tremble  at,  contemptible.  Jfamifyer. 

When*  by  a  pardon'd  murd'rer  blood  is  spUt, 
The  judge  that  pardon'd  hath  the  greatest  guilt. 

Demkamt  On  Jnsticet  81. 
Can  you  foivive  the  sallies  of  my  passion  P 
For  I  have  been  to  blame ;  oh  I  much  to  blame ; 
Have  said  such  words,  nay,  done  such  actions  too, 
&se  as  I  am,  that  my  aw%l  conscious  soul 
Sinks  in  my  breast ;  nor  dare  I  lift  an  eye 
On  him  I  have  offended.  DrydeUf  TVoiL  ^  Crott, 
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r ABSHTAL  AYTECTKnr,  PASXHTB— jm  Bftaghtor,  Child. 
Unreasonable  creatures  feed  their  yonng[: 
And  though  man's  face  be  fearftd  to  their  eyes. 
Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones. 
Who  hath  not  seen  them  (even  with  those  wings 
Which  sometimes  they  hare  used  with  fearful  flight) 
Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  nest. 
Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  P 

8k.  Sen.  VL  3,  ii.  2. 
Honour  thy  parents  to  prolong  thine  end ; 
With  them,  though  for  a  truth,  do  not  contend : 
Though  all  shoula  truth  defend,  do  thou  lose  rather 
The  ^th  awhile,  than  lose  their  love  for  ever : 
Whoever  makes  his  father's  heart  to  bleed, 
Shall  have  a  child  that  will  revenge  the  deed.  Randolph. 

Fathers  their  children,  and  themselves  abuse ; 
That  wealth,  a  husband,  for  their  daughters  choose. 

Shirley,  School  of  ComplimenU. 
I  know  how  far  a  daughter  owes  obedience : 
But  duty  has  a  bound,  like  other  empires : 
It  reaches  but  to  life.    For  all  beyond  it 
Is  the  dominion  of  another  world. 
Where  you  have  no  command.       Dryden^  Love  Triumphant, 

Parents,  to  their  offspring  blind. 
Consult  not  parts,  nor  turn  of  mind ; 
But,  ev'n  in  mfancy,  decree. 
What  this,  what  t'  other  son  shall  be.   Gay,  Fable  14,  part  2. 

Vulgar  parents  cannot  stamp  their  race, 

Wiw  signatures  of  such  majestic  grace.  Pope,  Oiyneyy  iv.  75. 

Me  let  the  tender  office  lon^  engage 

To  rock  the  cradle  of  reposmg  age : 

With  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother's  breath. 

Make  languor  smile,  and  smooth  the  bed  of  death.         Tope. 


With  joy  the  parent  loves  to  trace 
!Resemblance  m  lus  children's  face ; 


And  as  he  forms  their  docile  youth 

To  walk  the  steady  juiths  of  truth, 

Observes  them  shooting  into  men. 

And  lives  in  t^em  life  o'er  again.  Xloyc{,  Arcadia,  ix» 

While  active  sons,  with  eager  flame. 

Catch  virtue  at  their  father  s  name ; 

When  full  of  f^lory,  full  of  age, 

The  parent  quits  this  busy  stage, 

What  in  the  sons  we  most  admire, 

Calls  to  new  Hfe  the  honour'd  sire.  lAoyd,  Arcadia,  ii. 


482  :tAfiLiAi»irr— PABTiKo. 

PABLIAMEirT 

Britain,  clmngefttl  as  a  child  at  play, 
Kow  calls  in  princes,  and  now  turns  away ; 
Now  Wliig,  now  Tory,  what  we  lov'd  we  hate ; 
Kow  aU  for  pleasure,  now  for  Church  or  State; 
Now  for  Prerogative,  and  now  for  Laws ; 
Effects  unhappy !  from  a  noble  cause. 

Fope,  Imit.  qfSor.  2, 1. 15& 
PABSOir  tee  Clergyman. 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh  illustrious  spark ! 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  the  clerk 

Cawperj  on  some  names  of  little  note. 
PABTniO— JM  Adieu,  Farewell,  Oood-night,  love. 

What !  gone  without  a  word? 
Ay,  so  true  love  should  do :  it  cannot  speak ; 
For  truth  hath  better  deeds,  than  wordis,  to  grace  it 

Sh.  Two  G.  II.  2. 
Portia,  adieu !  I  have  too  griey'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leaye.  Sk.  M.  qf  Ten.  n.  7. 

His  eye  being  big  with  tears. 
Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him, 
And  with  affection  wondrous  sensible. 
He  wrung  Bassanio*s  hand ;  and  so  they  parted.       lb,  n.  8. 

Ey'n  thus  two  friends  condemned 

Embrace  and  kiss,  and  take  ten  thousand  leayes, 

Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die.  Sh.Hen.  vi,  2,ui.2. 

If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  liye ; 

And  in  thy  sight  to  die,  what  were  it  else 

But  like  a  pleasant  slumber  in  thy  lap  P 

To  die  by  tnee  were  but  to  die  in  jest ; 

From  thee  to  die  were  torture  more' than  death.       lb.  iii.  2. 

Whether  we  shall  meet  again,  I  know  not, 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take : — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  shall  smile  ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made.  Sk.  Jul.  C.  y.  1. 

So  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  wb  eye  or  car 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on, 
How  swift  his  ship.  Si.  C^mb.  I.  &. 
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'Tis  almost  morning,  I  would  have  thee  gone ; 

And  yet  no  farther  than  a  wanton's  bird; 

That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand, 

Like  a  poor  [prisoner  in  its  twisted  grvea. 

And  with  a  silk  thread  plucks  it  back  again. 

So  loying-jealous  of  his  liberty.  Sh.  Horn.  ii.  2. 

Farewell !  God  knows  when  we  shall  meet  afi[ain. 

I  hare  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  Terns, 

That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life.  Sh.  Bom,  iv.  3. 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 

I  hold  it  fit,  that  we  shake  hands  and  part : 

You,  as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point  you, 

For  eyeij  man  hath  business  and  desire. 

Such  as  it  is, — and  for  my  own  poor  part, 

Look  you,  I  will  go  pray.  Sh,  Ham,  i,  6. 

My  eyes  won't  lose  the  sight  of  thee. 

But  limguish  after  thine,  and  ache  with  gazing.  Olway,  Ven.Pr, 

In  taking  leave. 
Thro'  the  dark  lashes  of  her  darting  eyes 
Methouffht  she  shot  her  soul  at  ey'rj^  glance. 
Still  looking  back,  as  if  she  had  a  mind 
That  you  should  know  she  left  her  soul  behind.    Lee,  Theod, 

My  heart  unmoy'd  can  noise  and  horror  bear, 

Parting  from  you  is  all  the  death  I  fear.     Dryden,  Ind.  JEmp, 

I  part  with  thee 
As  wretches  that  are  doubtful  of  hereafter. 
Fart  with  their  liyes  ;  unwilling,  loath  and  fearful. 
And  trembling  at  futurity.  Bowe,  Tamerlane, 

Oh,  had  he  eyer  loy'd,  he  would  have  thought 

The  worst  of  tortures  bliss,  to  silent  parting.  Cibber,CiBs,inJE^, 

One  kind  kiss  before  we  part, 

Drop  a  tear  and  bid  adieu ; 

Though  we  sever,  my  fond  heart 

Till  we  meet  shaU  pant  for  you.    Dodaley^  The  Parting  Kiss, 

Didst  thou  say,  part  ? — O,  where  is  resolution  P 

Where  now  the  steadfast  purpose  of  my  soul. 

Which,  at  thy  lov'd  command,  hath  arm'd  my  heart  ? 

Sunk  into  tremblings,  into  sighs  and  tears, 

I  cannot  bear  the  trial.  Mavard,  Begulus, 

With  thee,  my  bark,  I'll  swifUy  go. 

Athwart  the  ioaming  brine, 

Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  to, 

So,  not  again  to  mine.        Byron,  Ch,  Ear,  1, 13,  Song,  v.  10. 

7   7 
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For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  grieve, 

Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 

My  greatest  grief  is  that  I  leave 

No  l^ing  that  claims  a  tear.  Byron,Ch,  Har,  i.  13,  Son^,  o.  8. 

They  tell  me  'tis  decided ;  yon  depart : 

'Tis  wise,  'tis  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pain ; 

I  have  no  further  claim  on  your  young  heart. 

Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again ; 

To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 

I  used ;— I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 

Be  on  this  sheet,  'tis  not  what  it  appears. 

My  eye-balls  bum  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears. 

Bs^on,  JD.J.i.  192. 
Thinkst  thou  that  I  could  bear  to  part 
With  thee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heart .^  Byron^B,  qfAhyd,  1. 

To  know,  to  esteem,  to  love — and  then  to  part, 
Makes  up  life's  tale  to  many  a  feeling  heart ! 

Coleridge,  On  taking  leave  of — ,  1817. 
Our  hands  have  met,  but  not  our  hearts ; 
Our  hands  will  never  meet  again. 
Friends,  if  we  have  ever  been. 
Friends  we  cannot  now  remain  : 
I  only  know  I  loved  you  once, 
I  onlv  know  I  loved  in  vain. 
Our  hands  have  met,  but  not  our  hearts ; 
Our  hands  will  never  meet  again  I  Hood,  False  Friend, 

Enough,  that  we  are  parted — ^that  there  rolls 

A  flood  of  headlong  fate  between  our  souls, 

Whose  darkness  severs  me  as  wide  from  thee 

As  hell  from  heaven,  to  all  eternity !       Moore,  Lalla  Boolch, 

With  aU  my  soul,  then  let  us  part. 
Since  both  are  anxious  to  be  free ; 
And  I  will  send  you  home  your  heart. 
If  you  will  send  back  mine  to  me  !  Moore. 

PASSION— «M  Choler,  Hobbies,  Independenoe. 
Take  heed  lest  by  your  heat  you  bum  yourselves. 

Sh,  Hen.  VI,  2,  v.  1. 
Passions  are  likened  best  to  floods  and  streams  ; 
The  shallow  murmur,  but  the  deep  are  dumb : 
So  when  aflections  vield  discourse,  it  seems 
The  bottom  is  but  shallow  whence  thev  come. 
They  that  are  rich  in  words  must  needs  discover, 
They  are  but  poor  in  that  which  makes  a  lover.  Sir  W*  Raleigh, 
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FASSlOV—eontmued. 

If  passion  work  like  a  liot-rein*d  horse. 
Twill  quickly  tire  itself.  Massinger. 

Passions  without  power. 
Like  seas  against  a  rock,  but  lose  their  fury.  Denham,  Sophy. 

When  headstrong  passion  gets  the  reins  of  reason. 

The  force  of  nature,  Hke  too  strong  a  gale, 

For  want  of  ballast,  oversets  the  vessel.  Higgons,  Gen.  Conq. 

Exalted  souls 
Have  passions  in  proportion  violent, 
Ilesistless,  and  tormenting :  they  're  a  tax 
Impos'd  by  nature  on  pre-eminence  ; 
And  fortitude  and  wisdom  must  support  them.  LiUojJSlmerielk, 

Like  mighty  rivers,  with  resistless  force 

The  passions  ra^e,  obstructed  in  their  course, 

Swell  to  new  heights,  forbidden  paths  explore. 

And  drown  those  virtues  which  they  fed  before.  Pope, 

Search  then  the  ruling  passion ;  there  alone 

The  wild  are  constant,  and  the  cunning  known ; 

The  fool  consistent,  and  the  false  sincere  : 

Priests,  princes,  women,  no  dissemblers  here.  lb.  M.  JE,  1.174. 

What  dreadM  havoc  in  the  human  breast 

The  passions  make,  when,  unconfincd  and  mad. 

They  burst,  unguided  by  the  mental  eye. 

The  light  of  reason,  which,  in  various  ways, 

Points  them  to  good,  or  turns  them  back  from  ill !    Thomson* 

Never  yet,  since  the  proud  selfish  race 
Of  men  began  to  jar,  did  passion  give, 
JN'or  can  it  ever  give,  a  rignt  decision.  Thomson, 

O  ye  cold  hearted,  frozen,  formalists  ! 

On  such  a  theme,  'tis  impious  to  be  calm ; 

Passion  is  reason,  transport  temper,  here.     Youngy  N.  T.  iv. 

While  passions  glow,  the  heart,  like  heated  steel. 

Takes  each  impression,  and  is  worked  at  pleasure.  Ib.Bueir. lY, 

He's  generous,  grateful,  afiable,  and  brave ; 

Eut  then  he  knows  no  limit  to  his  passion  ; 

The  tempest-beaten  bark  is  not  so  toss'd 

As  is  his  reason,  when  those  winds  arise.  Young, 

His  soul,  like  bark  with  rudder  lost, 
On  passion's  changeful  tide  was  tost ; 
Nor  vice  nor  virtue  had  the  power 
Beyond  th'  impression  of  the  hour ; 
And  O,  when  passion  rules,  how  rare 

The  hours  that  fall  to  virtue's  share  1       Scott,  Bokebg,  v.  23. 
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VABSlOV'-contmtied. 
A  night  of  fretful  passion  may  consume 
All  that  tHou  hast  of  beauty's  gentle  bloom. 
And  one  distemper  d  hour  of  sordid  fear 
Print  on  thy  brow  the  wrinkles  of  a  year.  Sheridan, 

O  how  the  passions,  insolent  and  strong, 

Bear  our  weak  minds  their  rapid  course  along ; 

Make  us  the  madness  of  their  will  obey ; 

Then  die,  and  leave  us  to  our  griefs  a  prey  !  Crabbe. 

Alas !  too  well,  too  well  they  know. 

The  pain,  the  penitence,  the  woe 

That  passion  brings  down  on  the  best. 

The  wisest  and  the  loveliest.  Moore,  Lovee  of  the  AngeU. 

PATIEKCE— Mf  Advice,  Cowardice,  Love. 

I  do  oppose 
My  patience  to  his  fury ;  and  am  arm'd 
To  suffer,  with  a  quietness  of  spirit, 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his.  Sh,  M,  of  Ven.  iv.  1. 

Come  what,  come  mav : 
Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day./6.  Jfac6.i.3. 

What  cannot  be  preserved,  when  fortune  takes, 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robb'd  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the  thief; 
He  robs  himself  that  spends  a  bootless  grief.      Sh.  0th,  i.  3. 

How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  patience  ! 

What  wound  did  ever  heal,  but  by  degrees  ?     Sh.  0th.  ii.  3. 

O  gentle  son, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.  Sh.  Ham.  iii.  4. 

Patience,  my  lord,  why  *t  is  the  soul  of  peace : 

Of  all  the  virtues  't  is  nearest  kin  to  heaven  ; 

It  makes  men  look  like  gods  :   The  best  of  men 

That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him  was  a  sufferer, 

A  soft,  meek,  patient,  humble,  tranquil  spirit, 

The  first  true  gentleman  that  ever  breath  d.  Dekker,H6n,  Wh. 

Patience  is  more  oft  the  exercise 
Of  saints,  the  trial  of  their  fortitude, 
Making  them  each  his  own  deliverer, 
And  victor  over  all 
That  tyranny  or  fortune  can  inflict.     Milton^  Sam,  Ag.  1287. 

Patience  !  preach  it  to  the  winds. 
To  roaring  seas,  or  raging  fires !  the  knaves 
That  teach  it,  laugh  at  you  when  you  believe  'em. 

Otway,  Orphan 


•PATIEKCE— PATEI0TI8M.  487 

?KTlEBCE^contmued, 

Patience  in  cowards  is  tame  hopeless  fear ; 
But  in  braye  minds,  a  scorn  of  what  thcj  bear. 

Sir  R,  Howard^  Indian  Queen, 
Patience  is  the  virtne  of  an  ass, 
That  trots  beneath  his  burden,  and  is  quiet. 

Lanedowne,  Heroic  Love, 
Preach  patience  to  the  sea,  when  jarring  winds 
Throw  up  her  swelling  billows  to  the  sky  ! 
And  if  your  reasons  mitigate  her  fury. 
My  soul  will  be  as  calm.  H,  Smith,  Princess  of  Parma, 

E'en  the  best  must  own, 
Patience  and  resignation  are  the  pillars 
Of  human  peace  on  earth.  Young,  N.  T, 

PATBIOnSX—Md  Brayery,  Coantry,  Freedom,  Home,  Hope. 

Judge  me  not  ungentle. 
Of  manners  rude,  and  insolent  of  speech. 
If,  when  the  public  safety  is  in  question. 
My  zeal  flows  warm  and  eager  from  my  tongue.  Rotoe,  J. Shore, 

What  pity  is  it 
That  we  can  die  but  once  to  serve  our  country !        Addison, 
Statesman,  ^et  friend  to  truth  !  of  soul  sincere, 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ; 
Who  broke  no  promise,  served  no  private  end, 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend ; 
Ennobled  by  himself,  by  all  approved, 

And  prais'd,  unenvied  by  the  muse  he  lov'd.  Pope,M.E,  t.67. 
'Tis  not  indulging  private  inelination, 
Or  seliish  passions,  that  sustains  the  world. 
And  lends  its  rulers  grace  ;  no,  'tis  not  then 
That  glory  springs,  and  high  immortal  deeds  : 
The  pubhc  good,  the  good  of  others,  still 
Must  bear  lond  nature  down^  in  him  who  dares 
Aspire  to  worthy  rule  ;  imperious  honour 
Still,  o'er  the  most  distinguish'd,  lords  it  most.  Thomson, 

In  this  rank  age 
Much  is  the  patriot's  weeding  hand  required. 
The  toils  of  law  (which  dark  insidious  men 
Have  cumbrous  added  to  perplex  the  truth, 
And  lengthen  simple  justice  into' trade) ; 
How  glorious  were  the  days  that  saw  these  broke. 
And  eyery  man  within  the  reach  of  right !      Ih,  Winter,  382. 

A  people 
Wlio  cannot  find  in  their  own  proper  force 
Their  own  protection,  are  not  woith  the  saving.  lb.  Cor,  iii.  2. 
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To  fight, 
In  a  jast  cause,  and  for  our  conntry's  glorj", 
Is  the  best  office  of  the  best  of  men  ; 
And  to  decline  it  when  these  motives  urge. 
Is  infamy  beneath  a  coward's  baseness.       Havard,  Regtdus, 

Our  country's  welfare  is  our  first  concern, 

And  who  promotes  that  best — best  proves  his  duty.  Jb, 

The  age  of  virtuous  politics  is  past. 
And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 
Patriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere, 
And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.  Cotop^r,  Task,  v.  493. 

France  at  our  doors,  he  sees  no  danger  nigh. 
But  heaves  for  Turkey's  woes  th'  impartial  sigh, 
A  steady  patriot  of  the  world  alone, 
The  Mend  of  every  country  but  his  own. 

Canning t  New  Mortality  {Anti- Jacobin). 
Who  dies  in  vain 
Upon  his  country's  war-fields  and  within 
The  shadow  of  her  altars  P     Feeble  heart ! 
I  teU  thee  that  the  voice  of  patriot  blood. 
Thus  pour'd  for  faith  and  freedom,  hath  a  tone 
Which  from  the  night  of  ages,  from  the  gulf 
Of  death,  shall  burst  and  make  its  high  appeal 
Sound  unto  earth  and  heaven  I  Mn,  Heviant. 

Firm-paced  and  slow,  a  horrid  front  they  form, 

Still  as  the  breeze,  but  dreadful  as  the  storm  ; 

Low  murmuring  sounds  along  their  banners  fly, 

Ilevenge  or  death — the  watchword  and  reply. 

Then  peal'd  the  notes,  omnipotent  to  charm. 

And  the  loud  tocsin  toll'd  their  last  alarm.  Campbell,  PLo/H. 

'Tis  home-felt  pleasure  prompts  the  patriot's  sig^. 

This  makes  him  wish  to  live,  and  dare  to  die.  //;. 

Gtive  me  the  death  of  those 

Who  for  their  country  die ; 

And  O  be  mine  like  their  repose. 

When  cold  and  low  they  lie  !  Jas.Montgotneryt  Wand,  ofSwifz. 

Then  said  the  mother  to  her  son. 

And  pointed  to  his  shield  ;— 

**  Come  with  it,  when  the  battle's  done. 

Or  on  it,  from  the  field."  Boberi  Montgomery. 

True  patriots  we,  for  be  it  understood, 
We  left  our  country  for  our  country's  good. 

Barrington,  (The  Pickpocket,)  N.  S.  Walee. 
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2ATBl(ynSK—eontinued. 

When  a  patriot  falls,  must  he  fall  in  the  battle. 
Where  the  cannon's  loud  roar  is  his  only  death-rattle  P 
There's  a  warfare  where  none  but  the  morallj  braye 
Stand  nobly  and  firmly,  their  countiy  to  save. 
'Tis  the  war  of  opinion,  where  few  can  be  fonnd. 
On  the  mountain  of  principle,  gnardinff  the  ground. 
With  vigilant  ejes  ever  watching  the  loes 
Who  are  prowling  around  them,  and  aiming  their  blows. 

PAYMSVT.  ^^''  -^^**^'  (^'»-) 

He  is  well  paid,  that  is  well  satisfied.      Sh.  M,  of  Ten,  iv.  1. 

Base  is  the  slare  that  pays.  ^  Sh.  Sen.  F.  ii.  1. 

PEAGB. 

A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquest ; 

For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  subdued. 

And  neither  piurty  loser.  Sh.  Sen.  TV.  2,  it.  2. 

In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man, 

As  modest  stillness,  and  numility.  Sh.  Sen.  v.  in.  1. 

Ay ;  but  give  me  worship  and  quietness, 

I  like  it  oetter  than  a  dangerous  honour.  Sh.  Sen.  VJ,  3,  it.  3. 

They  humbly  sue  unto  your  excellence. 

To  hare  a  godly  peace  concluded  of, — 

To  stop  efrasion  of  our  Christian  blood.    Sh.  Sen.  ri.  1,  Y.  1. 

Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 

Made  glorious  summer  by  this  sun  of  York  ; 

And  aU  the  clouds,  that  lower'd  on  our  house, 

In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried.        Sh.  Mich.  UZ.  1. 1. 

I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace. 

Have  no  delight  to  pass  away  the  time. 

Unless  to  see  my  shadow  in  the  sun.  Sh.  Bieh.  in,  1. 1. 

If  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage. 

Have  aught  committed  tliat  is  hardly  borne 

By  any  in  this  presence,  I  desire 

To  reconcile  me  to  his  Mendly  peace  % 

'Tis  death  to  me,  to  be  at  enmify ; 

I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men's  love.    Sh.  Bieh.  m.  ii.  !• 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace. 

To  silent  envious  tongues.    Be  just  and  fear  not : 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'st  at  be  thy  country's. 

Thy  God's,  and  truth's.  Sh.  Sen.viIL  in.  2, 
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Peace  Hath  her  yictories. 

No  lesi  renowned  than  war.  Milton,  Satmei  16« 

The  trenchant  blade,  Toledo  trusty, 

For  want  of  fightinf!:,  was  grown  msty, 

And  ate  into  itself,  for  lack 

Of  somebody  to  hew  and  hack.  Butler,  Hud,  1,  i.  59. 

O  beauteous  peace ! 
Sweet  union  of  a  state  !  what  else  but  thou 
Gives  safety,  strength,  and  gloiy  to  a  people  F 

Thomson,  Tanered,  ii.  4. 
Oh,  Peace  I  thou  source,  and  soul  of  social  life ; 
Beneath  whose  calm  inspiring  influence. 
Science  his  views  enlarges,  a^  refines, 
And  swelling  commerce  opens  all  her  ports  ; 
Blest  be  the  man  divine,  who  gives  us  thee ! 

Thomson,  Britannia. 
O  Peace  !  the  fairest  child  of  heaven, 
f  o  whom  the  sylvan  reign  was  given  ; 
The  vale,  the  fountain,  and  the  grove. 
With  every  softer  scene  of  love : 
Betum,  sweet  peace !  and  cheer  the  weeping  swain  ; 
Beturn,  with  ease  and  pleasure  in  thy  train.  Thomson, 

Peace  is  the  happy,  natural  state  of  man  ; 

War  is  corruption, — his  disgrace.  Thomson, 

That  prince,  and  that  alone,  is  truly  great, 

Who  draws  the  sword  reluctant,  gladly  sheathes.  Young,  N.T. 

Long  peace,  I  find. 
But  nurses  dangerous  humours  up  to  strength, 
Licence  and  wanton  rage,  which  war  alone 
Can  purge  away.  Mallet,  Mustapha, 

Peace  courts  his  hand,  but  spreads  her  charms  in  vain  : 
'<  Think  nothing  gain*d,"  he  cries,  "  till  nought  remain.*' 

Dr,  Johnson,  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes,  201. 

And  when  the  sword  has  made  a  solitude. 

That  you  proclaim  a  peace.  Murphy,  Zenohia,  iv. 

Oh !  there  were  hours  when  thrilling  joy  repaid 
A  long,  long  course  of  darkness,  doubts,  and  fears — 
The  heartsick  faintness  of  the  hope  delay  *d. 
The  waste,  the  woes,  the  bloodshed,  ana  the  tears, 
That  track'd  with  terror  twenty  rolling  years. 

Scott,  Lord  of  the  Isles. 
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PEACB  —fontinuid. 
Men  are  nnliappy  when  they  know  not  how 
To  ralue  peace,  without  its  loss  ; 
And  from  the  want  learn  how  to  use 
What  thej  coold  so  ill  manage  when  enjoy 'd. 

Sir  R.  Howard^  Blind  Ladjf, 
Would  you  taste  the  tranquil  scene  ? 
Be  sure  your  bosoms  be  serene : 
Deroid  of  hate,  devoid  of  strife, 
Devoid  of  all  that  poisons  life  ; 
And  much  it  Vails  you,  in  their  place. 
To  graft  the  love  or  human  race.  Shemtone. 

Braye  minds,  howe'er  at  war,  are  secret  friends, 

Their  generous  discord  with  the  battle  ends ; 

In  peace  they  wonder  whence  dissension  rose, 

Ana  ask  how  souls  so  like  could  e'er  be  foes.  HcktlL 

Mark !  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquest  cease ! 

He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it  peace.  Byron,  Br.o/Ab,  n.20. 

Were  half  the  power  that  fills  the  world  with  terror. 
Were  half  the  world  bestow'd  on  camps  and  courts. 
Given  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error. 
There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  and  forts  !  Longfellow,  Poems. 

The  hand  of  peace  is  frank  and  warm, 

And  soft  as  ringdove's  wing, 

And  he  who  quells  an  angry  thought 

Is  greater  than  a  king.  Miza  Cook, 

PEABL. 

A  pearl  may  in  a  toad's  head  dwell, 
And  may  be  found  too  in  an  oyster  shell. 

Bunyan,  Apology  for  hi$  Book, 

PEASAHT,  PEASAHTBY—fM  Country  Life. 
Ill  fares  the  land,  to  hast'ning  ills  a  prey, 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay  ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flourish,  or  may  fade  ; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  nas  made  : 
But  a  bold  peasantry,  their  country's  pride, 
When  once  destroy  d,  can  never  be  supplied. 

Ooldtmith,  Deserted  Village,  51. 

Cheerful,  at  mom,  he  wakes  from  short  repose. 

Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes.      Ih.  Traveller. 

At  nijg^ht  returning,  ev'ry  labour  sped. 

He  sits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shed.  Ih.  Traveller, 
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PEDAHTBY— ««0  Logie. 
Pedantry  is  but  a  com,  or  wart. 
Bred  in  the  skin  of  judgment,  sense,  and  art ; 
A  stupefied  excrescence,  like  a  wen, 
Fed  by  the  peccant  humours  of  leam'd  men. 
That  never  grows  from  natural  defects 
Of  downright  and  untutor'd  intellects^ 
But  j&om  tne  oyer-curious  and  Tain 
Distempers  of  an  artificial  brain.  Butler,  Sat,  n* 

The  bookful  blockhead,  ignorantly  read, 

With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  ma  head. 

With  his  own  ton^e  still  edifies  his  ears. 

And  always  listenmg  to  himself  appears.       Pope,  E,  C.  612. 

Pursuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  schools, 

And  into  coxcombs  burnishes  our  fools.  Young^ 

Brimful  of  learning,  see  that  pedant  stride. 

Bristling  with  horrid  Greek,  and  pufi^d  with  pride  ! 

A  thousand  authors  he  in  rain  has  read, 

And  with  their  maxims  stufi^d  his  empty  head ; 

And  thinks  that  without  Aristotle's  rule, 

Beason  is  blind,  and  common  sense  a  fool !  Boileau^ 

PEDI0BEE— AM  Ancestry,  Authentieity,  Birth,  Descent,  Honour. 
The  sap  which  at  the  root  is  bred 
In  trees,  though  all  the  boughs  is  spread; 
But  virtues  which  in  parents  shine. 
Make  not  like  progress  through  the  Une.  Waller, to Zelinda,  13. 

Nobler  is  a  limited  command 
Given  by  the  love  of  all  your  native  land. 
Than  a  successive  title,  long  and  dark, 
Drawn  from  the  mouldy  rolls  of  Noah's  ark. 

Dryden,  Absalom  and  Achiiophel,  I.  298. 
He  stands  for  fame  on  nis  forefathers*  feet. 
By  heraldry  proved  valiant  or  discreet !  Young, 

What  boots  it  on  the  lineal  tree  to  trace. 

Through  many  a  branch,  the  founders  of  our  race — 

Time-honoured  chiefs — ^if,  in  their  ri^ht,  we  give 

A  loose  tc  vice,  and  like  low  villains  live  P  Oiffbrd^ 

PBN^Mtf  Authors,  Crities,  Writing. 
I  want  curses  for  those  migh^  shoals 
Of  scribbling  Chloris's,  and  I%yllis'  fools ; 
Those  oafs  should  be  restrained  during  their  lives 
From  pen  and  ink,  as  madmen  are  from  knives. 

Drydeny  Epilogue  to  Troihu  and  Oressida^ 
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PSV — continued. 

The  unhappj  man  who  once  has  trail'd  a  pen, 
Lives  not  to  please  himself,  but  other  men; 
Is  always  drudging,  wastes  his  life  and  blood. 
Yet  only  eats  and  drinks  what  jou  think  good. 

Dryden,  ProL  to  Lee's  Casar  Borgia. 

No  other  use  of  paper  thou  should'st  make 
Than  carrying  loads  and  reams  upon  thy  back  : 
Carry  vast  burdens  till  thy  shoulders  shrink, 
But  curst  be  he  that  gives  thee  pen  and  ink : 
Such  dangerous  weapons  should  be  kept  from  fools, 
As  nurses  from  their  children  keep  edged  tools. 

Dorset,  to  JSd.  Howard  on  kia  Plays, 

Let  him  be  kept  from  paper,  pen,  and  ink. 
So  may  he  cease  to  write,  ana  learn  to  think. 

Prior,  to  a  Person  who  wrote  ill. 

Oh !  Nature's  noblest  gift— my  grey  goose  quill : 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Tom  from  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen. 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men ! 

Byron,  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Bevtewers,  6. 

Li  days  of  yore,  the  poet's  pen 

From  wing  of  bird  was  plunder'd, 

Perhaps  of  goose,  but  now  and  then. 

From  Jove's  own  eagle  sunder'd. 

But  now,  metallic  pens  disclose 

Alone  the  poet's  numbers  ; 

In  iron  inspiration  glows. 

Or  with  the  poet  slumbers.  John  Quinry  Adams. 

Beneath  the  rule  of  men  entirely  great. 

The  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword.  Ld.Lytton,  Bichelieu,  ii.2. 

PJSHITJUICE— w«  Bepentaaoe. 
Death  is  deferred,  and  penitence  has  room 
To  mitigate,  if  not  reverse  the  doom.  Dryden, 

He  hung  his  head — each  nobler  aim, 

And  hope,  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 

From  boyhood's  hour,  that  instant  came 

Fresh  o'er  him,  and  he  wept — ^he  wept ! 

Blest  tears  of  soul-felt  penitence  ! 

In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 

Is  felt  the  first,  the  onl^r  sense 

Of  gidltless  joy  that  guilt  may  know.  Thos,  Moore. 
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PENTAXEIXB— M»  Hezuneter. 

In  the  hexameter  rises  the  fountain's  silyery  column ; 

In  the  pentameter  aye  falling  in  melody  back. 

Coleridge,  The  Ovidian  JElegiete  Metre* 
PEOPLE— M0  Kob,  Popularity,  Pnblie  Voice,  Babble, 

And  what  the  people  but  a  herd  confus'd, 

A  miscellaneous  rabble,  who  extol 

Things  vulgar,  and,  well  wcigh'd,  scarce  worth  the  praise  r 

They  praise,  and  they  admire,  they  know  not  what, 

And  know  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  other; 

And  what  delight  to  be  by  such  extoU'd, 

To  liye  upon  their  tongues,  and  be  their  talk. 

Of  whom  to  be  dispraised  were  no  small  praise  ? 

Milton,  P.  B.  III.  49. 

The  people  sweat  not  for  their  king's  delight, 

T'  enrich  a  pimp,  or  raise  a  parasite  ; 

Theirs  is  the  tod  ;  and  he  who  well  has  served 

His  country,  has  his  country's  wealth  deserved. 

Diyden,  Sigismonda  and  Guiseardo.  583. 
"  Grod  save  the  king  !"  and  kings. 

For  if  he  don't,  I  doubt  if  men  will  longer  ; — 

I  think  I  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings 

The  people  by  and  bye  will  be  the  stronger : 

The  veriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harness  wrings 

So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 

Beyond  the  rules  of  posting, — and  the  mob 

At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job.  Byron,  D.  J.  vin.  60. 

PEBFECnON — 866  Exoeii,  ICan,  Supererogation. 

All,  that  life  can  rate, 

Worth  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  estimate ; 

Youth,  beauty,  wisdom,  courage,  virtue,  all 

That  happiness  and  pride  can  happy  call.      Sh,  AlVs  W.  ii.  1. 

Compare  her  face  with  some  that  I  shall  show. 

And  it  will  make  thee  think  thy  swan  a  crow.    Sh.  Rom,  i.  2. 

One  fairer  than  my  love !  the  all-seeing  sun 

Ne'er  saw  her  match,  since  first  the  world  begun.  Sh.Mom,  i.  2. 

There's  no  such  thing  in  nature,  and  you'll  draw, 
A  faultless  monster  which  the  world  ne'er  saw. 

Sheffield,  Duke  qf  Buckingham,  Ettay  on  JPoetry. 

To  those  who  know  thee  not,  no  words  can  paint ! 
And  those  who  know  thee,  know  all  words  are  faint ! 

Sannah  More,  SennbUUy. 
Nature,  in  her  productions  slow,  aspires, 
By  just  degrees  to  reach  peHection  s  height. 

Somervile^  Chtue^  !• 
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PVRILS— «M  Duelling. 

How  manj  perils  do  enfold 
The  righteous  man  to  make  him  dailj  £gdl.  Sjf^nsen 

But  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 

Unto  the  savage  love  of  enterprise. 

That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure.  Byron. 

PSBJITBY. 

At  loTers'  perjuries, 
Thej  say,  Jove  laughs.  Sh,  Bom,  ii.  2. 

And  hast  thou  sworn  on  every  slight  pretence, 
Till  perjuries  are  common  as  Sad  pence. 
While  thousands,  careless  of  the  damning  sin, 
Kiss  the  book's  outside,  who  ne'er  look  within  P 
PEBSECUnOK  Cowper,  Expostulation,  886. 

Ripe  persecution,  like  the  plant 

Whose  nascence  Mocha  boasted. 

Some  bitter  fruit  produced,  whose  worth 

Was  never  known  till  roasted.  Cotton. 

PZBSSVERAHCE^Mr  DUigenoe,  Industry. 
PerscTerance,  dear  my  lord. 
Keeps  honour  bright.    To  liave  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  mail 
In  monumental  mockery.  Sh.  Troil.  ill.  3. 

By  time  and  counsel,  do  the  best  we  can, 

Th'  event  is  never  in  the  power  of  man.   Her  rick,  Aph.  304. 

Attempt  the  end,  and  never  stand  to  doubt ; 

Nothing's  so  hard,  but  search  will  find  it  out.     lb.  Aph.  247. 

In  war  or  peace,  who  his  great  purpose  yields. 

He  is  the  only  villain  of  this  world : 

But  he  who  labours  firm  and  gains  his  point. 

Be  what  it  will,  which  crowns  him  vrith  success. 

He  is  the  son  of  fortune  and  of  fame ; 

Bv  those  admir'd,  those  specious  villains  most. 

That  else  had  bellow'd  out  reproach  against  him. 

Thomson.  Agamemnon. 
The  man  who  consecrates  his  hours 
By  vig'rous  effort,  and  an  honest  aim. 
At  once  he  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  death  ; 
He  walks  with  nature;  and  her  paths  are  peace.  Young,N.T.2. 

The  dropping  shower 
Scoops  the  rough  rock.    The  plough's  attemper'd  share 
Decays  ;  and  the  thick  pressure  of  the  crowd 
Incessant  passing,  wears  the  stone-pav'd  street. 

Lucretius,  (Good)  i.  311. 
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But  with  some  folks,  'tis  labour  lost  to  striye, 
A  reasoning  mule  will  neither  lead  nor  driye. 

Mallett,  Epilogue  to  The  Brotheret 
Persererance  is  a  Eoman  virtue, 
That  wins  each  godlike  act,  and  plucks  success 
Et  n  &om  the  spear-proof  crest  ofruggcd  danger.^avar(£,22ey. 

Pay  eoodly  heed  all  ye  who  read, 

And  oeware  of  saying,  I  can't, 

'Tis  a  cowardly  word,  and  apt  to  lead 

To  idleness,  folly  and  want.  Eliza  Cook, 

Stick  to  your  aim ;  the  mongrel's  hold  will  slip. 
But  only  crow-bars  loose  the  bull-dog's  lip  ; 
Small  as  he  looks,  the  jaw  that  never  vields 
Drags  down  the  bellowing  monarch  of  the  fields. 

O.  W,  Holmet,  {Am.) 
^EBSUASlOlX^tee  Eloquence. 
There  is  a  way  of  winning,  more  by  love, 
And  urging  of  the  modesty,  than  letn ; 
Force  works  on  servile  natures,  not  the  free.        Ben  Jimson. 

Yet  hold  it  more  humane,  more  hcav'nly,  first. 
By  winning  words,  to  conquer  willing  hearts. 
And  make  persuasion  do  the  work  ot  fear.  Milton,P,B.iJ221, 
PEBYEB8EVE88 — tee  Obidxiacy. 

The  slave  of  arrogance  and  pride. 
He  has  no  hearing  on  the  prudent  side  ; 
His  still  refuted  (][uirks  he  still  repeats, 
T^ew-rais'd  objections  with  new  quibbles  meets  ; 
Till,  sinking  in  the  quicksand  he  defends. 
He  dies,  disputing,  and  the  contest  ends.  Coteper, 

PETITIOKS. 

When  maidens  sue 
Men  give  like  gods  ;  but  when  the^  weep  and  kneel, 
All  their  petitions  are  as  freely  theirs. 
As  they  tibomselves  would  owe  them.         Sk,  I£,Jbr  M.  1. 6. 

Petitions  not  sweetened 
With  gold,  are  but  unsavoury ;  oft  refused ; 
Or,  if  received,  are  pocketed,  not  read. 

Massinffer,  Emperor  qf  the  Eoit* 

FETBASCH. 
Petrarch  !  when  we  that  name  repeat, 
Its  music  seems  to  fall 
Like  distant  bells,  soft-voic*d  and  sweet, 
But  sorrowful  withal ; — 
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That  broken  heart  of  love  I^that  life 

Of  tenderness  and  tears ! 

So  weak  on  earth, — in  earthly  strife,— 

So  strong  in  holier  spheres  !  Lord  HoughUm. 

'SVmOOAT  OOYEBHKEirT. 

"  Petticoat  Influence  "  is  a  great  reproach, 

Which  e'en  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thought 

To  fly  &om,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach ; 

Bat  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we're  brought 

By  yarious  joltings  of  life's  hackney  coach, 

I  for  one  yenerate  a  petticoat — 

A  garment  of  mystical  sublimity, 

No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  diinity.  Byron,  D,J,  xit.26. 
PETTIFOG0EBS. 

Your  pettifoggers,  damn  their  souls. 

Share  with  knayes  in  cheating  fools.  BtUler,  Hud,  2,  i.  616. 
THIL080PEEB8,  FHIL080PEY— «;«  Knowledge. 

I  pray  thee  peace ;  I  will  be  flesh  and  blood  I 

For  there  was  neyer  yet  philosopher 

That  could  endure  the  tooth-ache  patiently  ; 

Howeyer  they  haye  writ  the  style  of  gods, 

And  made  a  pish  at  chance  and  sufferance.  8h.  3f.  Ado,  y.  1. 

How  charming  is  diyine  Philosophy ! 

Not  harsh  and  crabbed,  as  dull  tools  suppose, 

But  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute, 

And  a  perpetual  feast  of  nectar'd  sweets, 

Where  no  crude  surfeit  reigns.  Milton,  Comus,  476. 

Your  great  philosophers  delight  to  stretch 

Their  talents  most  at  things  beyond  their  reach. 

And  proudly  think  t'  unriddle  eyery  cause, 

That  nature  uses,  by  their  own  bye-laws.  Sutler^  Sat.  i. 

Besides,  he  was  a  shrewd  philosopher. 

And  had  read  eyery  text  and  gloss  oyer. 

Whate'er  the  crabbed'st  author  saith 

He  understood  b'implicit  faith : 

Whateyer  sceptic  could  inquire  for ; 

For  ey'ry  why  he  had  a  wherefore.  Butler,  Hud.  i.  127. 

In  lazy  apathy  let  stoics  boast 

Their  yirtue  ni'd ;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  frost. 

Contracted  all,  retiring  to  the  breast ; 

But  strength  of  mind  is  exercise,  not  rest ; 

The  rising  tempest  puts  in  act  the  soul. 

Parts  it  mayravage,  but  preserves  the  whole.  Pope,E,  .If.ii.lOl. 
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FHIL080PHT,  ¥KXLOBO¥EEBB''-continued, 

Tutored  bj  thee,  hence  Poetry  exalts 
Her  Toice  to  ages ;  and  informs  the  page 
With  musicy  image,  sentiment,  and  thought, 
Never  to  die  !  the  treasures  of  mankind ! 
Their  highest  honour,  and  their  truest  ior  I 
Without  thee,  what  were  unenlighten'a  Man  P 

Thomson,  Summer,  1752L 
Philosophy  consists  not 
In  airy  schemes,  or  idle  speculations  : 
The  rule  and  conduct  of  all  social  life 
Is  her  great  providence.  Thomson,  CorioL 

Much  learned  dust 
InTolves  the  combatants,  each  claiming  truth, 
And  truth  disclaiming  both.    And  thus  they  spend 
The  little  wick  of  life  s  poor  shallow  lamp, 
In  playing  tricks  with  nature,  ^ving  laws 
To  distant  worlds,  and  trifling  m  their  own. 
Such  was  the  rigid  Zeno's  plan  Cotaj>er,  Task,  in.  161. 

To  form  his  philosophic  man ; 
Such  were  the  modes  he  taught  mankind 
To  weed  the  garden  of  the  mind : 
They  tore  away  some  weeds,  'tis  true, 
But  all  the  flow'rs  were  ravish'd  too !  Thos,  Moore. 

Philosophy  will  clip  an  angel's  wings. 

Conquer  aR  mysteries  by  rule  and  line  : 

Empty  the  haunted  air  and  gnomed  mine — 

Unweave  a  rainbow.  Keats. 

You  brag,  metliinka,  somewhat  too  much  of  late. 
Of  your  lamp-lit  philosophy.     One  bite 
Of  a  mad  cat — (no  more  than  kills  a  tailor,) 
Will  put  an  end  to't,  and  your  dreams  together. 

Barry  ComvalL 
Divine  Philosophy !  by  whose  pure  light 
We  first  distinguish,  then  pursue  the  right ; 
Thy  power  the  oreast  from  every  error  frees. 
And  weeds  out  all  its  vices  by  degrees.        Gifford  (Juvenal), 

Sublime  Philosophy  1 
Thou  art  the  patriarch's  ladder,  reaching  heaven. 
And  bright  with  beckoning  angels  ;  but,  alas  ! 
We  see  thee,  like  the  patriarch,  but  in  dreams, 
By  the  first  step,  dull  slumbering  on  the  earth. 

Bultoer  Lytton^  Richelieu, 
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FHLBeXATIC. 

A  man  whose  blood 
Is  very  snow-broth.  Sh,  M.for  M.  i.  5. 

Cold  as  the  turkies  cofBn'd  up  in  crast.     Shirley,  Hie  Sisters, 
FHBSVOLOGY. 

'Tis  stranse  bow  like  a  veiy  dunce, 

Man — ^witn  his  bumps  upon  his  sconce, 

Has  lived  so  long,  and  yet  no  knowledge  he 

Has  had,  till  lately,  of  phrenology — 

A  science  that  by  simple  dint  of 

Head-combing  he  should  find  a  hint  of. 

When  scratchmg  o'er  those  little  pole-hills. 

The  faculties  throw  up  like  mole-hiUs.      Hood,  (Cranioloff^,) 

We  may  know  by  the  head  on  Cupid's  seal. 

What  impression  the  heart  will  tase  ; 

If  shallow  the  head,  oh !   how  soon  we  feel 

What  a  poor  impression  'twill  make.  Thos.  Moore. 

No  more  need  we  fly  the  bright  glances 
Whence  Cupid  shot  arrows  of  yore ; 
To  skulls  let  us  limit  our  fancies, 
And  love  by  the  bumps  we  explore  ! 
Oh,  now  we  can  tell  in  a  minute 
What  fate  will  be  ours  when  we  wed ; 
The  heart  has  no  passion  within  it 

That  is  not  engraved  on  the  head.  Literary  Gazette, 

FH78IC,  PHTSICIAK8— ««0  Doctors,  Kedieine. 

Throw  physic  to  the  dogs,  I'll  none  of  it.        Sh»  Macb,  t.  3. 

I  do  remember  an  apothecary, — 

And  hereabouts  he  awells, — ^whom  late  I  noted 

In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows. 

Culling  of  simples  ;  meagre  were  his  looks. 

Sharp  miseiy  nad  worn  him  to  the  bones.         Sh.  Rom,  r.  1. 

A  wise  physician,  skill'd  our  wounds  to  heal. 

Is  more  than  armies  to  the  public  weal.  Pope,  Iliad,  xi.  636. 

This  is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  us, 

Secundem  artem  : — ^but  although  we  sneer 

In  health — when  ill,  we  call  them  to  attend  us, 

Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer.         Byron,  2).  J,  x.  42. 

PHTSIOOnOKY~««4)  Faee. 

Your  face,  my  Thane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 

May  read  strange  matters.  Sh,  Macb.  i.  5. 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fac'd  loon  I 

Where  got'at  tbou  that  goose  look  P  Sh,  Mach.  v.  3. 
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PHT8I0ON0H7— »>n^t>tu^. 

In  vain  we  fondly  strive  to  trace 

The  soul's  reflection  in  the  face  ; 

In  vain  we  dwell  on  lines  and  crosses, 

Crooked  mouth,  or  short  proboscis  ; 

Boobies  have  look'd  as  wise  and  bright 

As  Plato,  or  the  Stagjrrite  ; 

And  manv  a  sage  and  learned  skuU 

Has  peep  d  through  windows  dark  and  dull.        That.  Mbarwk 

PICKPOCKETS. 

"  These  beer  shops,"  quoth  Barnabas,  speaking  in  alt, 

"  Are  ruinous— down  with  the  growers  of  malt  I" 

*'  Too  true,"  answers  Ben,  with  a  shake  of  the  head, 

**  Wherever  they  congregate,  honesty's  dead. 

That  beer  breeds  dishonesty  causes  no  wonder, 

'Tis  nurtured  in  crime— 'tis  concocted  in  plunder  ; 

In  Kent,  while  surrounded  by  flourishing  crops, 

I  saw  a  rogue  picking  a  pocket  of  hops."  Jamei  Smith. 

PIeIx— «M  Devotion,  BeUgion. 
Why  should  not  piety  be  made, 
As  well  as  equity,  a  trade. 
And  men  get  money  by  devotion, 
As  well  as  making  of  a  motion  ; 
B'  allowed  to  pray  upon  conditions. 
As  well  as  suitors  in  petitions ; 
And  in  a  congregation  pray, 
No  less  than  a  chancery,  for  payP      Butler,  Misol,  Tkaughti. 

True  piety  is  cheerful  as  the  day, 

Will  weep  indeed,  and  heave  a  pitving  groan 

For  others'  woes,  but  smiles  upon  iier  own.  Cowper* 

Some  feelings  are  to  mortals  given 

With  less  of  earth  in  them  than  heaven.    Scott,  Lady,  n.  22. 

PIOMIES. 

Pigmies  are  pigmies  still,  though  perched  on  Alps, 

And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales.     Younff,  N,  T,  ti.  309. 

piUEBnr0. 

Small  habits  well  pursued  betimes 

May  reach  the  dignity  of  crimes.   Sannah  Moore,  Bae  Bleu, 

PUT. 

See,  a  pin  is  there, 
A  pin  a  day  wiU  fetch  a  groat  a  year.  EJng,  Art  of  Cookery^  404 


1 
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PUT— «M  Charity,  (binpaMioB,  Merey. 
How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly, 
Its  tenderness  !  and  make  itself  a  pastime 
To  harder  bosoms.  Sh,  W%nt.  T,  i.  2, 

No  law  of  God  or  man  : 
No  beast  so  fierce,  but  knows  some  toacb  of  pity.5!4.1?k?./l/.j,2. 

Pity  is  the  virtue  of  tbe  law, 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly.  Sh,  litnon,  iii.  5. 

Take  heed  of  pity  :  pity  hath  undone 

Thousands  of  gentle  natures  in  our  sex ; 

For  pity  is  sworn  serrant  unto  love  ; 

And  this  be  sure,  wherever  it  begin 

To  make  the  way,  it  lets  the  master  in.  Daniel. 

They  would  your  virgin  soul  to  pity  move. 
And  pity  may  at  last  be  chang'a  to  love. 

Pon^ret,  Fortunate  Complaint. 

Pity's  akin  to  love  ;  and  every  thought 
Of  that  soft  kind  is  welcome  to  my  soul. 

Souikeme,  Oroonoko,  ii.  1. 

A  generous  warmth  opens  the  hero's  soul. 

And  soft  compassion  nows  where  courage  dwells. 

Ck.  Johnson,  Medaa. 
The  generous  heart, 
Should  scorn  a  pleasure  which  gives  others  pain. 

Thomson,  Sophonisha,  v.  2. 

No  radiant  pearl  which  crested  fortune  wears, 

No  gem  that,  twinkling,  han^s  from  beauty's  ears. 

Not  the  bright  stars  which  night's  blue  arch  adorn. 

Nor  rising  suns  that  gild  the  vernal  mom, 

Shine  witn  such  lustre  as  the  tear  that  treaks  . 

For  others'  woe  down  virtue's  manly  cheeks.  Danoin, 

Soft  pitv  never  leaves  the  gentle  breast 

Where  love  has  been  received  a  welcome  guest.       Sheiridan, 

What  gem  hath  dropp'd,  and  sparkles  o'er  his  chain. 
The  tear  most  sacred,  shed  for  others'  pain, 
That  starts  at  once,  bright,  clear,  from  pity's  mine, 
Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine.  JByron. 

The  truly  brave  are  soft  of  heart  and  eyes, 
And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do.  Byron,  Doge,  v.  2. 

G  a  2 
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PLAGE— »M  Offiee. 
O  place  and  greatness !  millions  of  false  eyes 
Are  stack  upon  thee  ;  Tolames  of  reports 
Kan  with  these  false  and  most  contrarious  quests 
Upon  thy  doings  :  thousand  'scapes  of  wit 
"Nukke  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dreams, 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies.  SA,  If,  for  M.  it.  1. 

To  hold  a  place 
In  council,  which  was  once  esteem'd  an  honour. 
And  a  reward  for  virtue,  hath  quite  lost 
Lustre  and  reputation,  and  is  made 
A  mercenary  purchase.  Mattinger. 

PLA0IASI81L 

The  world's  as  foil  of  curious  wit 
Which  those,  that  father,  never  writ, 
As  'tis  of  bastards,  which  the  sot 
And  cuckold  owns,  that  ne'er  begot. 

ButleTf  Sat.  on  Pla^ianes,  7. 
Next,  o'er  his  books  his  eyes  began  to  roll. 
In  pleasing  memory  of  all  he  stole, 
How  here  ne  sipp'd,  how  there  he  plundered  snug. 
And  suck'd  all  o'er,  like  an  industrious  bug.  Pope,  Dune.  127. 

PLA0inB8. 

All  those  plagues  which  earth  and  air  had  brooded 

First  on  inferior  creatures  tried  their  force, 

And  last  they  seized  on  man.  Lee  and  D/yden, 

PLAY,  PLATEB8— «M  Aetori,  Age,  Gambling. 

A  strutting  plaver, — whose  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  sound 
'Twizt  his  stretched  footing  and  the  scafibldagc.  Si,  2Vot7. 1.3. 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  he  should  weep  for  her  P    What  would  he  do, 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion 

That  I  have  P    He  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears, 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech ; 

Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appal  the  free. 

Confound  the  i^orant,  and  amaze,  indeed. 

The  veiy  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears.  Sk.  Ham,  ii.  2. 

In  play,  there  are  two  pleasures  for  your  choosing. 

The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing.  Byron,  D,  J,  xiy.l2 
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FLSAnV0,  FLSABT7BS— «M  £ztramM,  Holidaji,  Home. 
All  delights  are  Tain ;  but  that  most  rain, 
Which,  with  pain  porchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain. 

Sk,  Love*s  L,  L.  i.  1. 
Pleasure  and  revenge 
Hare  ears  more  deaf  than  adders,  to  the  Toice 
Of  any  tme  decision.  Sh,  TroiL  ii.  2. 

Short  is  the  coarse  of  everj  lawless  pleasure ; 

Grief,  like  a  shade,  on  all  its  footsteps  waits, 

Scarce  visible  in  joy's  meridian  height, 

But  downwards,  as  its  blaze  declining  speeds. 

The  dwarfish  shadow  to  a  giant  spreads.  Milton. 

Approach  love's  awful  throne  by  just  degrees. 
And  if  thou  would'st  be  happy,  learn  to  please. 

Prior,  Solomon,  ii.  266. 
Pleasure,  or  wrong  or  rightly  understood. 
Our  greatest  evil,  or  our  greatest  good.     Pojf>e,  E.  M,  ii.  91. 

Unmov'd  though  witlings  sneer,  and  rivals  rail ; 
Studious  to  please,  yet  not  asham'd  to  fail. 

Johnsony  Prologue  to  the  Tragedy  of  Irene. 
Not  even  pleasure  to  excess  is  good  : 
What  most  elates,  then  sinks  the  soul  as  low : 
When  springtide  joy  pours  in  with  copious  flood. 
The  higner  still  the  exulting  billows  now. 
And  further  back  a^ain  they  flagging  go. 
And  leave  us  grov'lmg  on  the  dreary  snore. 

Thomzon^  Castle  of  Indolence,  X.  63. 
Death  treads  in  pleasure's  footsteps  round  the  world. 
When  pleasure  treads  the  paths  which  reason  shuns. 

Young,  N,  T,  v.  863. 
Whatever  the  motive,  pleasure  is  the  mark  : 
For  her  the  black  assassin  draws  his  sword ; 
For  her  dark  statesmen  trim  their  midnight  lamp ; 
For  her  the  saint  abstains,  the  miser  starves ; 
The  stoic  proud,  for  pleasure,  pleasure  scorns ; 
For  her  affliction's  daughters  grief  indulge. 
And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears ; — 
For  her,  guilt,  ^me,  toil,  danger,  we  defy.        Young,  N.  T. 

A  man  of  pleasure  is  a  man  of  pains.   Young^  N.  T.  Tin.  793. 

All  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 

You  seize  the  flower,  its  bloom  is  shed ; 

Or  like  the  snow  falls  on  the  river, 

A  moment  white — then  melts  for  ever.  JBume,  Tarn  0*8h,  59. 
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PLEA8I5^0,  VLEASUBiE^eMtitwetL 
Mix  wiiJi  your  ^ve  desi^s  a  little  pleasure  ; 
Each  day  of  business  has  its  hour  of  leisure. 

Richard  West,  Letter  v.  in  McLtorCt  Life  of  Oray. 
The  youth,  who  bathes  in  pleasure's  limpid  streams, 
At  well  judg'd  intenrals,  feels  all  his  soul 
NerF'd  witii  recruited  strength ;  but  if  too  oft 
He  swims  in  sportive  mazes  through  the  flood, 
It  chills  his  languid  virtue.  W,  Mason, 

Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  treasure. 

There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure.  ^yr(m,D.i7'.iii.6o. 

The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  tne  last  glass  oi  champagne,  without 

The  foam  which  made  its  virgin  bumper  gay  ; 

Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 

Or  like  a  soda  bottle  when  its  spray 

Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out : 

Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  oehind, 

Without  the  animation  of  the  wind.         Byron,  D.  J.  xvi.  9. 

Pleasure  that  comes  unlook'd  for  is  thrice  welcome. 

Sogers,  Italy,  (Intervietc.) 
PLEDGE— M»  Toasts. 

Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes. 

And  I  will  pledge  with  mine ; 

Or  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup, 

And  I'll  not  look  for  wine.   BenJonson,  The  Forest,  To  Celia, 

PLOBDnro. 

Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won. 

Save  base  authority  from  others'  books.  Sh.  Love's  L,  L,  1. 1. 

Some  stupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wight, 

Who  wins  Uieir  hearts  by  knowing  black  from  white*  Young, 

O  think  what  anxious  moments  pass  between 
The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  last  f&tal  periods  ! 
O  'tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  time, 

Fill'd  up  with  horror  all,  and  big  with  death.  Addison. 

PLOUGH. 

In  ancient  times,  the  sacred  plough  employed 
The  kings,  and  awfiil  fisithers  of  mankind : 
And  some,  with  whom  compared  your  insect-tribes 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  summer's  day, 
Have  held  the  scale  of  empire,  ruled  the  storm 
Of  mighty  war ;  then,  with  unwearied  hand, 
Disdaminff  little  delicacies,  seized 
The  plough,  and  greatly  independent  lived.  Thomson,  Sp.  68. 
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flOXSQK—eoHtinusd. 

He  that  by  the  plongh  would  thnye, 

Himgelf  must  either liold  or  drive.  Franklin,  Way  to  Wealth. 

POEU,  POSIBY,  POETS— «a;  ImaginatioB,  Hilton,  Shakeipeara. 

I  would  the  gods  had  made  thee  poetical.  8h*  As  Y.  L.  iii.  3. 

I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  mew. 

Than  one  of  these  same  metre  ballad-mongers  : 

I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canstick  tom'd. 

Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree ; 

And  that  would  set  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge, 

I^othing  &o  much  as  mincing  poetry  ; 

'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  shuffling  nag.  Sh.Hen.iv,  2,  iii.l. 

Those  who  write  in  rhyme  still  make 
The  one  Terse  for  the  other's  sake ; 
And  one  for  sense,  and  one  for  rhyme, 
I  think's  sufficient  at  one  time.  Butler,  Hud,  2,  i.  23. 

It  is  not  poetry  that  makes  men  poor  ; 

For  few  do  write  that  were  not  so  before. 

And  those  that  hare  writ  best,  had  they  been  rich, 

Had  ne'er  been  seized  with  a  poetic  itch  ; 

Had  loved  their  ease  too  well  to  take  the  pains 

To  undergo  that  drudgery  of  brains  ; 

But  being  for  all  other  trades  unfit, 

Only  t'  avoid  being  idle  set  up  wit.  Butler ,  Miseel,  Thoughts. 

As  wine,  that  with  its  own  weight  runs,  is  best. 

And  counted  much  more  noble  than  the  press'd. 

So  is  that  poetry,  whose  generous  strains 

Flow  without  servile  study,  art,  or  pains.   Ih,  MUc,  Thoughts. 

Who  first  found  out  that  curse, 
T'  imprison  and  confine  his  thoughts  in  verse, 
To  hang  so  dull  a  clog  upon  the  wit. 
And  make  his  reason  to  nis  rhyme  submit.  Butler. 

Though  poets  may  of  inspiration  boast. 

Their  rage,  ill-governed,  in  the  clouds  is  lost.  Waller, 

Poets  lose  half  the  praise  they  should  have  got, 

Oould  it  be  known  what  they  discreetly  blot.  Waller, 

Illustrious  acts  high  raptures  do  infuse, 

And  every  conqueror  creates  a  muse.    Ih.  Pan.  on  CromioelL 

Thespis,  the  first  professor  of  our  art. 

At  country  wakes  sung  ballads  from  a  cart. 

Dri;den^  ProL  to  Let^s  Sophonisba 
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POXKB,  POSTBY,  TOVrS^cantinued. 
Poor  shiYes  in  metre,  dall  and  addle-paied, 
Who  rhyme  below  e'en  David's  psalms  translated. 

Drvden,  Absalom  and  Aehiiaphel,  ii.  402. 
Although  heaven  made  him  poor,  with  reyerence  speaking. 
He  never  was  a  poet  of  God  s  making  : 
The  midwife  laid  her  hand  on  his  thick  skull, 
With  this  prophetic  blessing — Be  thou  dull ; 
Drink,  swear,  and  roar,  forbear  no  lewd  delight 
Fit  for  thy  bulk  ;  do  anything  but  write.  Dryden,  lb,  ii.  473. 

Fame  from  science,  not  from  fortune,  draws. 
So  poetry,  which  is  in  Oxford  made 
An  art,  in  London  only  is  a  trade. 
There  haughty  dunces,  whose  unlearned  pen 
Could  ne'er  spell  grammar,  would  be  reading  men. 
Such  build  their  poems  the  Lucretian  way  ; 
So  many  huddled  atoms  make  a  play ; 
And  if  they  hit  in  order  by  some  chance, 
They  call  that  nature,  which  is  ignorance. 

Dry  den  ^  ProL  delivered  at  Oxford,  27. 
Of  those  few  fools,  who  with  ill  sfars  are  curst. 
Sure  scribbling  fools,  caU'd  poets,  fare  the  worst ; 
For  they  're  a  set  of  fools  which  fortune  makes. 
And  after  she  has  made  them  fools,  forsakes.  Congrete. 

Pegasus,  a  nearer  way  to  take. 
May  bold^  deviate  from  the  common  track. 
From  vulgar  bounds  with  brave  disorder  part. 
And  snatcii  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art.  Pope,^.Cx.l50. 

Where'er  you  find  "  the  cooling  western  breeze," 

In  the  next  line,  it  "  whispers  through  the  trees  :" 

If  crystal  streams  "  with  pleasing  murmurs  creep," 

The  reader's  threaten'd  (not  in  vain)  with  "  sleep."     Ih»  349. 

True  ease  in  writing  comes  from  art,  not  chance. 

As  those  move  easiest  who  have  learned  to  dance. 

'lis  not  enough  no  harshness  gives  ofience  ; 

The  sound  must  seem  an  echo  to  the  sense. 

Soft  is  the  strain  when  zephyr  gently  blows, 

And  the  smooth  stream  in  smoother  numbers  flows ; 

But  when  loud  surges  lash  the  sounding  shore. 

The  hoarse  rough  verse  should  like  the  torrent  roar. 

When  Ajax  strives  some  rock's  vast  weight  to  throw, 

The  line  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  slow ; 

Not  so,  when  swift  Camilla  scours  the  plain. 

Flies  o'er  th'  unbending  com,  and  skims  along  the  main. 

Fope,  E,  a  II.  36L 
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P0SM8,  POSTBY,  P0ET8— eon/muMf. 
What  wofal  stuff  this  madrigal  would  be. 
In  some  starred  hackney  sonnetteer,  or  me  P 
But  let  a  lord  once  own  the  happj  lines, 
How  the  wit  brightens !  how  the  style  refines !  Pope,JB»CAiB, 

The  dog-star  rases !  nay,  'tis  past  a  doubt, 
All  Beolam  or  Parnassus  is  let  out : 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  papers  in  each  hand. 
They  rave,  recite,  and  madden  round  the  land. 

Pope,  JEp.  to  Arbuthnot,  3. 

Is  there  a  parson  much  bemused  in  beer, 

A  maudlin  poetess,  a  rhyming  peer, 

A  clerk  foredoomed  his  fathers  soul  to  cross. 

Who  pens  a  stanza  when  he  should  engross  ? 

All  fly  to  Twit 'nam,  and  in  humble  strain. 

Apply  to  me  to  keep  them  mad  or  yain.  Pope,  lb.  15. 

As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 

I  lisped  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came.       Pope,  lb*  127. 

Curs'd  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe'er  it  flow. 

That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe. 

Give  virtue  scandal,  innocence  a  fear. 

Or  from  the  sofl-ey'd  virgin  steal  a  tear !  Pope,  lb.  284. 

He  who  now  to  sense,  now  nonsense,  leaning. 

Means  not,  but  blunders  round-about  a  meaning ; 

And  he  whose  fustian's  so  sublimely  bad. 

It  is  not  poetry,  but  prose  run  mad : 

All  these  my  modest  satire  bade  translate. 

And  own'd  that  nine  such  poets  made  a  Tate.  Pope,  lb.  185. 

Let  envy  howl,  whUe  heav'n's  whole  chorus  sings, 

^Vnd  banc  at  honour  not  confer'd  by  kings  ; 

Let  flatt'ry,  sick'ning,  see  the  incense  rise, 

Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  skies : 

Truth  guards  the  poet,  sanctifies  the  line, 

And  makes  immortal,  verse  as  mean  as  mine.  Pope. 

Ev'n  copious  Dryden  wanted,  or  forgot, 
The  last  and  greatest  art,  the  art  to  olot. 

Pvpe,  Imii.  ofSor.  2,  i.  280. 
Sages  and  chiefs  long  since  had  birth. 
Ere  Cesar  was,  or  Kewton  nam'd ; 
These  rais'd  new  empires  o'er  the  earth, — 
And  those,  new  heav'ns  and  systems  fram'd  ; 
Vain  was  the  chiefs',  the  sages'  pride ! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  they  diea.  Pope* 
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Stadious  he  sate,  with  all  his  books  around, 

Sinking  from  thought  to  thought,  a  vast  profound ; 

Plunged  for  his  sense,  but  found  no  bottom  there ; 

Then  wrote,  and  flounder'd  on  in  mere  despair.  PofML 

Care  in  poetry  must  still  be  had, 
It  asks  discretion  e'en  in  running  mad.  'Pope. 

Now  times  are  chang'd,  and  one  poetic  itch 
Has  seiz'd  the  court  and  city,  poor  and  rich : 
Sons,  sires,  and  ffrandsires,  all  will  wear  the  bays, 
Our  wives  read  Milton,  and  our  daughters  Plays  ; 
To  theatres  and  to  rehearsals  throng. 
And  all  our  grace  at  table  is  a  Song. 

T&pe,  Imit,  qfJUor.  2,  i.  169. 
Widely  extensive  is  the  poet's  aim, 
And  in  each  verse  he  draws  a  bill  on  fame. 

Lady  WincheUea,  to  Tope. 
Then,  rising  with  Aurora's  light. 
The  Muse  mvok'd,  sit  down  to  write  ; 
Blot  out,  correct,  insert,  refine. 
Enlarge,  diminish,  interline ; 
Be  mmdful,  when  invention  fails, 
To  scratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails.  Swifl^  On  PoHfy,  85. 

A  poem's  life  and  death  dependcth  still 

Not  on  the  poet's  wits,  but  reader's  will.    Alexander  Brome. 

Bead,  meditate,  reflect,  grow  wise— in  vain ; 

Try  every  help,  force  fire  from  every  spark ; 

Yet  shall  you  ne'er  the  poet's  power  attain. 

If  heaven  ne'er  stamp'd  you  with  the  muses'  mark.  A.  EXU. 

The  bards,  nor  think  too  lightly  that  I  mean 
Those  Httie,  piddling  witlings,  who  o'erween 
Of  their  small  parts,  the  Murphy s  of  the  stage, 
Ths  Masons  and  the  Whiteheads  of  the  age, 
Who  all  in  raptures  their  own  works  rehearse. 
And  drawl  out  measured  prose,  which  they  call  verse. 

Churchill,  Independence. 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,  I  seize  the  pen 
Bough  as  they  run,  rapid  thoughts  set  down. 
Bough  as  they  run,  discharge  them  on  the  town ; 
Hence  rude,  unfinish'd  brats,  before  their  time, 
Are  bom  into  the  idle  world  of  rhyme, 
And  the  poor  slattern  muse  is  brought  to  bed. 
With  all  ner  imperfections  on  her  hetLd.ChurehilltQotham^  n. 
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All  other  trades  demand,  yene-makerB  beg  ; 

A  dedication  ia  a  wooden  leg.  Young,  Lave  fifB'ame,  4. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains. 

Which  poets  only  know.  Cowper,  Task,  ii.  285. 

Fervency,  fireedom,  fluency  of  thought, 

Hannony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sought ; 

Fancy,  that  from  the  bovr  that  spans  the  SKy, 

Brings  colours  dipp'd  in  heayen,  that  neyer  die  ; 

A  soul  exalted  aboye  earth  ;  a  mind 

SkiU'd  in  the  characters  that  form  mankind.  Coioper, 

A  great  deal,  my  dear  liege,  depends 

On  hayine  cleyer  bards  for  firiends  : 

What  haa  Achilles  been  without  his  Homer  P 

A  tailor,  woollen-draper,  or  a  comber  P  Peter  Pindar. 

The  man  who  printeth  his  poetic  fits. 

Into  the  public's  mouth  his  head  commits.        Peter  Pindar, 

Sweet  are  the  pleasures  that  to  verse  belong. 
And  doubly  sweet  a  brotherhood  in  song. 

Keats,  JSp.  to  G,  F.  Matketos. 
Thou  shalt  belieye  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope ; 
Thou  shalt  not  set  up  Wordsworth,  Colendge,  Southey ; 
Because  the  first  is  crazed  beyond  all  hope. 
The  second  drunk,  the  third  so  quaint  and  mouthey  : 
With  Crabbe  it  may  be  difficult  to  cope.    Byron,  V,  J",  i.  205. 

He  lied  with  such  a  feryour  of  intention — 

There  was  no  doubt  he  eam'd  his  laureate  pension.  lb.  iii.  BO.' 

Oyid's  a  rake,  as  half  his  yerses  show  him, 

Anacreon's  morals  are  a  still  worse  sample, 

•Catullus  scarcely  has  a  decent  poem, 

I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example. 

Although  Longinus  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn. 

Where  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  wings  more  ample : 

But  Virgil's  songs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid  one 

Beginning  with  "  Formosum  Pastor  Corydon." 

Lucretius  irreligion  is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,  to  prove  wholesome  food ; 

I  can't  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong. 

Although  no  doubt  nis  real  intent  was  good, 

For  speakins  out  so  plainly  in  his  song. 

So  much  indeed  as  to  be  aownright  rude  ; 

And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 

To  all  tiiose  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial  P  Byron,  D.  Jl  i.  42. 
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Nothing  so  difficult  as  a  beginniog 

In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end ; 

For  oftentimes  when  reffssus  seems  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  wmg,  and  down  we  tend. 

Like  Lucifer,  when  hurl'd  from  heaven  for  sinning. 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend, 

Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  far, 

Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  are.  Byron, D.J.iy^h 

All  are  not  moralists,  like  Southey,  when 

He  prated  to  the  world  "  Pantisocrasy ;" 

Or  Wordsworth  unexcised,  unhired,  who  then 

Season'd  his  pedlar  poems  with  democracy ; 

Or  Coleridge,  lon^  before  his  flighty  pen 

Lent  to  the  Mommg  Post  its  aristocracy  ; 

When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same  path. 

Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 

Such  names  at  present  cut  a  convict  figure. 

The  very  Botany  Bay  in  moral  j^eography ; 

Their  loyal  treason,  renegado  vigour. 

Are  good  manure  for  their  more  bare  biography.  lb.  iii.I09-l(X 

When  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade. 
Their  bays  are  sere,  their  former  laurels  fade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poet's  sacred  name, 
Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucre  not  for  fame. 

Bjfron,  JSnfflish  Bards  and  Scotch  JReviewerg 

Which  deserves  the  laurel,  rhyme  or  blank  P 
Which  holds  on  Helicon  the  highest  rank  P — 
Let  squabbling  critics  by  themselves  dispute 
This  point,  as  puzzling  as  a  chancery  siut.  Bt/ron^  Imitations, 

Thoush  my  lines  should  only  line  portmanteaus. 
Trade  will  oe  all  the  better  for  these  cantos.        Byron^  D.  J, 

Call  it  not  vain : — they  do  not  err. 

Who  say,  that,  when  the  poet  dies. 

Mute  nature  mourns  her  worshipper. 

And  celebrates  his  obsequies  ; 

Who  say,  tidl  cliff,  and  cavern  lone, 

For  the  departed  bard  make  moan ; 

That  mountains  weep  in  cnrstal  rill ; 

That  flowers  in  tears  of  balm  distil ; 

Through  his  loved  groves  that  breezes  sigh. 

And  oaks,  in  deeper  groan,  reply ; 

And  rivers  teach  their  rushing  wave 

To  murmur  dirges  round  his  grave.  Scott,  Lay  v.  1. 
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Ne'er 
Was  flattery  lost  on  poet's  ear  : 
A  simple  race !  they  waste  their  toil 

For  the  rain  tribute  of  a  smile.  ScoU^  Zay,  it.  32. 

When  some  mad  bard  sits  down  to  muse 
About  the  lilies  and  the  dews, 
The  grassy  vales  and  sloping  lawns, 
Fairies  and  satjrrs,  nymplis  and  fawns, 
He's  apt  to  think,  he  s  apt  to  swear. 
That  Cfupid  reigns  not  any  where, 
Except  m  some  sequester  d  rillaee. 
Where  peasants  live  on  truth  and  tillage, 
That  none  are  fair  enough  for  witches 
But  maids  who  frisk  through  dells  and  ditches, 
That  dreams  are  twice  as  sweet  as  dances. 
That  cities  never  breed  romances. 
That  beauty  always  keeps  a  cottage, 
And  purity  grows  pale  on  pottage.      Traed^  Love  at  a  Bout, 

Blessings  he  with  them,  and  eternal  praise. 
The  poets  who  on  earth  have  made  us  heirs 
Of  truth,  and  pure  delight,  by  heavenly  lays.      Wordiwortk, 

Take  the  sweet  poetry  of  life  away, 

And  what  remains  behind  ?  Wordnoorik. 

A  pretty  kind  of— sort  of— kind  of  thing. 
Not  much  a  verse,  and  poem  none  at  all. 

Leiffk  Hunt,  A  Thought  or  ttBO* 
Poets  are  all  who  love,  who  feel  great  truths 
And  tell  them ;  and  the  truth  of  truths  is  love.  BaiUyJ^tu9. 

Poetry  is  itself  a  thing  of  God ; 

He  made  his  prophets  poets,  and  the  more 

We  feel  of  poesy,  do  we  become 

Like  God  in  love  and  power — ^under  makers.    Bailey,  Feet  i  . 

With  eyes  of  wonder  the  gay  shelves  behold. 

Poets,  all  rags  alive,  now  clod  in  gold ; 

In  life  and  death  one  common  fate  they  share. 

And  on  their  backs  still  all  their  riches  wear.  Anonm 

POST  lAUBEATE. 

In  twice  five  years  the  ''  greatest  living  poet," 
Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring. 
It  called  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  sho.r  it. 
Although  'tis  an  miaginary  thing. 
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Where  village  statesmen  talk'd  with  looks  profound. 

And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 
POXP  Goldsmith,  Deserted  ViUage^ti'S, 

What  is  pomp,  rale,  reign,  hut  earth  and  dust  ? 

And,  lire  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must.  Sh.  Sen.  ri.  3,  v.  2. 
FOPS-pMf  Satire. 

If  limbs  unbroken,  skin  without  a  stain, 

Unwhipt,  unblanketed,  unkicked,  unslain. 

That  wretched  little  carcass  you  retain. 

The  reason  is  not  that  the  world  wants  eyes. 

But  thou'rt  so  mean,  they  see,  and  they  despise  ! 
MPKEY  ^^^^  ^*  ^'  Montagu,  Ymit.  qf  Hor.  i.  2. 

For  as  the  pope,  that  keeps  the  gate 

Of  hearen,  wears  three  crowns  of  state ; 

So  he  that  keeps  the  gate  of  heU, 

Proud  Cerb'ras,  wears  three  heads  as  well ; 

And,  if  the  world  has  any  troth. 

Some  have  been  canonized  in  both.      Butler,  Hud.  3,  ii.  661. 

^  *^t  the  free  would  stamp  the  impious  name 

Of  Pope  into  the  dust!  or  write  it  there. 

So  that  this  blot  upon  the  page  of  fame 

Were  as  a  serpent  s  path,  which  the  light  air 

Erases,  and  the  flat  sands  dose  behind  !  ShelUv 

Q  The'poplar  there 

Shoots  up  its  spire,  and  shakes  its  leaves  i'  the  sun 
fantastical,  while  round  its  slender  base 
•Bambles  the  sweet-breathed  woodbine.         JSarry  Cornwall 
WPTOABTTY,  POPVLAGE-j^  Kob,  People. 

I  love  the  people. 
But  do  not  like  to  stage  me  to  their  eyes  : 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relish  well 
^eir  loud  applause  and  aves  vehement ; 
^r  do  1  think  the  man  of  safe  discretion 
That  does  affect  it.  Sh,  M.for  3f.  1. 1 

You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  spake. 
So  manv  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
ThrouRh  casements  darted  their  desiring  eyes 
Upon  his  visage.  sh,  JSie,  n,  y.  2. 

An  habitation  giddy  and  unsure 
Hath  he,  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart.  Sh.  Ren,  n\  l,n.3. 
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Ey'iy  wretch  pining  and  pale  before, 
Beholding  him,  plnckg  comfort  from  his  looks  ; 
A  lareess  nnirersaly  like  the  sun. 
His  lio'ral  eye  doth  giro  to  eveiy  one, 
Thawing  cold  fear.  8h.  Sen.  v.  Chorus, 

O,  he  sits  hiffh  in  all  the  people's  hearts  : 

And  that,  wnich  would  appear  offence  in  us. 

His  countenance,  like  richest  alchjmy. 

Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthiness.        Sh.  Jul.  C,  i.  3, 

Your  affections  are 
A  sick  man*s  appetite,  who  desires  most  that 
Which  would  mcrease  his  evil.    He  that  depends 
Upon  your  favours,  swims  with  fins  of  lead. 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.    Hang  ye  I    Trust  ye  ? 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind ; 
And  call  Imn  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate, 
Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.  8h.  Coriol.  i.  1. 

Yon  common  cry  of  curs  I  whose  breath  I  hate 

As  reek  o'  the  rotten  fens,  whose  loves  I  prize 

As  the  dead  carcasses  of  unburied  men 

That  do  corrupt  the  air.  Sh.  Coriol.  iii.  3. 

Our  slippery  people, 
Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver, 
Till  his  deserts  are  passed.  Sh,  Ant.  Sf  Cleop.  i.  2. 

The  scum 
That  rises  upmost,  when  the  nation  boils.   Dryden,  Don,  Seh. 

Bare-headed,  popularly  low  he  bow'd. 

And  paid  the  salutations  of  the  crowd.  IB.  Pal.  S[Ar.  in.  1965. 

I  have  no  taste 
Of  popular  applause :  the  noisy  praise 
Of  giady  crowds,  as  changeable  as  winds. 
Still  vehement,  and  still  without  a  cause  ; 
Servants  to  chance,  and  blowing  in  the  tide 
Of  swoln  success  ;  but,  veering  with  the  ebb. 
It  leaves  the  channel  dry.  Dryden,  Spanish  Friar. 

Almighty  crowd !  thou  shortenest  all  dispute. 

Power  is  thy  essence,  wit  thy  attribute ! 

Nor  faith  nor  reason  make  thee  at  a  stay. 

Thou  leapest  o'er  all  eternal  truths  in  thy  Pindaric  way. 

Dryden,  Medal,  91. 

H  H 
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Even  I— albeit  rm  sure  I  did  not  know  it, 

Nor  sought  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king.^- 

Was  reckoned,  a  considerable  time, 

The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 

Bifron,  D.  J,  xi.  55» 
POLAB  ATTBACnOK. 

So  turns  the  faithful  needle  to  the  pole. 

Though  mountains  rise  between,  and  oceans  roll.       Darwin, 

POLAB  SXPEDinOK. 

HI  fares  the  bark  with  trembling  wretches  charged. 
That,  tost  amid  the  floating  fragments,  moors 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  icy  isle. 
While  night  o'erwhelms  the  sea,  and  horror  looks 
More  horrible.    Can  human  force  endure 
The  assembled  mischiefs  that  besiege  them  round  P 
Keart-gnawing  hunger,  fainting  weariness. 
The  roar  of  winds  and  waves,  the  crush  of  ice. 
Now  ceasing,  now  renewed  with  louder  rage, 
And  in  dire  echoes  bellowing  round  the  main. 

Thomson,  Winter,  1004. 
Ah  !  whither  now  are  fled 
Those  dreams  of  greatness  P  those  unsullied  hopes 
Of  happiness  P  those  longings  after  fame  P 
Those  restless  cares  P  those  ousy  bustling  days  P 
Those  gay-spent,  festive  nights  ?  those  reering  thoughts. 
Lost  between  good  and  iU,  that  shared  th^  life  P 
All  now  are  vanished  I    Virtue  sole  survives, 
Immortal  never-failing  friend  of  man, 
His  guide  to  happiness  on  high.  Thomson,  Winter,  1033. 

POLEMICS. 
He  could  raise  scruples  dark  and  nice. 
And,  after,  solve  *em  in  a  trice ; 
As  if  divinity  had  catch'd 
Tbe  itch  on  purpose  to  be  scratch'd.  Butler,  Hud, 

POLITEKESS. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyster  wench.  8h,  Bie,  ii.  i.  4. 

And  when  a  lady's  in  the  case. 

You  know  all  other  things  give  place.  Gay,  Fable  i.  50. 

Study  with  care  politeness,  that  must  teach 
The  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech ; 
In  vain  formality,  with  matron  mien 
And  pertness,  apes  her  with  familiar  grin. 
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TOldTKKESS^contmued. 

They  against  nature  for  applauses  strain, 
Distort  themselves,  and  give  all  others  pain. 
She  moves  with  easy,  thoiicrh  with  measured  pace, 
And  shows  no  part  of  study  but  the  grace ; 
Yet  e'en  bv  this,  man  is  but  half  refined. 
Unless  philosophy  subdues  the  mind.  Stilling fieetm 

POLXnCIAVB,  POLITICS— M0  Ambition,  Statesmen. 
Nothing's  more  dull  and  negligent 
Than  an  old  lazy  government ; 
That  knows  no  interest  of  state. 
But  such  as  serves  a  present  strait. 
And  to  patch  up,  or  snift,  will  close, 
Or  breaJk  alike,  with  friends  or  foes ; 
That  runs  behind  hand,  and  has  spent 
Its  credit  to  the  last  extent ; 
And  the  first  time  'tis  at  a  loss, 
Has  not  one  true  friend,  nor  one  cross.  Butler, MUe.  Thoughit. 

As  politic  as  those,  who,  when  the  moon 
As  oright  and  glorious  in  a  river  shone. 
Threw  casting-netsi  with  equal  cunning  at  her, 
To  catch  her  with,  and  pull  her  out  o'  th'  water. 

Butler^  Elephant  in  the  Moon. 
Avoid  the  politic,  the  factious  fool. 
The  busy,  buzzing,  talking,  hardened  knave : 
The  quamt  smooth  rogue,  that  sins  against  his  reason, 
Calls  saucy  loud  perdition  public  zeal, 
And  mutiny  the  dictates  of  his  spirit.  Otway, 

Dull  rogpies  affect  the  politician's  part. 

And  learn  to  nod,  and  smile,  and  shrug  with  art ; — 

Who  nothing  has  to  lose,  the  war  bewails ; 

And  he,  who  nothing  pays,  at  taxes  rails.  Congreve. 

Fearfully  wise  he  shakes  his  empty  head, 

And  deals  out  empires  as  he  deals  out  thread.  CAurrAt//,  Night. 

All  would  be  deem'd,  e'en  from  the  cradle,  fit 

To  rule  in  politics,  as  well  as  wit ; 

The  grave,  the  gay,  the  fopling,  and  the  dunce, 

Start  up  (G-od  bless  us  !)  statesmen  all  at  once  !       ChurMll. 

A  politician,  Proteus-like,  must  alter 

His  face  and  habit ;  and,  like  wateri  seem 

Of  the  same  colour  that  the  vessel  is 

That  doth  contain  it,  varying  his  form. 

With  the  chameleon,  at  each  object's  change.  Maton, 
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If  we  from  wealth  to  porerty  descend, 

Want  gives  to  know  tne  flatterer  from  the  friend. 

Dryden,  W^  of  BtOk,  485. 
Want  whets  the  wit,  'tis  trae ;  but  wit  not  blest 
With  fortune's  aid  makes  beegars  at  the  best : 
Wit  is  not  fed,  but  sharpened  with  appUuise ; 
For  wealth  is  solid  food,  but  wit  is  hungry  sauce. 

O,  blissful  poverty ! 
If  ature,  too  partial,  to  thy  lot  assigns 
Health,  freedom,  innocence,  and  downy  peace— 
Her  real  goods — and  only  mocks  the  great 
With  empty  pageantries.  Fenion,  Marianne. 

Think,  too,  in  what  a  woeful  plight 

The  wretch  must  be,  whose  pocket's  light ; 

Are  not  his  hours  by  want  depress'd  P 

Penurious  cares  corrode  his  breast ; 

Without  respect,  or  love,  or  friends. 

His  solitary  day  descends.  Gajr. 

This  mournful  truth  is  everywhere  confessed, 

Slow  rises  worth  by  poverty  depressed.  Johnson,  London^  176. 

But  poverty,  with  most  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  is  self-inflicted  woe, 
Th'  effect  of  laziness,  or  sottish  waste.  Coufper,  Task,  it.  429. 

Where  penurv  is  felt  the  thought  is  chain'd. 

And  sweet  coUoquial  pleasures  are  but  few.  lb.  Task,  IT«  397. 

Where  mice  with  music  charm,  and  vermin  crawl, 

And  snails  with  silver  traces  deck  the  wall.       Peter  Pindar. 

Most  wretched  men 
Are  cradled  into  poverty  by  wrong. 
They  learn  in  sunering  what  they  teach  in  song. 

Shelley,  Julian  and  Madallo, 
Few  save  the  poor  feel  for  the  poor ; 
The  rich  know  not  how  hard 
It  is  to  be  of  needful  rest 
And  needful  food  debarr'd : 
They  know  not  of  the  scanty  meal, 
With  small  pale  faces  round  ; 
No  fire  upon  the  cold  damp  hearth 
When  snow  is  on  the  ground.  X.  J5,  London* 
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PUVJUtTT— >«0M<mff#(C 

Aye  !  idleness  !  the  rich  folks  nerer  fail 

To  find  some  reason  why  the  poor  deserve 

Their  miseries  !  SotUhey. 

Poor  once  and  poor  for  erer,  Nat,  I  fear ; 
None  bat  the  nch  get  place  and  pension  here. 

Martial,  v.  81.  {Halhed). 

FOWEB — MfKeroy. 

Sorereign  power  is  too  depressed  or  high, 
When  kings  are  forced  to  sell,  or  crowds  to  buy. 

Dryden^  Ahialom  and  Achitophel,  I.  896. 
What  can  power  give  more  than  food  and  drink. 
To  lire  at  ease,  ana  not  be  bonnd  to  think  ?I>ryden,Medal,236. 

Calm  and  serene  he  drives  the  fiirions  blast, 
And,  pleas'd  th'  Almighty's  orders  to  perform, 
Bides  on  the  whirlwind  and  directs  the  storm. 

Adduon,  Campaign,  291. 
Power,  like  a  desolating  pestilence 
Pollutes  whate'er  it  touches  ;  and  obedience. 
Bane  of  all  genius,  virtue,  freedom,  truth, 
Makes  slaves  of  men,  and  of  the  human  frame 
A  mechanized  automaton.  Shelley,  Queen  Mab,  in*  212. 

The  good  old  rule 
Sufficeth  them,  the  simple  plan, 
That  they  should  take  who  have  the  power, 
And  they  should  keep  who  can.  Wbrdstoorth,  Bob  B/oyfe  Oravc. 

Power !  'tis  the  favourite  attribute  of  gods. 
Who  look  with  smiles  on  men  that  can  aspire 
To  copy  them.  B,  Mariyn,  TimoUon, 

FSAI8S—M»  Flattery. 
Who  would  ever  care  to  do  brave  deed. 
Or  strive  in  virtue  others  to  excel, 
If  none  would  yield  him  his  deserved  meed. 
Due  praise,  that  is  the  spur  of  doin^  well  ? 
For  if  good  were  not  praised  more  than  ill. 
None  would  choose  goodness  of  his  own  free  will. 

Speneer,  Tears  efike  Mtues, 
Praising  what  is  lost, 
Makes  the  remembrance  dear.  Sh.  AlVe  W,  y.  3» 

Who  will  believe  my  verse  in  time  to  come 

If  it  were  fill'd  with  your  most  high  deserts.         8k.  Son,  17. 

To  things  of  sale  a  seller's  praise  belong.  Sh.  Love's  L.  iv.  3. 

The  worthiness  of  praise  distains  his  worth. 

If  that  the  praised  himself  bring  the  praise  forth. iai.2Vof7.i.3. 
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FBAI8S— AM^miiM^ 
Commend  but  sparinglj  whom  thoa  dost  love ; 
But  less  condemn  whom  thou  dost  not  approve  ; 
Thj  friend,  like  flattery,  too  much  praise  doth  wrong ; 
And  too  sharp  censure  shows  an  evil  tongue.  Denkam^ 

It  matters  not  how  false,  or  forc'd, 

So  the  best  things  be  said  o'  the  worst.  Butler,  Hud.  2,  i.  627. 

They  that  do  write  in  author's  praises. 

Ana  freely  giye  their  friends  their  voices. 

Are  not  ooimned  to  what  is  true ; 

That's  not  to  give,  but  pay  a  due  : 

For  praise  that's  due  does  give  no  more 

To  worth,  than  what  it  had  before  ; 

But  to  commend  without  desert 

Kequires  a  mastery  of  art. 

That  sets  a  gloss  on  what's  amiss, 

And  writes  wnat  should  be,  not  what  is.  Butler, MiicThomghit^ 

Solid  pudding  against  empty  praise.      Pope,  Duneiad,  i.  54. 

Some  praise  at  morning  what  they  blame  at  night, 

And  always  think  the  kst  opinion  right.        Pope,  JB.  C,  429. 

To  what  base  ends,  and  by  what  abject  ways 

Are  mortals  urg'd  through  sacred  lust  to  praise.  75.  £,C.  620. 

Praise  firom  a  friend,  or  censure  from  a  foe. 

Are  lost  on  hearers  that  our  merits  know.     lb,  Iliad,  x.  293. 

The  love  of  praise,  howe'er  conceal'd  by  art, 

Beigns,  more  or  less,  and  glows,  in  er'ry  heart : 

The  proud,  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toOs  endure, 

The  modest  shun  it  but  to  make  it  sure.  Young,  L,  ofF,  i.  51. 

What  we  admire  we  praise ;  and  when  we  praise 

Advance  it  into  notice,  that  its  worth 

Acknowledg'd,  others  may  admire  it  too.  Cowper,  Tash,iu,702. 

That  nraise  contents  me  more  which  one  imparts. 

Of  juogment  sound,  though  of  a  mean  degree. 

Than  praise  from  princes,  void  of  princely  parts. 

Who  have  more  wealth,  but  not  more  wit  tnan  he. 

Ye,  who  would  in  aught  excel,         -^«'"'  «/  SterUng,  Crasus. 

Fonder  this  simple  maxim  well. 

A  wise  man's  censure  may  appall. 

But  a  fool's  praise  is  worst  of  all."  MS. 

FRATSB^MtBcitj,  Ignaruica. 

My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below : 

Worda*  witiiout  thoughts, never  to  heaven  go.  Sk,  Ham,  m.  3^ 
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ViaLLYESL—contmutd, 
If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime, 
IJnreconciI'd  aa  yet  to  hear'n  and  grace. 
Solicit  for  it  straiglit.  Sh.  0th,  T.  2. 

Let  never  day  nor  night  nnhallow'd  pass, 
But  still  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Sh.  Hen,  VI.  n.  2, 1. 
If  by  prayer 
Incessant  I  could  hope  to  cliange  the  will 
Of  him  who  all  things  can,  I  would  not  cease 
To  weaiy  him  with  my  assiduous  cries  : 
But  pray'r  a^jainst  his  absolute  decree 
No  more  avails  than  breath  against  the  wind 
Blown  stifling  back  on  him  that  breathes  it  forth : 
Therefore  to  his  great  bidding  I  submit.  Milton,  P.  Z.  xi.  S07. 

Temporal  blessings  heaven  doth  often  share, 

Unto  the  wicked,  at  the  good  man's  prayer.  Quarlet, 

O,  ye  immortal  powers  that  guard  the  just, 

Watch  round  his  couch,  and  soften  his  repose, 

Banish  his  sorrows,  and  becalm  his  soul 

With  easy  dreams ;  remember  all  his  virtues, 

Aud  show  mankind  that  goodness  is  your  care!  Addison,  Goto. 

His  pure  thoughts  were  borne 
Like  fumes  of  sacred  incense  o'er  the  clouds, 
And  wafted  thence  on  angels'  wings,  thro'  ways 
Of  light,  to  the  bright  source  of  all.  Congreve,  Mourning  Bride, 

Father  of  all !  in  every  age. 

In  every  clime,  ador'd, 

By  saint,  by  savage,  and  by  sage, 

Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord. 

Thou  Great  First  Cause,  least  understood* 

Who  all  my  sense  confined 

To  know  but  this,  that  thou  art  good. 

And  that  myself  am  blind.  Pope,  Universal  Prater, 

I  was  not  bom  for  courts  or  state  affairs ; 

I  pay  my  debts,  believe,  and  say  my  prayers.  Pope. 

'2T9,jeT  ardent  opens  heaven,  lets  down  a  stream 

Of  glory  on  the  consecrated  hour 

Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity  : 

Who  worships  the  great  God,  that  instant  joins 

The  first  in  heaven,  and  sets  his  foot  on  heu. 

Young,  N.  T,  TUi.  721. 
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OH  sad  estate 
Of  Human  wretcHedness  !  so  weak  is  mail, 
So  ignorant  and  blind,  tHat  did  not  God 
Sometimes  witHHold  in  mercy  wHat  we  ask, 
We  flHoold  be  roin'd  at  our  own  request.  JTl  More,  Moses,  L 

Fountain  of  mercy,  wHose  perFading  eye 

Can  look  witbin  and  read  wbat  passes  there, 

Accept  my  thoughts  for  thanks ;  I  have  no  words. 

My  soul  o'erfraught  with  graiitude,  rejects 

The  aid  of  language — ^Lord !  behold  my  heart.    IB,  Moses,Z. 

Ere  on  my  bed  my  limbs  I  lay, 

God  grant  me  grace  my  nrayers  to  say  ! 

O  G(kL,  preserye  my  motner  dear. 

In  health  and  strength  for  many  a  year ; 

And  oh !  preserve  my  father  too. 

And  may  I  pay  him  reyerence  due  ; 

And  may  I  my  best  thoughts  employ 

To  be  my  parents'  hope  and  joy ! 

My  sisters  and  my  brothers  both 

From  eyil  guard,  and  sare  from  sloth ; 

And  may  we  always  love  each  other. 

Our  friends,  our  father,  and  our  mother ! 

And  still,  O  Lord,  to  me  impart 

A  contrite,  pure,  and  grateful  heart. 

That  after  my  last  sleep  I  may 

Awake  to  thy  eternal  day !  Amen.  Coleridge,Ckild's  £, Prayer. 

A  good  man's  prayers 
Will  from  the  deepest  dungeon  climb  Heayen's  height, 
And  bring  a  blessing  down.  Joanna  Baillie,  EihwaH,  2,  lY.  8. 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  yital  breath. 

The  Christian's  native  air ; 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death, — 

He  enters  heaven  with  prayer.  Jos,  Montgomery* 

More  things  are  wrought  by  prayer 
Than  this  world  dreams  of.    Wherefore  let  tny  voice 
Sise  like  a  fountain  for  me  night  and  day : 
For  what  are  men  better*  than  sheep  or  goats, 
That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the  brain, 
If,  Imowing  God,  they  lift  not  hands  of  prayer. 
Both  for  themselves  and  those  who  call  them  fHend  P 

Tennyson,  Morte  d^  Arthur. 
In  desert  wilds,  in  midnight  gloom ; 
In  ffratefal  joy,  in  tryinj^  pain ; 
In  Emghin£[  youth,  so  nign  the  tomb ; 
Oh !  wnen  is  prayer  unheard  or  vain.       SlisM  Cook,  Poeme, 
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nUBACEEBS,    PBEAGEDTO— «M   Ctergy,  PrMbytflriaai,    FriMti^ 
Pnzlteiif. 
Jest  not  at  preacher's  language  or  expression : 
How  know'st  thou  but  thy  sins  made  nim  miscarry  P 

Herbert,  Tsmple^  74. 
Who  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox. 
By  apostolic  blows  and  knocks.  Butler^  Hud.  1, 1. 199. 

Is  not  the  care  of  sools  a  load  sufficient  P 

Are  not  your  holy  stipends  paid  for  this  P 

Were  you  not  bred  apart  from  worldly  noise. 

To  stuay  souls,  their  cures  and  their  mscases  P 

The  province  of  the  soul  is  large  enough 

To  fiU  up  every  cranny  of  your  time, 

And  leave  vou  much  to  answer,  if  one  wretch 

Be  damn'd  oy  your  neglect.  Drydenm 

^  The  sweefc  words 
Of  Christian  promise,  words  that  even  yet 
Might  stem  destruction,  were  they  wisely  preach'd, 
Are  mutter'd  o'er  by  men,  whose  tones  proclaim 
How  flat  and  wearisome  they  feel  their  trade.  Coleridge. 

Yes,  you're  a  pretty  preacher,  sir,  we  know  it. 

Write  pretty  novels,  are  a  pretty  poet ; 

A  pretty  critic,  and  tell  fortunes  too ; 

Then,  who  writes  farce  or  epigrams  Hke  you  P 

At  every  ball  how  prettily  jrou  nick  it ! 

You  fiddle,  sing,  play  prettily  at  cricket. 

Yet,  after  all,  in  notning  you  excel. 

Do  all  things  prettily,  but  nothing  well, 

What  shall  I  caU  you  P  say  the  best  I  can. 

You  are,  my  friend,  a  very  busy  man.3faHuiZ,ii.7.(l?.(7raM#.) 

PBECAUnOV— <M  Caution.     • 

You  should  have  feared  false  times,  when  you  did  feast; 
Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least.  Sh,  Timon,  rv.  3. 

When  we  mean  to  build. 
We  first  survey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  see  the  figure  of  the  house. 
Then  must  we  rate  the  cost  of  the  erection.  8k,  H.  iv,  2,  i.  3. 

Industrious  wisdom  often  does  prevent 

What  lazy  folly  thinks  inevitable  ; 

Big,  swelling  clouds  are  by  the  wind  blown  o'er, 

And  threatening  clouds  may  dwindle  to  a  shower.  Old  PlajfB 
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PBECAUnOV— AM»fmtte<f. 
'Twas  always  held,  and  erer  will. 
By  sa^e  mankind,  discreeter, 
To  anUcipate  a  lesser  ill 
Than  nndereo  a  greater. 

ShemUme,  3h  the  Memory  of  an  Agreeable  Ladjf^  1. 

PBECI8I0V. 

How  absolute  the  knareas ; 
We  mnst  speak  by  the  card,  or  eqniyocation  will  undo  us. 

8h,  Ham,  T.  1. 

F££FACSS. 
Go,  little  booke ;  Grod  send  thee  good  passage, 
And  specially  let  this  be  thy  prayere, 
Unto  them  all  that  thee  will  reaa  or  hear, 
Where  thou  art  wrong,  after  their  help  to  caQ» 
Thee  to  correct  in  any  part,  or  all.  Chaucer. 

There's  no  want  of  meat,  sir ; 
Portly  and  curious  yiands  are  prepared, 
To  please  all  kinds  of  appetites.  Massinger, 

FBEFEBXEHT— M»  Fayour. 

All  preferment 
That  springs  from  sin  and  lust  shoots  up  quickly ; 
As  gardener's  crops  do  in  the  rott'nest  grounds  ; 
So  is  all  means  rais'd  irom  base  prostitution, 
Eyen  like  a  salad  growing  upon  a  dunghiU. 

Mtddleton,  Women  beware  Women. 

If  on  the  sudden  he  begins  to  rise ; 

No  man  that  liyes  can  count  his  enemies. 

Mtddleton,  Trick  to  Catch  the  Old  One. 

When  knayes  comes  to  preferment,  they  rise  as 

Gallows  are  rais'd  in  the  low  countries,  one 

Upon  another's  shoulders.  Webster,  White  Dewil, 

PBEJUSICE,  PBSP0S8E88I0V. 

The  difference  is  as  great  between 
The  optics  seeing,  as  the  objects  seen. 
All  manners  take  a  tincture  firom  our  own. 
Or  some  discolour'd  through  our  passion  shown ; 
Or  fancy's  beam  enlaiges,  multiplies. 
Contracts,  inverts,  and  giyes  ten  thousand  dyes.  Pope, 
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VBB71JBICS,  PBEP088E8SI0V— MM/MNMf. 
It  is  the  noblest  act  of  hnman  reason 
To  free  itself  from  slayish  prepossession ; 
Assume  the  le^i^  right  to  disengage 
From  all  it  had  contracted  under  age.  Butler^  Bat.  i.  L 

FBSSBYTEBIAV8. 
A  sect,  whose  chief  derotion  lies 
In  odd  perverse  antipathies : 
In  falling  oat  with  that  or  this, 
And  fincUn^  somewhat  still  amiss : 
More  neensh,  cross,  and  splenetick. 
Than  aog  distract,  or  monkey  sick : 
That  wim  more  care  keep  hory-day 
The  wrong,  than  others  tiie  right  way : 
Componnd  for  sins  they  are  inclin'd  to, 
BjT  aamning  those  they  have  no  mind  to : 
Still  so  perverse  and  opposite, 
As  if  they  worshiped  God  for  spite.      Butler,  Hud.  1,  i.  207. 

PBE88— Me  Vews. 

How  shall  I  speak  thee,  or  thy  power  address, 
Thoa  god  of  onr  idolatry,  the  press  P 
By  thee,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws, 
Exert  their  influence,  and  advance  their  cause ; 
By  thee,  worse  plagues  than  Pharaoh's  land  befell, 
Diflused,  make  earth  the  vestibule  of  hell ; 
Thoa  fountain,  at  which  drink  the  good  and  wise. 
Thou  ever  bubbling  spring  of  endless  lies, 
Like  Eden's  dread  probationary  tree, 
.ICnowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  from  thee  I 

Cowper,  Frogreu  of  ErroPy  460. 

Did  charity  prevail,  the  press  would  prove 

A  vehicle  of  virtue,  trutn,  and  love.       Cowper,  Charityt  624. 

Here  shall  the  press  the  people's  rights  maintain, 
Unaw'd  by  influence,  ana  unbrib'd  oy  gain  ; 
Here  patriot  truth  her  glorious  precepts  draw, 
Fledg\l  to  religion,  liberty,  and  law. 

J.  Story,  Motto  of  the  Salem  RegUter, 

But  mightiest  of  the  mighty  means. 

On  which  the  arm  of  progress  leans, 

Man's  noblest  mission  to  advance, 

His  woes  assuage,  his  weal  enhance. 

His  rights  enforce,  his  wrongs  redress, — 

Mightiest  of  mighty  is  the  press.  Sir  John  Bovning, 
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PBETSVOS. 

The  author  raises  mountains  seeming  full, 

But  all  the  cry  produces  little  wool, 

So,  if  you  sue  a  beggar  for  a  house, 

And  hATe  a  rerdict,  what  d*ye  gain  P  a  louse  I 

Kin^,  Art  of  Cookery,  195. 
FBIBE— M#  Authority,  Hoxnility. 
A  falcon  tow'ring  in  her  pride  of  place. 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at  and  kill'd.  8h,  Mach,  ii.  4. 

Harsh  rage, 
Defect  of  manners,  want  of  goyemment. 
Pride,  haughtiness,  opinion,  and  disdain : 
The  least  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Loseth  men's  hearts.  Sh,  Httn.  iv,  1,  in.  1. 

Over-proud, 
And  under-honest ;  in  self-assumption  greater, 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment.  Sh.  Dfoil,  ii.  3. 

Pride  hath  no  other  glass 
To  show  itself  but  pride  ;  for  sunple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees.  Sh,  jZ[Vot7.  iii.  3. 

Ton  speak  o'  the  people, 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punish,  not 
A  man  of  their  innrmity.  Sh,  CorioL  in.  1. 

How  poor  a  thin|;  is  pride !  when  all,  as  slaves. 

Differ  but  in  their  fetters,  not  their  graves.  Daniel,Ciml  War, 

How  blind  is  pride  !  what  eagles  are  we  still 

In  matters  that  belong  to  other  men, 

What  beetles  in  our  own  P  Chapman,  All  Fools 

'Tis  pride,  rank  pride,  and  haughtiness  of  soul : 

I  think  the  Romans  call  it  stoicism.  Addison,  Cato,  1. 1 

To  lordlings  proud  I  tune  my  lay, 

Who  feast  in  bower  or  hall : 

Though  dukes  they  be,  to  dukes  I  say, 

That  pride  will  have  a  fall.  Gay,  Duke  upon  Duke, 

Whatever  Nature  has  in  worth  denied. 

She  gives  in  large  recruits  of  needful  pride  : 

Por  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  souls,  we  find. 

What  wants  in  blood  and  spirits,  swell'd  with  wind : 

Pride,  where  wit  fails,  steps  in  to  our  defence. 

And  fills  up  all  the  mighty  void  of  sense.  Pope,  S.  C,  ii.  206. 
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Of  all  the  causes  whicli  conspire  to  blind 

Man's  erring  judgment,  and  misguide  the  mind, 

What  the  weak  head  with  strongest  bias  rules, 

Is  pride,  the  neyer-falling  yice  of  fools.      Pope,  S,  C  ii.  201* 

In  pride,  in  reas'ning  pride,  our  error  lies  ; 

All  quit  their  sphere,  and  rush  into  the  skies ; 

Pride  still  is  aimine  at  the  bless'd  abodes ; 

Men  would  be  angels,  angels  would  be  gods.  Pope,S,M,  1.123. 

Ask  for  whose  end  the  heayenly  bodies  shine ; 
Earth  for  whose  use  P    Pride  answers,  'tis  for  mine. 
For  me  kind  nature  wakes  her  genial  power, 
Suckles  each  herb,  and  spreads  out  eyery  flower. 

Pope,  JB.  M.  1. 131. 
Eather  than  bear  the  pain  of  thought,  fools  stray ; 
The  proud  will  rather  lose  than  ask  their  way.         ChurekilL 

To  show  the  strength  and  infamy  of  pride 

Bj  all  'tis  followed,  and  by  all  denied.  Young, 

In  spite  of  all  the  fools  that  pride  has  made, 

'Tis  not  on  man  a  useless  burden  laid ; 

Pride  has  ennobled  some,  and  some  disgrac'd, 

It  hurts  not  in  itself,  but  as  'tis  plao'd ; 

When  right,  its  yiews  know  none  but  virtue's  bound, 

When  wrong,  it  scarcely  looks  one  inch  around.  Stillingjleet. 

Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer. 

To  boast  a  splendid  banquet  once  a  year.  Goldsmith,  2V.  277. 

Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye 

I  see  the  lords  of  human-kind  pass  by.    Qoldsmith,  Trav,  327. 

As  in  some  Irish  houses,  where  things  are  so-so. 
One  gammon  of  bacon  hangs  up  for  a  show ; 
But,  for  eating  a  rasher  of  what  they  take  pride  in. 
They'd  as  soon  think  of  eating  the  pan  it's  fried  in. 

Qoldsmithy  Haunch  of  Venison,  9. 
Of  rank,  descent,  and  title  proud. 
Mere  gentry.  Lady  Susan  could  not  bear ; 
She'd  wed  but  with  a  duke,  she  vow'd— 
And  so  absconded  with  a  player.  Martial,  y.  17  {N,B.Halhed). 

Though  yarious  foes  against  the  truth  combine. 

Pride,  aboye  all,  opposes  her  design  ; 

Pride,  of  a  growth  superior  to  the  rest. 

The  subtlest  serpent,  with  the  loftiest  crest. 

Swells  at  the  thought,  and,  kindling  into  rage. 

Would  hiss  the  cherub  Mercy  from  the  stage.  Cknopen 
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FB0BIOIE8— MNAfNMdL 

Can  such  things  be, 
And  oYercome  us  like  a  summer's  cloud 
Without  our  special  wonder  P  Sk,  Maeh.  ni.  4^ 

At  my  nativity. 
The  front  of  heaven  was  fiill  of  fiery  shapes, 
Of  buniing  cressets  :  and,  at  my  birth. 
The  frame  and  huge  foundations  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward.  Sh.  Men.  TV.  1.  iii.  1. 

When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say 
These  are  their  reasons — ^they  are  natural ; 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  tnat  they  point  upon.  Sh,  Jul,  C.  i.  3. 

PBOOBESS— «M  Cause  and  XiBMt 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land. 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment.  Sh,  JStieh.  in,  t.  2. 

Sivers  from  bubbling  springs 
Have  rise  at  first,  and  great  from  abject  things.     JUiddleton, 

Yet  I  doubt  not  thro'  the  ages  one  increasing  purpose  runs. 
And  the  thoughts  of  men  are  widen'd  with  i£e  process  of  the 
suns.  Tennyson,  LocJciley  JEall,  279. 

FBOLOOTTX— M0  Epilogue. 
Prologues  precede  the  piece  in  mournful  verse. 
As  undertakers  walk  before  the  hearse. 

Qarrick,  Frol,  to  the  Apprentice,  L 

FBOHHEirCE— «M  Eminence,  Fame. 

'Tis  but  the  kingly  cedar  which  the  storm 

Hurls  from  his  mountain  throne :— -th'  ignoble  shrub. 

Grovelling  beneath,  may  live.  Heman,  Sebcutian  of  PortugaU 

PB0MI8E8. 

His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state, 

That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt ;  he  owes 

For  every  wora ;  he  is  so  kind,  that  he 

Pays  interest  for  't :  his  lands  put  to  their  books.  Sh,  Tim,  i.  2. 

I  see,  sir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers  : 

Tou  taught  me  first  to  beg ;  and  now,  methinks, 

Tou  teacn  me  how  a  beggar  should  be  answer'd. 

SA.  Jf.q/T.  IV.  1. 
His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  nis  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothmg.  Sh,Men,  r/i7.iT.2. 
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Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens. 

That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next.  Sh.C^in.i.6, 

A  promise  may  be  broke  ; 
Nay,  start  not  at  it — 'lis  an  hourly  nractice  ; 
The  trader  breaks  it,  yet  is  counted  nonest. 
The  courtier  keeps  it  not — yet  keeps  his  honour  ; 
Husband  and  wile  in  marriage  promise  much, 
Yet  follow  separate  pleasure,  and  are — Tirtuous. 
The  churchmen  promise  too,  but  wisely  they 
To  a  long  payment  stretch  the  crafty  bill, 
And  draw  upon  futurity.  Savard,  King  Charles  /. 

When  wicked  men  make  promises  of  truth, 

*Tis  weakness  to  belieye  them.  Havard,  Seanderheg, 

The  man  that  is  not  in  the  enemies'  pow'r, 

Kor  fetter'd  by  misfortune,  and  breaks  promises, 

Degrades  himself ;  he  never  can  pretend 

To  nonour  more.  Sir  Robert  StapUton, 

TBOKPTITUSE-Mf  Activity,  Dispatch,  Decision. 
The  means  that  heaven  yields  must  be  embrac'd, 
And  not  neglected :  else,  if  heaven  would, 
And  we  will  not,  heaven's  offer  we  refuse  ; 
The  profier'd  means  of  succour  and  redress.  Sh,  Ric.  n,  iii.  2. 

A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out. 

Which,  being  suffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench.  ShM.  F/.3,iv.8. 

That  we  would  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would  ;  for  this  world  changes. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delavs  as  man^ 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents  ; 
And  then  this  should  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  easing.  Sh»  Ham,  iv.  7. 

Heaven  has  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late. 
Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  fate ; 
Whose  motions,  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  skill, 
(For  human  good  depends  on  human  will,) 
Our  fortune  rolls  as  from  a  smooth  descent, 
And  from  the  first  impression  takes  the  bent ; 
But  if  unseized  she  glides  awav  like  wind. 
And  leaves  repenting  folly  far  behind. 

Dryden,  Absalom  If  AchitcpM,  i.  26L 

I  I 
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Give  me  the  ocular  proof; — 
Make  me  see  't ;  or,  at  the  least,  so  prove  it 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop, 
To  hang  a  doubt  on.  8k,  Oik.  iii.  ^ 

He's  poor,  and  that's  suspicious — ^he's  unknown, 

And  that's  defenceless ;  true  we  hare  no  proof 

Of  guilt — ^but  what  hath  he  of  innocence  P  B^ron, 

FB0FHEC7. 

There  is  a  history  in  all  men[s  lives. 

Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceased ; 

The  which  observed,  a  man  mav  prophesy, 

With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 

As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  their  seeds. 

Ana  weak  beginnings,  lie  intreasured.   SA.  Sen.  ir,  2,  m.  1. 

This  world  's  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come.      Young,  N.  T. 

Or  prophecy,  which  dreams  a  lie, 

lliat  fools  believe,  and  knaves  apply.  Qreen,  CfroUo, 

Coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before.  Camphell,PljSape, 
FEOPOBATi    <ww  Declaration,  Protestation. 

On  vou,  most  lov'd,  with  anxious  fear  I  wait, 

Ana  firom  your  judgment  must  expect  my  fate.  Adduon, 

By  those  tresses  unconfin'd, 
Woo'd  by  each  ^gean  wind ; 
By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
lass  thy  soft  cheek's  blooming  tinge  ; 

a  those  wild  eyes,  like  the  roe, 
I  hear  my  vow  before  I  go— 
My  dearest  me,  I  love  thee !  Byron^  Maid  of  Athens. 

On  your  hand,  that  pure  altar,  I  vow, 
Though  I've  look'd.  and  have  lik'd,  and  have  felt— 
,     That  I  never  have  lov'd — ^till  now.  Jf.  G.  Lewis. 

PB0SSLYTE8— JM  Converts. 
The  greatest  saints  and  sinners  have  been  made 
Of  proselytes  of  one  another's  tnAe.Butler^  Mise,  Thoughts 

More  proselytes  and  converts  use  t'  accrue 

To  false  persuasions,  than  the  right  and  true ; 

For  error  and  mistake  are  infinite, 

But  truth  has  but  one  way  to  be  i'  th'  right.  Butler^  lb. 
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nOVELJTSB^eoHtimml. 
Married  at  last,  and  finding  charge  come  faster, 
He  eonld  not  lire  by  God,  but  chuig'd  his  master 
Inspired  by  want,  was  made  a  factions  tool ; 
They  ^ot  a  villain,  and  we  lost  a  fool. 
Still  Tiolent,  whateyer  cause  he  took. 
But  most  affainst  the  party  he  forsook : 
For  renegadoes,  who,  ne'er  turn  by  halves, 
Are  boond  in  conscience  to  be  double  knaves  ; 
So  this  j^rose  prophet  took  most  monstrous  pains 
To  let  his  masters  see  he  earned  his  gains. 

Diyden,  Absalom  and  Achitophel,  ii.  860. 

PBOflnrO,  FB0SIHS8B— 4e#  Bores. 
Who  aJl  in  raptures  their  own  works  rehearse. 
And  drawl  out  measur'd  prose,  which  they  call  verse. 

Churchill,  Independence. 

PB08FSBITT. 
Prosperity  *s  the  very  bond  of  love  ; 
Whose  fresh  complexion^  and  whose  heart  together 
AMction  alters.  Sh,  TFint.  T.  iv.  3. 

Oh,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favour'd  faults 
Looks  handsome  in  three  hundred  pound^i  a  year ! 

Sh.  Mer,  F.  iii.  4. 
Prosperity  doth  bewitch  men,  seeming  clear ; 
As  seas  do  laugh,  show  white,  when  rocks  are  near. 

Tf^eheier,  White  Devil, 
He  that  suffers 
Prosperity  to  swell  him  'bove  a  mean ; 
Like  those  imnressions  'n  the  air,  that  rise 
From  dunghill  vapours,  scatter'd  by  the  wind, 
Leaves  nothing  but  an  empty  name  behind. 

Nahbt  Hannibal  and  Scipio. 
Xnaves  will  thrive 
When  honest  plainness  knows  not  how  to  live.  Shirley, 

When  fortune  raiseth  to  the  grandest  height, 

The  happy  man  should  most  suppress  his  state  ; 

Expectmg  still  a  change  of  things  to  find, 

And  fearing,  when  the  gods  appear  too  kind.  Sir  S.  Howard. 

Surer  to  prosper  than  prosperity 

Could  have  assured  us.  Hilton,  P,  X.  n.  39. 

O  how  portentous  is  prosperity  1 

How  comet-like ;  it  threatens,  while  it  shines !  Young,  N,T»S* 

I  I  2 
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PB0TE8TATI0H'— M0  SeoUuratlim,  Oath,  Froponl. 
"Bj  all  those  holy  tows^ 
Which,  if  there  be  a  power  above,  are  binding  I 
Or,  if  there  be  a  hell  Wow,  are  fearful ! 
May  erery  imprecation  which  your  rage 
Can  wish  on  me,  take  place  if  lam  false.  Diyden,Troil.Cre»» 

Sooner  shall  the  bine  ocean  melt  to  air, 

Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 

Than  I  resign  thine  image.  Oh  my  fair  I 

Or  think  or  any  thing,  excepting  thee.      Byron^  D.  J.  lu  19. 

My  fate  depends  alone  on  yon, 

I  am  bnt  wnat  yon  make  me : 

Divinely  blest  if  yon  prove  trae, 

Undone  if  you  forsake  me.  MS* 

FBOVIDEVCE— M»  Deity,  Fate,  God,  Heaven,  Omupotenoe. 
Bnt  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  these  events ; 
To  whose  high  wit  we  bound  our  calm  content. 

Sh.  Bie.  II.  T.  2. 
We,  ignorant  of  ourselves. 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good ;  so  find  we  profit. 
By  losing  of  our  prayers.  Sk.  Ant,  Chop,  ii.  1. 

There  is  a  special  providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow. 

Sk.  Ham,  T.  2. 

Who  is  it,  that  will  doubt 
The  care  of  heaven,  or  think  immortal 
Powers  are  slow,  'cause  they  take  the  privilege 
To  choose  their  own  time,  when  they  will  send  their 
Blessings  down  P  Sir  W,  Davenant,  JFair  JPawmHte. 

I  must  not  quarrel  with  the  will 
Of  highest  dispensation,  which  herein. 
Haply  had  ends  above  my  reach  to  know.  MiUony  Sam,AgSjO. 

What  in  me  is  dark 
Illumine,  what  is  low  raise  and  support ; 
That,  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument, 
I  may  assert  eternal  providence 
And  justify  the  ways  of  God  to  men.        Milton^  P.  L,  i.  22. 

Tell  me,  O  ye  powers, — 
For  1*11  be  calm, — ^was  I  not  worthy  of  your  care  P 
And  why,  ye  gods,  was  virtue  made  to  sufifer. 
Unless  this  world  be  but  as  fire,  to  purge 
Her  dross,  that  she  may  mount  and  be  a  star  I         Aa^.  Lee, 
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Yet  sure  the  ffods  are  good  :  I  would  think  so, 

If  thej  woola  pre  me  leave  ! 

But  Tirtne  in  distress,  and  yice  in  triumphi 

Make  atheists  of  mankind.  Drj^deiu 

O  murmur  not,  mj  love,  at  providence ! 

Heaven  is  too  wise  and  good  to  punish  us 

Without  a  cause  ;  nor  let  us  rasnlv  dare 

To  censure  what  we  cannot  comprehend.  Heywood,  F.  Captive, 

Tis  the  curse  of  mighty  minds  oppressed, 

To  think  what  their  state  is,  and  what  it  should  be : 

Impatient  of  their  lot,  they  reason  fiercely. 

And  call  the  laws  of  providence  unequal.  Roice, 

The  holy  power  that  clothes  the  senseless  earth 
With  wooids,  with  fruits,  with  flowers,  and  verdant  plains, 
Whose  bounteous  hand  feeds  the  whole  brute  creation, 
Knows  all  our  wants,  and  has  enough  to  give  us.  lb,  Fa,  Pen, 

The  wavs  of  heaven  are  dark  and  intricate ; 

Puzzled,  in  mazes,  and  perplex'd  with  errors. 

Our  understanding  traces  them  in  vain. 

Lost  and  bewilder  d  in  the  fruitless  search, 

Not  sees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  run, 

Nor  where  the  regular  confusion  ends.  Addison,  Cat&* 

If  pietv  be  thus  debarr'd  access 

On  hign ;  and  of  good  men,  the  very  best 

Be  singled  out  to  bleed,  and  bear  the  scourge, — 

What  IS  reward  P — and  what  is  punishment  r 

But  who  shall  dare  to  tax  eternal  justice.  Congreve,  M,  Bride. 

Mark,  mark,  Ulysses  !  how  the  gods  preserve 

The  men  they  love,  even  in  their  own  despite ! 

They  guide  us,  and  we  travel  in  the  dark  ; 

But  wnen  we  most  despair  to  hit  the  way, 

And  least  expect,  we  fijid  ourselves  arrived !  Lansdntone. 

How  just  is  Providence  in  all  its  works ! 

How  swift  to  overtake  us  in  our  crimes !        lb.  Heroic  Love. 

Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  reason ;  sure  'tis  something  more, 
'Tis  heaven  directs,  and  stratagems  inspire. 
Beyond  the  short  extent  of  human  thought.  8omemile,Cha,  iiu 

Heaven  to  mankind  impartial  we  confess. 

If  all  are  equal  in  their  happiness ; 

But  mutual  wants  this  happmess  increase 

All  nature's  difference  keeps  all  nature's  peace. 

Pope»  E.  M,  IV.  58. 
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Who  finds  not  ProTidence  all  good  and  wise. 

Alike  in  what  it  gives,  and  what  denies  ?  Pope,  JE.  Jf.  i.  206. 

All  nature  is  but  art,  unknown  to  thee, 

All  chance^  direction  which  thou  canst  not  see  ; 

AU  discord,  harmony  not  understood  ; 

All  partial  evil,  uniyersal  j;ood ; 

And,  s^ite  of  pride,  in  emng  reason's  spite. 

One  thing  is  clear,  whateyer  is,,  is  right.    Pope,  JE,  M,  i.  289. 

Whatever  is,  is  right,  says  Pope, 

So  said  a  learned  thief, 

But  when  his  fate  required  a  rope, 

He  Taried  his  belief.  Anon, 

This  is  thy  work,  almighty  Providence  ! 

Whose  power,  beyond  the  stretch  of  human  thought, 

BeYolyes  the  orbs  of  empire  ;  bids  them  sink 

Deep  in  the  dead'ning  night  of  thy  displeasure. 

Or  nse  majestic  o'er  a  wondering  world.  Thomson,  Cor,  ii.  5. 

The  gods  take  pleasure  oft,  when  haughty  mortals 

On  their  own  pride  erect  a  mighty  fabric. 

By  slightest  means,  to  lay  their  towering  schemes 

Low  in  the  dust,  and  teach  them  they  are  nothing.  i^.Cbr.in.3. 

There  is  a  power 
Unseen  that  rules  the  illimitable  world, 
That  guides  its  motions,  from  the  brightest  star 
To  tiie  least  dust  of  this  sin-tainted  mould ; 
While  man,  who  madly  deems  himself  the  lord 
Of  all,  is  nought  but  weakness  and  dependence.  16.  Cor,  ii.  5. 

Wondrous  chance ! 
Or  rather  wondrous  conduct  of  the  gods  I 
By  mortals,  from  their  blindness,  chance  misnam'd, 

ThonuoH,  Agamemnon^  ni.  1. 

0  eternal  Providence,  whose  course. 
Amidst  the  various  maze  of  life,  is  fix'd 

By  boundless  wisdom  and  by  boundless  love, 

1  follow  Thee,  with  resignation,  hope. 
With  confidence  and  joy ;  for  Thou  art  good. 

And  of  thy  rising  goodness  is  no  end.  Tkomiom* 

Sink  not  beneath  ioiaginary  sorrows  ; 

Call  to  your  aid  vour  courage  and  your  wisdom  : 

Think  on  the  suaden  chanjge  of  human  scenes ; 

Hiink  on  the  various  acci<]&nts  of  war ; 

Think  on  the  mighty  power  of  awful  virtue ; 

Think  on  that  Providence  which  guards  the  good.  Dr.Jokmon* 


PBOTIOEirCE^-PBUDEKCX.  487 

nXHTlD'BSOE-'Continued. 

How  heaTen,  in  scorn  of  Iranuui  arrogance. 
Commits  to  triyial  chance  the  fate  of  nations  I 
While  with  incessant  thought  laborious  man 
•  Extends  his  mightj^  schemes  of  wealth  and  power, 
And  towers  and  tnnmphs  in  ideal  greatness, 
•Some  accidental  gost  of  opposition 
Blasts  all  the  beauties  of  his  new  creation, 
-Overturns  the  fabric  of  presumptuous  reason, 
And  whehns  the  swelling  architect  beneath  it.    Dr.  Johtuon. 

Happj  the  man  who  sees  a  God  employ'd 

In  all  the  good  and  iU  that  chequer  life  !  Chwper,  Task,  ii.  161. 

Of  joys  I  cannot  paint,  and  I  am  bless'd. 
In  all  that  I  conceive,  whateyer  is,  is  best. 

Crahhe,  Tales  of  the  Hall,  yi. 
Yes,  Thou  art  ever  present,  Power  supreme  ! 
iN^ot  circumscrib'd  by  time,  nor  fiz'd  to  space, 
Confin'd  to  altars,  nor  to  temples  bound. 
In  wealth,  in  want,  in  freedom,  or  in  chains, 
In  dungeons  or  on  thrones,  the  faithful  find  thee ! 

Hannah  More,  BeUhazzar,  1,  i. 
One  adequate  support 
For  the  calamities  of  mortal  life 
Exists-— one  only ;  an  assured  belief 
That  the  procession  of  our  fate,  howe'er 
Sad  or  disturb'd,  is  order'd  by  a  Being 
Of  infinite  beneyolence  and  power, 
Whose  eyerlasting  purposes  embrace 
All  accidents,  converting  them  to  good.  Wordsworth, 

JPBUDSVCE— «M  Condnet,  Disoretion,  Feasting. 

When  we  mean  to  build, 
We  first  Surrey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  see  the  figure  of  the  house. 
Then  must  we  rate  the  cost  of  the  erection 
Which  if  we  find  outweighs  ability. 
What  do  we  then  but  draw  anew  the  model 
In  fewer  offices ;  or,  at  least,  desist 
To  build  at  all  P  Sh,  Hen.  tv.  2,  i.  3. 

Henceforth  his  might  we  know,  and  know  our  own, 

"So  as  not  either  to  provoke,  or  dread 

New  war,  provok'd.  Milton,  P.  £.  i.  643. 

Prudence !  thou  vainly  in  our  youth  art  sought. 

And,  with  age  purchased,  art  too  dearly  bought : 

We're  past  uie  use  of  wit,  for  which  we  toil, 

Late  finiit,  and  planted  in  too  cold  a  soil.  Dryden, 
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He  knows  the  eompass,  sail,  and  oar, 

Or  never  launches  trom  the  shore ; 

Before  he  builds  computes  the  cost, 

^nd  in  no  proud  pursuit  is  lost.  Oay,  Fable  5,  part  8. 

To  doubtful  matters  do  not  headlong  run. 

What's  well  left  off  were  better  not  begun.  Thomat  Bandolpk. 

Prudence  protects  and  guides  as,  wit  betrays, — 

A  splendid  source  of  ill  ten  thousand  ways, 

A  certain  snare  to  miseries  immense, 

A  ffay  prerogative  from  common  sense,— 

Uiiiess  strong  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tame. 

And  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  of  fame.  Youn^. 

FBTJDXBT. 

The  honour  of  a  prude  is  rage  and  storm, 

'lis  ueliness  in  its  most  fri^tful  form ; 

Fiercelj  it  stands,  defying  g[ods  and  men, 

As  fiery  monsters  guard  a  giant's  den.  Sh.  Poems, 

Ton  ancient  prude,  whose  wither'd  features  shorr 

She  might  be  younff  some  forty  years  ago ; 

Her  elbows  pinion'a  dose  upon  ner  hips  ; 

Her  head  erect,  her  fan  upon  her  lips ; 

Her  eyebrows  arch'd,  her  eyes  both  gone  astray 

To  watch  yon  amorous  couple  in  their  play ; 

With  bony  and  unkerchief^d  neck  defies 

The  rude  mclemencjr  of  wintry  skies. 

And  sails,  with  lappit  head  and  mincing  airs. 

Duly  at  chink  of  bell  to  morning  prayers.  Cotcpen  Truth,  133, 
P17BLIC  YOICE'Mf  Mob,  People,  Babble. 

The  public  voice ! 

There's  not  an  arrant  rogue  bat  calls 

The  wretched  ravinir  of  his  paltry  gang 

"  The  public  voice ;    nay,  tnose  who  dare  not  speak 

Above  their  breath,  for  fear  of  punishment. 

Will  whisper  forth  that  voice,  if  you  believe 

Their  tinud  accents.  Hayntt. 

PVJIBUIO^-M0  Charaeter,  Xirth. 

I  see  a  chief  who  leads  my  chosen  sons, 

All  armed  with  points,  antitheses,  and  puns.  Pope* 

PmnSElCSNT— M0  Knavery. 
He's  a  bad  surgeon  that  for  pity  spares 
The  part  corrupted  till  the  gangrene  spread, 
iknd  all  the  boay  perish :  he  that's  merciful 
Unto  the  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  good. 

Randolph^  Muses*  Looking^Glass, 
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Nor  custom,  nor  example,  nor  yast  nnmbers 

Of  snch  as  do  offend,  make  less  the  sin ; 

For  each  particular  crime  a  strict  account 

Will  he  exacted ;  and  that  comfort,  which 

The  danm'd  pretend,  follows  in  misery, 

Takes  nothing  from  their  torments :  eyery  one 

^lust  suffer  in  himself  the  measure  of 

l£is  wickedness.  Massing^,  Picture, 

Justice  awake,  and  Bigour  take  her  time. 
For  lo  !  our  mercy  is  become  our  crime. 
While  halting  Punishment  her  stroke  delays, 
Our  sovereign  right,  hearen's  sacred  trust,  decays  ! 
Right  lives  oy  law,  and  law  subsists  by  power ; 
Disarm  the  snepherd,  wolyes  the  flock  cbvour. 

Dryden,  Absalom  and  Achitophel,  ii.  733. 

FVBITAVS— M0  Presbyterians. 

Dost  thou  think,  because  thou  art  yirtuous, 

There  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  P  8h.  T.  NL  ii.  3. 

A  lawless  linsey-woolsey  brother, 

Half  of  one  oraer,  half  another ; 

A  creature  of  amphibious  nature, 

On  land  a  beast,  a  fish  in  water, 

That  alwa^r  preys  on  grace  or  sin, 

A  sheep  without,  a  wolf  within.        Sutler,  Hud,  1,  iii.  1227. 

PTTBITT— Mtf  Probily. 

A  spirit  pure  as  hers. 
If  always  pure  eyen  while  it  errs— 
As  sunshine,  broken  in  the  rill, 
Tliough  turned  astray,  is  sunshine  still.  T%amas  Moore, 

A  lovelier  nymph  the  pencil  never  drew ; 

For  the  fond  graces  formed  her  easy  mien. 

And  heaven's  soft  azure  in  her  eye  was  seen.  Jlayley, 

Around  her  shone 
The  li^ht  of  love,  the  puril^  of  grace, 
The  mind,  the  music  breatning  Irom  her  face ; 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonized  the  whole ; 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul !  Byron, 

'Tis  said  the  lion  will  turn  and  flee 

From  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity.    Byron,  Siege  of  Cor, 
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Make  thick  my  blood. 

Stop  up  the  access  and  ^asgage  to  remorse ; 

That  no  compimctioaji  yisitings  of  nature 

Shake  my  fell  purpose,  SL  Maeh.  i.  6L 

I  do  belieye  yon  think  what  now  yon  speak 

But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break : 

Parpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory. 

Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  yalidit]f[ ; 

Whidi  now,  like  fruits  unripe,  stick  on  the  tree. 

But  fall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be 

Wbat  to  oursdres  in  passion  we  propose, 

The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose.    Sk.  Sam^  ni.  2. 

FUBsmr. 

All  things  that  are, 
Are  with  more  spirit  chased  than  enjoy *d.  Sk.  M.  ofVen*  ii.  6. 

What  nature  has  denied  fools  will  pursue. 

As  apes  are  ever  walking  upon  two.  Young. 

Q.JSKCKB. 

I  have  heard  they  are  the  most  lewd  impostors. 
Made  of  all  terms  and  shreds ;  no  less  beliers 
Of  ^reat  men's  favours  than  their  own  vile  med'cines. 
Which  they  will  utter  upon  monstrous  oaths ; 
Selling  that  drug  for  twopence  ere  they  part, 
Whi(£  they  have  valued  at  twelve  crowns  before. 

Out.  yon  impostors.  ^  '^""^  ^•***- 

Quack-salving  cheating  mountebanks — ^your  skill 
Is  to  make  sound  men  sick,  and  sick  men  IdlL 

MoMsinger  amd  Decker^  Virgim  MaHfr. 
From  powerful  causes  spring  the  empiric's  pdnn, 
Man's  love  of  life,  his  weakness,  and  nis  pams ; 
These  first  induce  him  the  vile  trash  to  try, 
Then  lend  his  name  that  other  men  may  buy.  Crabhe,Bonmgk. 

Void  of  all  honour,  avaricious,  rash. 

The  daring  tribe  compound  their  boasted  trash — 

Tincture  of  syrup,  lotion,  drop,  or  pill : 

All  tempt  the  sick  to  trust  the  lying  bill ; 

There  are  among  them  those  who  cannot  read. 

And  yet  they'll  buy  a  patent  and  succeed ; 

Will  dare  to  promise  dying  sufferers  aid. 

For  who,  when  dead,  can  threaten  or  upbraid  P 

With  cruel  avarice  still  ^ey  recommend 

More  draughts,  more  syrups,  to  the  joomey's  end.  lb.  Bon*. 
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When  quacks,  as  quacks  may  by  good  lock  to  be  sure, 

Blunder  out,  at  haphaaard,  a  desperate  core. 

In  the  prints  of  the  day.  with  due  pomp  and  parade. 

Case,  patient,  and  doctor,  are  amply  dispUy'd. 

All  this  is  qnite  just,  and  no  mortal  can  Dlame  it ; 

Bat  there's  reason  to  think  they  might  sare  more  lives  still, 

Did  they  publish  a  list  of  the  numbers  they  kilL  Sam.  BUhop, 

•Q17AXKB8. 

Quakers,  that  like  to  lanthoms,  bear 

Their  light  within  them,  will  not  swear ; 

Their  gospel  is  an  accidence. 

By  which  the^  construe  conscience^ 

And  hold  no  sin  so  deepljr  red 

As  that  of  breaking  Fnscian's  head.  Butler,  Sud.  2,  n.  219. 

Upright  quakers  please  both  man  and  Grod.  Pope^DuMe.irMS. 

^TrATmiffil    flfr  Argfimmiti  Conseieiice,  Disputes. 
We  striye  as  did  the  hound^  for  the  bone : 
They  fought  all  day,  and  yet  their  part  was  none : 
There  came  a  kite,  while  that  they  were  so  wroth. 
And  bare  away  the  bone  betwixt  them  both.  Chaucer, 

In  a  false  quarrel  there  is  no  true  ralour.     8h,  M.  Ado,  v.  1. 

Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but,  being  in, 
Bear  't  that  the  opposed  may  beware  of  thee.    8h,  Mam,  i.  8. 

If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him. 

With  that  which  he  hath  drank  to-night  already, 

He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence. 

As  my  young  mistzess's  dog.  Sh,  0th.  n.  3* 

So  all  those  false  alarms  of  strife 

Between  the  husband  and  the  wife. 

And  little  quarrels,  oflenprove 

To  be  but  new  recruits  oOoTe ; 

When  those  who're  always  kind  or  coy, 

In  time  must  eitiier  tire  or  cloy.  Bittler^  Hud.  3,  i.  293. 

TheVe  always  been  at  daggers-drawing, 

And  one  another  clapper-clawing.  Butler,  EJud.  ii.  2. 

They  who  in  quarrels  interpose, 

Must  often  wipe  a  bloody  nose.  Oay,  Fable  34. 

The  quarrel  is  a  very  pretty  quarrel  as  it  stands. 

Sheridaiif  BivaU,  it.  3. 
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QVBBVLOtrSNSSS. 

Oh  I  we  are  qnemloiis  creafcnres !  little  less 

Than  aU  things  can  suffice  to  make  us  happy ; 

And  little  more  than  nothing  is  enough 

To  discontent  us.  Coleridge. 

Q1JICK1IX88. 

With  too  much  ouickness  erer  to  be  taught ; 

With  too  much  tninking  to  have  common  thought. 

Quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  hell !  Bvron,  C6.  J7.  iii.  42. 

airm. 

To  John  I  owed  great  obligation. 

But  John,  unhappily,  thought  fit 

To  publish  it  to  all  the  nation. 

Sure  John  and  I  are  more  than  quit.  Martial^  r.  62.  {Prior), 

airoTATiov,  airoinre. 

The  deril  can  cite  scripture  for  his  purpose.  Sh.  M.  ofVen.  i,3. 

'Twas  counted  learning  once  and  wit 

To  Toid  but  what  some  author  writ ; 

And  when  men  understood  by  rote 

By  as  implicit  sense  to  quote.    Butler,  Sat,  upon  Plagiaries. 

Why  should  those  who  pick  and  choose 

The  best  of  all  the  best  compose. 

And  join  it  by  Mosaic  art, 

In  graceful  order,  part  to  part, 

To  make  the  whole  in  beauty  suit, 

Not  merit  as  complete  repute 

As  those  who.  with  less  art  and  pains, 

Can  do  it  with  their  natiye  brains.  Butler^  Sat.  on  Plagiaries. 

For  all  he  did  he  had  a  reason, 

For  all  he  said  a  word  in  season  ; 

And  ready  ever  was  to  quote 

Authorities  for  what  he  wrote-  Butler, 

He  ranged  his  troops  and  preached  up  patience. 

Backed  his  opinions  with  quotations.  Priorm 

Index-learning  turns  no  student  pale. 
Yet  holds  the  eel  of  Science  by  the  tail.  Pope,  Dunciad,  i.  280. 

Some  for  renown  on  scraps  of  learning  dote. 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote. 
To  patch-work  leam'd  quot-ations  are  aUied, 
But  strire  to  make  our  poverty  our  pride. 

Young,  Love  of  Fame,  i.  89. 
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EABBLS-«M»  Hob. 
For  as  a  fly  that  goes  to  bed. 
Bests  with  his  tau  abore  his  head. 
So,  in  this  mongrel  state  of  ours. 
The  rabble  are  the  supreme  powers.  Butler,  Hud.  3,  li.  1600L 

The  rabble  all  aliye. 
From  tippling  benches,  cellars,  stalls,  and  sties, 
Swarm  in  the  streets.  Cowper,  Touk,  Ti.  694. 

BA0B — Mi  Anger,  Passion. 
Sage  is  the  shortest  passion  of  our  souls. 
Like  narrow  brooks,  that  rise  with  sudden  showers. 
It  swells  in  haste,  and  falls  again  as  soon.  l}enham,  Iphigenia, 

BADT. 
Careful  observers  may  foretell  the  hour 
(By  sure  prognostics)  when  to  dread  a  shower 
Wnile  ram  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolics,  and  pursues  ner  tail  no  more. 
If  you  be  wise,  tnen  go  not  far  to  dine  ; 
You'll  spend  in  coach-hire  more  than  save  in  wine. 
A  coming  shower  your  shooting  corns  presage ; 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage.       Broome. 

The  clouds  consi^  their  treasures  to  the  fields. 

And,  softly  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 

Prelusive  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  flow, 

In  large  efiusion,  o'er  the  freshen'd  world.  Thomson,  Spr.  173. 

From  floating  clouds  of  pearly  hue 

Fell  in  light  drops  the  recent  shower, 

That  hung  like  gems  of  morning  dew 

On  every  tree  and  every  flower.  BoMcoe, 

XADTBOW. 

Hail,  many-coloured  messenger,  that  ne'er 

Dost  disobey  the  wife  of  Jupiter ; 

Who,  with  thy  safiron  wings,  upon  my  flowers 

Difiusest  honey-drops,  refreshing  showers ; 

And  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  bow  dost  crown 

My  bosky  acres,  and  my  unshrubb'd  down, 

Bich  scan  to  my  proud  earth !  Sh.  Temp.  iv.  ] . 

The  Lord  of  nature  form'd  the  show'ry  bow, 

Tum'd  its  gay  arch,  and  bade  its  colour  glow ; 

Its  radiant  circle  compasses  the  skies, 

And  sweetly  the  rich  tinctures  faint  and  rise ; 

It  bids  the  horrors  of  the  storm  to  cease. 

Adorns  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  tempest  peace.        Broome^ 
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BXABmBBS— «M  Promptitade. 
All  things  are  ready  if  our  minds  be  so.        Sk.  Sem»  F.  it.  8* 

XXADDIO— Mf  Booki,  LMuning,  Latten. 

Many  books. 
Wise  men  have  said,  are  wearisome ;  wlio  reads 
Incessantly,  and  to  bis  reading  brings  not 
A  spirit  and  judgment  equal  or  superior, 
Uncertain  and  unsettled  still  remains — 
Deep  versed  in  books,  and  shallow  in  himself. 

Milton,  P.  B.  IV.  327. 
Toy  with  your  books,  and,  as  the  various  fits 
Of  humour  seize  you,  from  philosophy 
To  fable  shift,  from  serious  Antonine 
To  Babelais'  ravings,  and  from  prose  to  song. 
While  reading  pleases,  but  no  longer,  read ; 
And  read  aloud,  resounding  Homer's  strains, 
And  wield  the  thunder  of  JDemonsthenes : 
The  chest  so  exercised  improves  its  strength.^rj»i<roji^,-4  .P.//^ 

The  wretch  who  digs  the  mine  for  bread, 

Or  ploughs  that  others  may  be  fed, — 

Feels  less  fatigue,  than  that  decreed 

To  him  that  cannot  think  or  read.  Hannah  More. 

BEA80V,  BBASOn,  BBASOHIVCh— f m  Fancy,  Xan. 
I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reason ; 
I  think  him  so,  because  I  think  him  so.  Sk*  Two  G.  i.  2. 

Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to  better.  iS4.«7iiZ.C.iv.3. 

Whatever  sceptic  could  inquire  for. 

For  every  why  he  had  a  wherefore.      Butler^  Sud.  1,  i.  131. 

The  gods  are  just. 
But  how  can  finite  measure  infinite  P 
Season  !  alas,  it  does  not  know  itself ! 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  with  this  short-lived  plummi't 
Fathom  the  vast  abyss  of  heavenly  justice.  Diyd^n, 

Season's  a  staff  for  age,  when  nature's  gone ; 

But  youth  is  strong  enough  to  walk  alone.Ib.Conq^o/Orenada. 

Thought 
Precedes  the  will  to  think,  and  error  lives 
Ere  reason  can  be  bom.    Season,  the  power 
To  guess  at  right  and  wrong,  the  twinkling  lamp 
Of  wand'ring  Me,  that  winks  and  wakes  by  turns 
Fooling  the  follower  'twixt  shade  and  shimng. 

Congrece,  Mourning  Bride, 
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Whether  with  reason  or  with  instinct  blest, 
Know,  all  enjoy  that  power  which  suits  tiiem  best. 
To  bliss  alike  by  that  direction  tend. 
And  find  the  means  proportion'd  to  their  end. 

Pop*,  E.  At.  m.  79. 
Season  raise  o'er  instinct  as  yon  can, 
In  this  'tis  God  directs,  in  that  'tis  man.  Pope,  JS.  M.  in.  97. 

Who  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise, 

His  pride  in  reasonmg,  not  in  acting,  lies.  Pope,  3f.  J?.  1. 117. 

Within  the  brain's  most  secret  cells 

A  certain  lord-chief-justice  dwells. 

Of  soy'reign  power  whom  one  and  all. 

With  common  voice,  we  Season  call.  ChurchilL 

When  reason,  like  the  skilful  charioteer. 

Can  break  the  fiery  passions  with  the  bit. 

And,  spite  of  their  hcentious  sallies,  keep 

The  radiant  track  of  glory ;  passions  then 

Are  aids  and  ornaments.  Young^  N.  T. 

Season's  progressive,  instinct  is  complete : 

Swift  instmct  leaps ;  slow  reason  feebly  cmnbs. 

Brutes  soon  their  zenith  reach ;  their  bttle  all 

Flows  in  at  once  :  in  ages  they  no  more 

Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy ; 

Were  man  to  live  coeval  with  the  sun, 

The  patriarch-pupil  would  be  learning  still ; 

Yet,  dying,  leave  his  lesson  half  unleam'd.    Ih,  N.  T.  tii.  78. 

Season !  the  hoary  dotard's  dull  directress, 

That  loses  all,  because  she  hazards  nothing : 

Season !  the  tim'rous  pilot,  that,  to  shun 

The  rocks  of  life,  for  ever  flies  the  port.    Dr.  Johnson,  Irene. 

BEBXLIIOV,  BXBEU^—tee  Contention,  Discord,  Hob,  People,  Sabblo. 

Contention,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broken  loose, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him.  Sh*  Sen.  ir.  2, 1. 1. 

Their  weapons  only 
Seem*d  on  our  side  :  but  for  their  spirits  and  souls. 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  fish  are  in  a  pond.  8h.  Sen.  ir.  2, 1. 1. 

One  drop  of  blood  drawn  from  thy  countir's  bosom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign  gore ; 
Setum  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears, 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots.  Sh,Sen.ri.l,iu.d- 
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BEBSUIOV,  BXBEIA—eoHtmuetL 
O,  pity,  God,  tiiis  miienble  ap^e  !^ 
What  stntagemv,  hair  fell,  hoir  biiteheriy» 
£rroneoa8,  mutinoas,  and  annatiiral. 
This  deadly  qoarrel  daily  doth  beget  I     Sk*.  Mm,  VI.  3,  n.  5. 

The  Bpinsten,  carders,  fullers,  weaven,  who. 

Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger 

And  hu;k  of  other  means,  in  desperate  manner 

Daring  th'  event  to  th'  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 

And^umger  serves  among  them.  Sk.  Hen.  VIII,  i.  2. 

You  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves^  as  lift  them 
Against  the  Roman  state :  whose  course  will  on 
G^e  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asonaer,  than  can.  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment.  SIL  CorioL  1. 1. 

All  the  regions 
Do  smilingly  revolt ;  and  who  resist 
Are  only  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance. 
And  perish  constant  fooU.  Sk,  CorioL  iv.  6. 

l^ow  let  it  work :  Mischief,  thou  art  a-foot, 

Take  thou  what  course  thou  wilt !  Sh,  JuL  C  m.  2. 

Let  them  call  it  mischief ; 
When  it's  past,  and  prosper'd,  'twill  be  virtue. 

Ben  Jonton,  CatUine. 
Sebellion  now  began,  for  lack 
Of  zeal  and  plunder,  to  grow  slack.       Bailer,  BTud.  3,  ii.  31. 

The  devil  was  the  first  o'  th'  name. 

From  whom  the  raee  of  rebels  came, 

Who  was  the  first  bold  undertaker 

Of  bearing  aims  against  his  Maker ; 

And  though  miscarrying  in  th'  event, 

Was  never  yet  known  to  repent. 

Though  tumbled  ^m  the  top  of  bliss 

Down  to  the  bottomless  abyss ; 

A  property,  which  from  their  prince 

The  family  owns  ever  since. 

And  therefore  ne'er  repent  the  evil 

They  do,  or  suffer,  like  the  devil.        Butler,  MUe.  TktmghU, 

The  worst  of  rebels  never  arm 

To  do  their  king  or  country  harm  ; 

But  draw  their  swords  to  do  them  good. 

As  doctors  cure  by  letting  blood.        Butler^  JkBee,  TkongkU. 
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HKBET.T.TOy,  BEBmS     eontinued, 

BighteoQs  heaven, 
In  thy  great  day  of  yen^esnee !  blffst  the  traitor ! 
And  his  pemicions  counsels  ;  who,  for  wealth, 
For  pow  r,  the  pride  of  greatness,  or  reyenge. 
Would  plunge  his  natiye  landin  ciyil  wars.  Rowcy  Jane  Shore. 

The  more  the  bold,  the  bustling,  and  the  bad. 

Press  to  usurp  the  reins  of  power,  the  more 

Behoyes  it  yirtne,  with  indignant  zeal, 

To  check  their  combination.  Tkemion, 

And  peijurj  stood  up  to  swear  all  tme  ; 

His  aim  was  mischief,  and  his  zeal  pretence, 

His  speech  rebellion  against  common  sense ; 

A  knaye,  when  tried  on  honesty's  plain  rule. 

And  when  by  that  of  reason  a  mere  fool. 

The  worid's  best  comfort  was,  his  doom  was  pass'd. 

Die  when  he  might,  he  must  be  damn*d  at  last. 

Cowper,  Hope,  564. 
A  s|>ark  creates  the  flame  ;  'tis  the  last  drop 
Which  makes  the  cnp  run  o'er.  Byron,  Doge  of  Venice. 

I  haye  seen  some  nations,  like  overloaded  asses, 
Kick  off  their  burdens — meaning  the  high  classes. 

Rebellion  !  foul  disbononrinr  word,  y^^"»  •      - 

Whose  wrongftil  blight  so  oft  has  stain'd 

The  holiest  cause  that  tongne  or  sword 

Of  mortal  eyer  lost  or  gain'd  ! 

How  many  a  spirit  bom  to  bless 

Hath  sunk  beneath  that  withering  name. 

Whom  bnt  a  day's,  an  hour's  success 

Had  wafted  to  eternal  fame  !  Moore,  Lalla  Roekk. 

SEBUKS—ttftf  Love,  Philosophy. 

Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her ;  she's  a  lady 

So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes, 

And  strokes  death  to  her.  8h.  Cymh,  lit.  6. 

XECIFBOCITY. 

Be  thine  the  more  refin'd  delights 

Of  love  that  banishes  control, 

When  the  fond  heart  with  heart  nnites, 

And  sonls  in  unison  with  souL  CarUort§ht, 

I  ne'er  conld  any  lustre  see 
In  eyes  that  would  not  look  on  me ; 
I  ne  er  saw  nectar  on  a  lip 

But  where  my  own  did  hope  to  sip.        Sheridan,  JDuennay  1.2. 
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EECIPBOCITT^con/miiaf. 

It  is  Tain  that  we  should  coldlj  gaze 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us  :  the  heart  must 
Leap  kindly  hack  to  kindness.  Byroru 

The  all-ahsorbing  flame 
Wliich  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same, 
Wrapt  in  one  blaze.  Bt/ron,  Ch.  ^T. 

BECXOHING. 

So  comes  a  reckoning  when  tho  banquet's  o'er. 
The  dreadful  rcck'ning,  and  men  smile  no  more. 

Gay,  What  d!ye  call  it,  ii.  9,  I 

BECOVdLEKENT,  SECOKCILIATIOir— «m  Forgiveness. 

Forget,  forgive  ;  conclude,  and  be  agreed.     Sh*  Bic.  II,  1. 1. 

Never  can  true  reconcilement  grow, 

Where  wounds  of  deadly  hate  have  pierc'd  so  deep. 

Mtltoa,  P.  X.  TV,  08. 
BECSEATI0V. 

Sweet  recreation  barred,  what  doth  ensue. 

But  moody  and  dull  melancholy, 

Kinsman  to  grim  and  comfortless  despair  ; 

And,  at  her  heels,  a  huge  infectious  troop 

Of  pale  dis temperatures,  and  foes  to  life.        8h.  Ctnn.  Er.  v.. 

Toothing  more  preserves  men  in  their  wits. 
Than  giving  of  them  leave  to  play  by  fits, 
In  dreams  to  sport,  and  ramble  with  all  fancies. 
And  waking,  little  less  extravagances, 
The  rest  and  recreation  of  tired  thought, 
When  'tis  run  down  with  ease,  and  overwrought ; 
Of  which  whoever  does  not  freely  take 
His  constant  share,  is  never  broad  awake.        Butler ,  Sat.  i. 

BEDRE88. 

What  need  we  any  spur  but  our  own  cause 

To  prick  us  to  redress.  Sk.  Jul,  C,  n.  I. 

BEFLZCTION— ««6  Contemplation. 

A  soul  without  reflection,  like  a  pile 

Without  inhabitant,  to  ruui  runs.  Young,  N.  T* 

BEFOBU,  BE70BMEBB,  BEFOBKATION— im  Uob,  People. 

Sin,  that  amends,  is  but  patched  with  virtue.  Sh,  Tw,  N,  i.  5. 

No  sow-gelder  did  blow  his  horn 

To  geld  a  cat,  but  cry  Heform. 

The  oyster  women  lock'd  their  fish  up. 

And  trudged  away  to  cry  *  No  Bishop.  Butler,  Hud,  1,  ii.  537. 

'Tis  the  talent  of  our  English  nation. 
Still  to  be  plotting  some  new  Eeformation. 

Dry  den,  Prol.  to  Sophonubcu 


i 


BSFOSM,  BEPOBUATIOir — BELIA27CB.  501 

BDOBIC,  BEF0BXSB8,  BXFOBMATlOlS—eontmued, 
Yoa  stand  the  champion  of  the  people's  canse, 
And  bid  the  mob  reform  defective  laws. 

Pope,  JSp,  to  Lord  BoUnghrohe. 
All  zeal  for  a  reform  that  gives  offence 
To  jieace  and  charity,  is  mere  pretence,  dnoper.  Charity ,  533. 
BEFUSAL. 
Hare  jou  not  heard  it  said  full  oft 

A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  for  naught.       Sh.  Pcum.  Pilgrim, 
If  yoa  oblifj^e  me  suddenly  to  choose, 
My  choice  is  made — ^and  1  must  you  refuse.  Dryden. 

BSeiCIBE.      ^ 

If  I  could  find  example 

Of  thousands,  that  had  struck  anointed  kings. 
And  flourish'd  after,  I'd  not  do  't :  but  since 
^or  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  one, 
Let  yillany  itself  forswear  t.  Sh.  Wint,  T,  i v.  2. 

BEJEGTED  STJIT0B8— «00  Courtihip. 

Some  are  soon  bagg'd,  but  some  reject  three  dozen, 

'Tis  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusals 

And  wild  dismay  o'er  ey'ry  aufpy  cousin 

(Friends  of  the  partjr)  who  begm  accusals. 

Such  as — "Unless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  to  have  chosen 

Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 

To  his  billets  ?    Why  waltz  with  him  ?    Why,  I  pray. 

Look  yes  last  night,  and  yet  say  no  to-day. 

Why  r — why  P-A)esides,"Fred,  really  was  attach'd, 

'Twas  not  her  fortune — he  has  enough  without : 

The  time  will  come  she'll  wish  that  she  had  snatch'd 

So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt : — 

But  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  has  hatch'd 

As  111  tell  Aurea  at  to-morrow  s  rout : 

And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  better — 

Pray  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter  P"  Byron,  D.«7'.34,35. 

EEJOIOnrG— M0  Joy. 

Fill  the  bright  goblet,  spread  the  festive  board, 

Summon  the  say,  the  noble,  and  the  fair ; 

Thro'  the  loud  hall,  in  joyous  concert  pour'd. 

Let  mirth  and  music  sound  the  dirge  of  care.    Sir  W.  Scott, 

BELAnOES. 

The  near  in  blood,  the  nearer  bloody.  8k.  Mach,  n.  3. 

BELXAECT— «M  Dependanoo. 

I  will  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  dost  not  know ; 
And  so  far  I  will  trust  thee.  Sh.  Hen,  ir.  1.  n.  & 
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BSLIOIOK— «^tf  Belief;  Bigotiy,  Cbmioh,  Oaoimti,  llfMtlon,  MrfiHi^ 

Faith,  Fanatioirai,  Hypoorisy,  IndepflDd«OM,nt^,  Pit MljsUt,  attott* 
He  wears  his  faith  but  as  the  faahiou  of 
His  hut ;  it  CYor  changes  with  the  next  block.  8k.M.Ado.\\. 

Had  I  but  serred  my  God  with  half  the  Eeal 
I  SMETed  mj  kine,  he  would  not,  in  mine  age. 
Hare  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies.       8h.  Hen.  rni.  in.  2. 

Take  heed,  lest  passion  sway 

Thy  judgment  to  do  aught  which  else  free-will 

Would  not  admit.  Milt&n,  P»L.  yiii.  865.. 

All  our  scouring  of  religion 

Began  with  tumults  and  sedition, 

When  hurricanes  of  fierce  commotion 

Became  strong  motiyes  to  devotion ; 

As  carnal  seamen,  in  a  storm* 

Turn  pious  converts  and  reform.  BfMnr,  SmS.  3,  ii.  533^ 

A  convert's  but  a  fly  that  turns  about 

After  his  head 's  c«t  off,  to  find  it  out.  JBiUUr,MiHtJ^uffktM^ 

Never  shew  religion, 
Unless  you  mean  to  pass  for  Knaves  of  ficvuKoance, 
And  cheat  believing  fools  that  think  yon  hmmt.  Okomy,OrpAat$' 

Faith  is  not  built  on  disquisitions  vain  ; 

The  things  we  must  believe  are  few  and  plain : 

But  since  men  wiU  believe  more  than  thev  need. 

And  everjr  man  will  maJke  himself  a  Greeo, 

In  doubtful  questions  'tis  the  safest  way 

To  learn  what  unsuspected  ancients  say ; 

For  it's  not  likely  we  should  higher  soar. 

In  search  of 'heaven,  than  all  the  church  bef<nte.         JDryden, 

Beligion's  lustre  is,  by  native  inno^nccu 

Divinely  pure,  and  simple  from  all  arts : 

You  daub  aad  dress  her  like  a  conunon  mistiress. 

The  l^lot  of  your  fancies  ;  and  by  adding 

False  beauties,  which  she  wants  not*  xaake  the  world 

Suspect  her  angel's  face  is  foyl  betnoaJJb, 

And  will  not  bear  all  lights.  Sowe,  Ttm^rUme, 

Say,  first,  of  €k>d  above,  or  man  below, 

Wnat  can  we  reason,  but  from  what  we  know  ? 

Of  man,  what  see  we  but  his  station  here^ 

From  which  to  reason,  or  to  which  refer  ? 

Thro'  worlds  unnumber'd  tho'  the  God  be  known, 

'Tis  ours  to  trace  liim  only  in  our  own.       Pope,  M.  M*  U  XT- 
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BSIIOIOV — continued. 

Some  go  to  Qharck,  proud  humbly  to  recent, 
And  come  back  muca  more  guilt}'  thaa  taey  went ; 
One  way  they  look,  another  way  they  steer. 
Pray  to  the  gods,  but  would  have  mortals  hear  ; 
And  when  their  sins  they  set  sincerely  down. 
They'll  find  that  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Toung^  Zam  of  Fame,  JSaL  i.  72. 
Know, 
Without  star  or  angel,  for  their  guide. 
Who  worship  God,  shall  find  him.    Humble  lore. 
And  not  proud  reason,  keeps  the  door  of  heayen ! 
Itove  finds  admission,  where  proud  science  fails.   lb.  N,  T.  9. 


Heligion  crowns  the  statesman  and  the  man. 
Sole  source  of  public  and  of  prirate  peace. 

Ytmng,  Fublie  Situation  oftkt  Kingdom,  499. 

YHien  nations  are  to  perish  in  their  sins, 
'Tis  in  the  church  the  leprosy  begins  : 
The  priest,  whose  office  is,  with  zeal  sincere. 
To  watch  the  fountain,  and  preserve  it  clear, 
Carelesshr  nods  and  sleeps  upon  the  brink. 
While  omers  poison  what  the  flock  must  drink. 

Cowper,  JBjpostulation,  96. 

Fitr !  Religion  has  so  seldom  found 
A  skilful  guide  into  poetic  ground  I 
The  flowers  would  spring  where'er  she  deign*d  to  stray, 
And  every  Muse  attends  her  in  her  wvf . 
Virtue  indeed  meets  many  a  rhyming  mend, 
And  man^r  a  compliment  politely  penned, 
But  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  y«8t 
Ilelijaon  weaves  for  her,  and  half  tmdTOSsM, 
Stands  in  the  desert  shiyerinpr  and  foriom, 
A  wintry  figure,  Hke  a  withered  thonu     Jb.  TMe  llaik,  716. 

See  the  sage  hermit  by  mankind  admired. 

With  all  that  bigotry  adopts,  inspired. 

Wearing  out  life  in  his  religions  whim, 

Till  his  religious  whimsy  wears  out  him. 

His  works,  his  abstinence,  his  zeal  allow'd. 

You  think  him  humble, — God  accounts  him  proud ; 

High  in  demand,  though  lowly  in  pretence. 

Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genuine  sense,— 

My  penitential  stripes,  my  streaming  blood 

Have  purchased  heayen,  and  prove  my  titibgood.IRi2V«fA,87. 
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What,  always  dreaming  oyer  heavenly  thingB,    '  * 
Like  angel-heads  in  stone,  with  pigeon-wings  P 
Canting  and  whining  oat  all  day  the  word, 
And  half  the  night  P  fanatic  and  absurd  ! 
Mine  be  the  friend  less  frequent  in  his  prayers, 
Who  makes  no  bustle  with  his  soul's  anairs, 
Whose  wit  can  brighten  up  a  wintry  day, 
And  chase  the  splenetic  dull  hours  away. 
Content  on  earth  in  earthly  things  to  shine. 
Who  waits  for  heaven  ere  he  becomes  divine. 
Leaves  saints  t'enjoy  those  altitudes  they  teach. 
And  plucks  the  fruit  placed  more  within  his  reach. 

Coioper,  Conversation,  575. 
Beligion  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Unnumber'd  pleasures,  harmlessly  pursued. 
To  study  cultare,  and  with  artM  toil 
To  meliorate  and  tame  tbe  stubborn  soil ; 
To  give  dissimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
The  grain  or  herb  or  plant  that  each  demands. 

Ih,  Setirement,  7S3. 
There's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  calms 
As  rum  and  true  religion  ;  thus  it  was. 
Some  plunder'd,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung  psalms. 

I  think  that  friars  and  their  hoods,  y      t     '    •     • 

Their  doctrines  and  their  maggots, 

Have  lighted  up  so  many  feuds, 

And  far  too  many  faggots  ; 

I  think,  while  zealots  fast  and  frown, 

And  fight  for  two  or  seven. 

That  there  are  fifty  roads  to  town. 

And  rather  more  to  heaven.  Praed^  Chaunt  qf  Brazen  Head. 

There  is — There  is— one  primitive  and  sure 

BeHgion  pure, 
Unchanged  in  spirit,  though  its  forms  and  codes 

Wear  m3rnad  modes, 
Contains  all  creeds  witmn  its  mighty  span — 
The  love  of  God,  displayed  in  love  of  man. 

Horace  Smith,  Moral  Buins, 

True  religion 
Is  always  mild,  propitious,  and  humole  ; 
Plays  not  the  tyrant,  plants  no  faith  in  blood, 
Nor  bears  destruction  on  her  chariot  wheels  ; 
But  stoops  to  polish,  succour,  and  redress, 
Andbuilasher  grandeur  on  the  public  good.  jr.Miller,Mdkom€t% 
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'SXL10iim--coniinued, 

I  take  posBession  of  man's  mind  and  deed, 

I  care  not  what  the  sects  may  brawl ; 

I  sit  as  Grod,  holding  no  form  of  creed. 

But  contemplating  all.  Teni^son,  Palace  qfAri. 

XELIOIOirS  C0VXB0TKB8T. 

Tis  some  relief,  that  noints  not  clearly  known, 
Without  much  hazard  may  be  let  alone ; 
And,  after  hearing  what  our  church  can  say, 
If  still  our  reason  runs  another  way. 
That  private  reason  'tis  more  just  to  curb, 
Than  try  disputes  the  public  peace  disturb  ; 
For  pomts  obscure  are  of  small  use  to  learn. 
But  common  quiet  is  mankind's  concern. 
•R-gmmrgg  Diydeu,  Beligio  Laid,  443. 

Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie. 

Which  we  ascribe  to  heaven  ;  the  fated  sky 

Gives  us  free  scope  ;  only,  doth  backward  null 

Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  dull.  Sh.AlVi  TF.i.l. 

Withdraw  thy  action,  and  depart  in  peace  ; 

The  remedy  is  worse  than  the  disease.  Dryden,Juven.  xvi.  32. 

BEKEXBRAHCE — $ee  Manory, 

Keep  this  remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  sake.  8h.  Ttoo,  Q,  ii.2. 

Praising  what  is  lost. 
Makes  the  remembrance  dear.  8h,  All's  W,  v.  3. 

I've  been  so  long  remembered,  I'm  forgot.  Young, N.T.iv.^l. 

Sooner  shall  the  blue  ocean  melt  to  air, 

Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 

Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oh,  my  fair ! 

Or  tliinlf  of  any  thing,  excepting  thee.       Bynm,  D.  J,  ii.  19. 

Remembrance  makes  the  poet ;  'tis  the  past. 

Lingering  within  him  with  a  keener  sense 

Than  is  upon  the  thoughts  of  common  men. 

Of  what  has  been,  that  fills  the  actual  world 

With  unreal  likenesses  of  lovely  shapes, 

That  were  and  are  not.  L.  E.  Landon, 

Gro  where  fflory  waits  thee ; 

But  while  fame  elates  thee, 

O.  still  remember  me. 

When  tiie  praise  thou  meetest. 

To  thine  ear  is  sweetest, 

O,  then  remember  me.  2%o*.  Moore. 
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rCE — continued. 
There's  not  a  look,. a  woid  of  thine. 
My  sonl  hath  e'er  forgot ; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  ahine, 
Not  aren  thy  locks  one  graceful  twine. 
Which  I  remember  not.  JZ%m.  Jlbofw» 

I  remember,  I  remember. 

The  fir-trees  dark  and  high : 

I  used  to  think  their  slender  tops 

Were  close  against  the  sky. 

It  was  a  chil£sh  ignorance. 

But  now  'tis  little  joy 

To  know  I'm  further  off  from  heaven 

Than  when  I  was  a  boy.  Tka$.  Sood^  Toewu. 

There's  not  an  hour 
Of  day,  or  dreaming  night,  but  I  am  with  thee : 
There  s  not  a  wind  but  whispers  of  thy  name ; 
And  not  a  flower  that  sleeps  beneath  the  moon. 
But  in  its  fragrance  tells  a  tale  of  thee.  Barry  Comtoall^ 


High  minds,  of  natire  pride  and  force* 

Host  deeply  feel  thy  pangs,  remorse  ! 

Fear  for  their  scourge  mean  yillaiiis  hsf« ; 

Thou  art  the  tortore  of  the  bzvre.      SeaU,  Marmum,  ni.  I3« 

Bemorse  is  as  the  heart  in  which  it  growsy 
If  that  be  gentle,  it  drops  balmy  dewi 
Of  tme  repentance ;  but  if  prvnid  and  gloomy. 
It  is  the  poison  tree  that,  pierced  to  the  inmost, 
Weeps  onl^'  tears  of  poison.  Coleridge^ 

BBPAXTEB. 
A  man  renown'd  for  repartee 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  firee 
With  friendship's  finest  feeling ; 
WiU  thrust  a  dagger  at  your  breast. 
And  tell  you  'twas  a  special  jest. 
By  way  of  balm  for  healing.  Cowper,  Wriendtk^t  \JL 

BEPXHXABtE--«M  Apology,  Coiisidiratlon»  'Mmt^mwm, 

Who  by  repentance  is  not  satisfied. 

Is  nor  of  heayen  nor  of  earth ;  for  these  are  pleased ; 

By  penitence  the  Eternal's  wrath's  appeased.  Sk,Two  G.  y.  8* 

They  say,  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults ; 

And|  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 

For  being  a  little  bad.  SL  M.fir  Jf.  y.  1» 
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JHEPEXTAJfCE—eontinued, 

I  do  not  shame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  siiM^  my  conrerfdou 
So  sweetly  tastes,  being  the  thiug  I  am.     3h.  JLs  Y.  X.  xr.  3. 

Like  bright  metal  on  a  fallen  ground, 

My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fiuilt, 

SIulII  shofT  more  goodly,  and  attract  mora  eyes. 

Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  of*.     8h.  Hen, /F.  1 .  i.  2. 

Let  m»  tell  the  worldt 
If  he  ont-liye  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  never  did  owe  so  aweet  a  hope. 
So  mach  misconstrued  in  his  wantonness.  S&.  HgMp  /r.  l.v.  2. 

I  survive, 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world ; 
To  frustrate  prophecies ;  and  to  raze  out 
Botten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  seeming.  Sh.  San.  ir.  2,  v.  2. 

Presume  not,  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was : 

For  heaven  doth  know,  so  shall  &  world  perceive. 

That  I  have  turned  away  my  former  self ; 

So  will  I  those  that  kept  me  company.       Sh.  Sen*  ^»  2,  v.  5. 

What  is  done  cannot  be  now  amended ; 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes. 
Which  after-hours  give  leisure  to  repent.  Sh,  Bich,  nu  rv.  4. 

Man  should  do  nothing  that  he  should  repent* 
But  if  he  have,  and  say  that  he  is  sorry. 
It  is  a  worse  fault,  if  he  be  not  truly. 

BeaumojU  and  Fieteher^  Sonett  Mian*9JFortnne. 
S^row  for  past  ills,  doth  restore  frail  man 
T9his  first  innocence.  NdbbM,  Mieretoemus. 

Sweet  tastes  have  sour  closes ; 
And  he  repents  on  thorns  that  sleeps  in  beds  of  roses. 

Qf$aris9f£mb.x.  7. 
Come,  fair  rep«itiaee,daag^ter  of  the  skies  I 
Soft  harbinger  of  soon  returning  virtue ; 
The  weeping  messenger  of  grace  from  heav'n!  Jk'omfie^AiheL 

O  ye  powers,  tiiat  search 
The  heart  of  man,  and  weigh  his  inmost  thoughts, 
If  I  have  done  amiss,  impute  it  not  !— 
The  best  may  err,  but  ye  are  good.  Addison,  Caio,  v.  1. 

The  hours  of  foI(y  and  of  f<MLd  delight 

Are  wasted  all,  and  fled :  those  that  remain 

Are  doom'd  to  weeping,  anguish,  and  repentance. 

Boioe,  Fair  Ben. 
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XXPBRTAlfCE — eoHttnued. 
Habitual  evils  change  not  on  a  suddeni 
But  many  days  must  pass,  and  many  sorrows  ; 
Conscious  remorse,  and  anguish  must  be  felt, 
To  curb  desire,  to  break  the  stubborn  will, 
And  work  a  second  nature  in  the  soul. 
Ere  yirtue  can  resume  the  place  she  lost.  Sotoef  Ulyues. 

While  music  flows  around, 
Perftimes,  and  oils,  and  wine,  and  wanton  hours  ; 
Amid  the  roses,  fierce  repentance  rears 
Her  snaky  crest :  a  quick  returning  pang 
Shoots  through  the  conscious  heart.  T/tomson. 

'Tis  ever  thus 
With  noble  minds,  if  chance  they  slide  to  folly  ; 
Kemorse  stings  deeper,  and  relentless  conscience 
Pours  more  of  gall  mto  the  bitter  cup 
Of  their  severe  repentance.  Mason. 

A  change  in  Peter's  life  ye  must  not  hope  : 

To  try  to  wash  an  ass's  face 

Is  really  labour  to  misplace : 

And  clearly  loss  of  time,  as  well  as  soap.  Peter  Pindar. 

Repentance  often  finds  too  late. 

To  wound  us  is  to  harden ; 

And  love  is  on  the  verge  of  hate. 

Each  time  it  stoops  for  pardon.  Bulwer  LytUn. 

ILBPOBTEBS. 

If  there's  a  hole  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  yo  tent  it ; 

A  chiefs  amang  you  takin'  notes, 

And,  faith,  he'U  prent  it.  Purns,  Captain  Grote. 

iLEFOSE. 

These  should  be  hours  for  necessities. 

Not  for  delights ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 

With  comforting  repose,  and  not  for  us 

To  waste  these  times.  8h.  Hen.  vni,  v.  I. 

The  best  of  men  have  ever  loved  repose : 
They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray, 
Where  the  soul  sours,  and  gradual  rancour  grows, 
Embitter*d  more  from  peevish  day  to  day. 
E'en  those  whom  Fame  has  lent  her  fairest  ray, 
The  most  renown'd  of  worthy  wights  of  yore, 
JVom  a  base  world  at  last  have  stolen  away. 

Thftnuon,  Caeile  of  Indolence,  1. 17. 
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VEFOSE— continued. 
The  wind  breathed  soft  as  loyers  sigh. 
And  oft  renew'd,  seem'd  oft  to  die. 
With  breathless  pause  between. 

0  who  with  speech  of  war  and  woes. 
Would  wish  to  break  the  soft  repose 

Of  such  enchanting  scene  P      ikoitf  Lord  of  the  Isles,  iv.  13. 

BEPBOOF— 400  GhidUng,  Belnike. 
Thou  tum'st  mine  eyes  into  my  yery  soul^ 
And  there  I  see  such  black  ana  grained  spots, 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct.  8h.  Ham.  iii.  4 

Prithee,  forgiye  me; 

1  did  but  chide  in  jest ;  the  best  loves  use  it 
Sometimes  :  it  sets  an  edge  upon  affection. 
Wlien  we  invite  our  best  friends  to  a  feast, 
'Tis  not  all  sweetmeats  that  we  set  before  them ; 
There's  somewhat  sharp  and  salt,  both  to  whet  appetite 
And  make  them  taste  their  wine  well ;  so,  methinks, 
After  a  friendly,  sharp,  and  savoury  chiding, 

A  kiss  tastes  wondrous  well,  and  full  o'  th'  grape. 

Middleton,  Women  Beware  Women  ^ 
Heprove  not  in  their  wrath  incensed  men ; 
Gk>od  counsel  comes  clean  out  of  season  then  : 
But  when  their  fury  is  appeas'd  and  past, 
They  will  conceive  their  Uiults  and  mend  at  last.    Randolph. 

Fear  not  the  anger  of  the  wise  to  raise. 

They  best  canst  bear  reproof  who  merit  praise.  Pope,jE.  C.  v.  82. 

Why  don't  you  speak  out  P 
Not  stand  croaking  like  a  frog  in  a  quinsy  ! 

Sheridan,  Rivals,  iv.  2. 

BBPTTTATIOV—Mtf  Character,  Detraotien,  Fame,  Honour. 
The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afford. 
Is  spotless  reputation  ;  that  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay.     Sh.  Rich.  ii.  1. 1, 

The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth. 

The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 

In  mouths  of  wisest  censure.  8h,  0th*  ii,  3. 

Oh  !  I  have  lost  my  reputation ! 

I  have  lost  th'  immortal  j>art  of  myself : 

And  what  remains  is  bestial.  8h.  0th.  ii.  3. 

'Tis  better  to  be  vile,  than  vile  esteem'd. 

When  not  to  be  receives  reproach  of  being ; 

And  the  just  pleasure  lost,  which  is  so  deem'd 

Not  by  our  feeling,  but  by  others'  seeing.        Sh.  Sonnet  121» 
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Thy  credit  wary  keep,  'tis  qiiicklv  gone  c 

Being  got  by  many  actions,  lost  by  one,  Randolph* 

No  crime  so  bold,  but  would  be  understood 

A  real,  or  at  least  a  seeming  good ; 

Who  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  fears  the  name, 

And  free  from  conscience,  is  a  slare  to  fame.  Denkam, 

The  reputation 
Of  virtuous  actions  pass'd,  if  not  kept  up 
By  an  access,  and  fresh  supply  of  new  ones» 
Is  lost  and  soon  forgotten.  Denkam,  S&phy. 

O  reputation ;  dearer  far  than  life, 

Thou  precious  balsam,  lorely,  sweet  of  smelly 

Whoso  cordial  drops  once  spilt  by  some  rash  hand, 

Not  all  the  owner's  cai^,  nor  the  repenting  toil 

Of  the  rude  spiller,  ever  can  coQect 

Ta  its  first  purity  and  native  sweetness.  Skmdl,  W.  Baleigh, 

2XSJ0iSAJl(nx^8ee  Despair,  Orlef,  Patience. 

Things  without  remedy. 
Should  be  without  regard :  what's  done,  is  done. 

Sh,  Macb.  in.  2. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  these  events  ; 
To  whose  high  will  wo  bound  our  calm  contents. 

Sh.  Rich,  IT.  V.  2. 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  !  Sh.  Men^  vtii.  iv.  2. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended. 

By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone, 

Is  the  next  way  bo  draw  new  mischief  on.  Sh.  0th.  i.  3. 

Learn  this  of  me,  where'er  thy  lot  doth  fall, 

Short  lot,  or  not,  to  be  content  with  all.     Herrieh,  Jph.  215. 

Take  what  he  gives,  since  to  rebel  is  vain  ; 
The  bad  grows  bettor,  which  we  will  sustain  ; 
And  could  we  choose  the  time,  and  chose  aright, 
'Tis  best  to  die,  our  honour  at  th«  height. 

Dry  den,  Palatnon  Sf  Areite^  lit.  1086. 
What  then  remains,  but  after  past  annoy, 
To  take  the  good  vicissitude  or  joy ; 
To  thank  the  gracious  gods  for  what  they  give, 
Possess  our  souls,  and,  while  we  live,  to  live  ?  Dryden. 

We  bear  it  calmly,  though  a  ponderous  woe, 
And  still  adore  the  hand  that  gives  the  blow. 

Vomfret,  to  his  Friend* 
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BXSlQiBATlOlX^eontinued. 

Ye  noble  few !  who  hero  nnbendmg  stand 

Beneath  life's  pressure,  yet  bear  up  awhile. 

And  what  jour  boanded  Tiew,  which  only  saw 

A  little  part,  deemed  evil,  is  no  more  : 

The  storms  of  wintij  time  will  qmekly  past* 

And  OBe  unbounded  spring  encircle  all.    namton,  Wint.  1064. 

If  age  and  sickness,  porerty  and  pain. 
Should  each  assault  me  with  alternate  plagues, 
I  know  mankind  is  destined  to  eosiplain. 
And  I  submit  to  torment  and  fatigues ; 
The  pious  farmer,  who  ne'er  misaes  pray  rs. 
With  patience  suffers  unexpected  nun ; 
He  blesses  Hear'n  for  what  its  bounty  spares* 
And  sees,  resign*d«  a  crop  of  blighted  min  ; 
But,  spite  of  sermom,  fscmers  would  luaspheme. 
If  a  star  fell  to  set  their  thatch  on  flame. 

Lady  M,  Wortley  JHfontague^  Poemi,  2. 
Well— peace  to  thy  heart,  tho'  another's  it  be ; 
And  health  to  thy  cheek,  tho'  it  bloom  not  for  me.  T,  Moore. 

BESOLUnoV^Mr  Astifity,  DetennlaatioB,  F^omptitnda. 
Be  stirring  as  the  time  ;  be  fire  with  fire ; 
Threaten  the  threatner,  and  out-face  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror :  so  shall  inferior  eyes. 
That  borrow  their  behariour  from  the  great. 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution.  8k.  K,  John,  v.  1. 

My  resolution's  plac'd,  and  I  haye  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  :  Now  from  head  to  foot 
I  am  marble-constant.  Sk.  Ant,  St  Cleop,  y.  2. 

The  natiye  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cait  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith. and  moment. 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awxy. 
And  lose  the  name  of  action.  Sh.  Ham,  ui.  1. 

Do  not,  for  one  repulse,  forego  the  purpose 

That  you  resoly'd  to  effect.  8h.  Temp,  ni.  2. 

All  the  soul 
Of  man  is  resolution  ;  which  expires 
Neyer  from  yaliant  men,  till  their  last  breath  ; 
And  then  with  it,  like  a  flame  extinguish'd 
For  want  of  matter ;  it  does  not  die,  but 
Bather  ceases  to  liye.  Ckapmanf  Bevengefor  Womat. 
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Attempt  the  end,  and  nerer  stand  to  doabt, 
Nothing's  80  hard  but  search  will  find  it  out. 

Entice  the  tmsty  sun  -2x>»e/a«.  Seek  and  Fii 
From  his  ecliptic  line  he  shall  obejr 
Your  beck,  and  wander  from  his  sphere,  ere  I 
From  my  reBolres.  Banm^  Mlrza, 

Men  make  resolres  and  pass  into  decrees 

The  motions  of  the  mind  I  with  how  much  ease, 

In  such  resolres,  doth  passion  make  a  flaw, 

And  bring  to  nothing  what  was  rais'd  to  law.  ChurehilL 

There's  no  impossibility  to  him 

Who  stands  prepared  to  conqner  ereir  hazard : 

The  fearfol  are  the  failing.      Mrs,  MaUt  Orwu>nd  Gronenor, 

When  resolution  hath  prepar*d  the  will ; 

It  wants  no  helps  to  further  any  ilL  Mirror  for  MagUiraies, 
BB80T7BCB&— iw  Caution. 

'Tis  good  in  every  case,  you  know. 

To  luLve  two  strings  unto  your  bow.  CkurekUl,  Qkost,  it. 
BXiPECT— M0  BerYility,  Sabmisiiony  Suppleness,  Syoophaney. 

You  hare  too  much  respect  upon  the  world ; 

They  lose  it,  that  do  buy  it  widi  much  care.  Sh^M.ofVenAA, 

Yes,  I  submit,  my  lord  ;  youVe  gained  your  end, 

I'm  now  your  slave  that  would  have  been  your  friend : 

I'll  bow,  I'll  cringe,  bo  supple  as  your  glove, 

Bespect,  adore  you,  everything  but  love.         Martial,  u.  12. 

SESPOniBILITT. 

Among  aU  honest  christian  people. 

Whoe'er  breaks  limbs  maintains  the  cripple. 

_____         _  _,  Priory  to  jFleetwood  Shepherd, 

a£oI — 9ee  Sepose,  Sleep. 

Not  in  this  weary  world  of  ours 

Can  perfect  rest  be  found ; 

Thorns  mingle  with  its  fairest  flowers 

Even  on  ctdtured  ground ; 

Earth's  pilgrim  stm  his  loins  must  gird 

To  seek  a  lot  more  blest ; 

And  this  must  be  his  onward  word — 

"  In  heaven  alone  is  rest."  Bernard  Barton, 

lUBSTJBBECnOV. 

Each  soul  shall  then  regain  its  mournful  tomb; 

Each  shall  its  flesh  and  pristine  form  resume. 

And  hear  pronounced  the  everlasting  doom.  Dante,  (Wright.) 
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SSSUBBECnOV— Mn^titfMf. 

Shall  man  alone,  whose  fat^?,  whose  final  fate» 

Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thoughts  ? 

I  think  of  nothing  else — ^I  see,  I  feel  it ! 

All  nature  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  round ! 

All  deities,  like  summer  swarms  on  wings. 

All  basking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze  I 

I  see  the  Judge  enthroned,  the  flaming  guard ! 

The  volume  open'd — open'd  every  heart ! 

A  sunbeam  pomting  out  each  secret  thought ! 

Ko  patron !  intercessor  none  !  now  past 

The  sweet,  the  clement  mediatorial  nour ! 

For  guilt  no  plea !  to  pain  no  pause  !  no  bound  ! 

Inexorable  all !  and  all  extreme !  Young,  N.  21  ix.  262. 

BETAUATIOV— «M  Conduct,  Bepose,  Bevenge,  Belf-DellBiioe. 
If  he  arm,  arm  ;  if  he  strew  mines  of  treason, 
Meet  him  with  countermines ;  it  is  justice  stiU 
For  goodness  sake  t'  encounter  ill  with  ilL  Beaumont  Sf  Fid. 

BJETnUSMJUIT— M9  Advenitj,  Country  Lift,  Bural  Botreat,  JLojk  in 
Urbo,  Soenery,  Bolitade. 
The  fields  did  laugh,  the  floures  did  freshly  spring, 
The  trees  did  bud,  and  earl^  blossomes  bore. 
And  all  the  quire  of  birds  <ud  sweetly  sing. 
And  told  that  garden's  pleasures  in  their  caroling. 

Spenier^  Fairy  Queen,  ix.  24» 
This  shadowy  desert,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  floarishmg  peopled  towns  : 
Here  can  I  sit  alone,  unseen  of  any. 
And  to  the  nightingale's  complainmg  notes 
Tune  my  distresses,  and  record  my  woes.       S7i.  Two  G.  v.  4. 

Hath  not  old  custom  made  this  life  more  sweet 

Than  that  of  painted  pomp  P  are  not  these  woods 

More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  court  ?  S^.As  Y.  L,u.l. 

0  thrice,  thrice  happy  he,  who  shuns  the  cares 
Of  city  troubles  ana  of  state  affairs  ; 

And,  serving  Ceres,  tills  with  his  own  team 
His  own  free  land,  left  by  his  friends  to  him. 

Du  Bariae,  {Sylve8ier)» 

1  see  there  is  no  man  but  may  make  his  paradise ; 
And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love  and  dotage 

Upon  the  world's  foul  joys  that  keep  him  out  on't ; 

For  he  that  lives  retir  d  in  mind  and  spirit 

Is  still  in  paradise.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher* 

L   L 
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E>etiring  from  the  populous  noise,  I  seek 
This  unfrequented  place  to  find  some  ease. 

Now  purer  air     -^^^»»  ^^*  ^ffo-  ^^' 
Meets  his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  inspires 
Yemal  delight  and  jo^,  able  to  drive 
All  sadness  but  deimair :  now  gentle  gales 
Fanning  their  odor&'erous  wings,  dispense 
Native  perfumes,  and  whisper  whence  they  stole 
Those  balmy  spoils.  Miliany  P.  X.  4, 

E^mote  from  man  with  God  he  paaaed  the  days. 

Prayer  all  his  business,  all  his  pleasure  piaise.  JPctmeU,Ser.  5» 

Dear  solitary  groves,  where  peace  does  dwell  I 
Sweet  harbours  of  pure  lore  and  innocence ! 
How  willingly  could  I  for  ever  stay- 
Beneath  the  shade  of  your  embraemg  ^ems. 
Listening  to  the  harmony  of  warbling  birds, 
Toned  with  the  gentle  muimar  of  the  streams. 

Lord  jRoehetter,  VakjUinian, 
Happy  the  man,  who,  innocent, 
Gneves  not  at  ills  he  can't  prevent; 
His  skifif  does  with  the  current  glide« 
Not  pufElnjB^  pull'd  against  the  wb. 
He,  paddhng  by  the  scufBiing  crowd. 
Sees  unconcem'd  life's  wager  row'd. 
And  when  he  can't  prevent  foul  plAy» 
Enjoys  the  folly  of  the  iray.  Maitkmo  Ghrem^  SpUtn. 

Thus  shelter'd,  free  from  care  and  strife, 

Mav  I  enjoy  a  calm  through  life. 

Unhurt  bv  sickness'  blasting  rage. 

And  slowly  mellowing  in  age. 

When  &te  extends  its  gathering  gripe, 

Quite  a  worn  being  without  pain, 

Perhaps  to  blossom  soon  again.  lb.  Spleenm 

Happy  the  man,  whose  wish  and  care, 

A  tew  paternal  acres  bound, 

Content  to  breath  his  natire  air 

In  his  own  ground.  Pojpe,  Ode  on  Solitude,  i. 

An  elegant  sufficiency,  content, 
Hctircment,  rural  quiet,  friendship,  books, 
Ease  and  alternate  labour,  useful  life, 
Progressive  virtue,  and  approving  heaven  ! 

Thomson,  Spring,  1158. 
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BETIBE1C8NT— AmftfifMcf. 

No  noise,  no  care,  no  vanity,  no  strife ; 

Men,  woods,  and  fields,  all  breathe  nntroabled  life. 

Then  keep  each  passion  down,  however  dear  ; 

Trust  me,  the  tender  are  the  most  severe. 

Guard,  while  'tis  thine  thy  philosophio  ea«D, 

And  ask  no  joy  bat  that  of  virtuous  peace ; 

That  bids  defianee  to  the  stomas  of  uite, 

Higb  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state.  '  Thornton, 

Now  from  the  town 
Buried  in  smoke,  and  sleep,  and  noisome  damps, 
Oft  let  me  wander  o'er  the  dewy  fields. 
Where  freshness  breathes,  and  dash  the  trembling  drops 
From  the  bent  bush,  as  through  the  verdant  maee 
Of  sweet-brier  hedges  I  pursue  my  walk.    I%&m«an,  Suimmr. 

Welcome,  ye  shades  !  ye  bowery  thiekets,  hail  I 

Ye  lofty  pines !  ye  venerable  oaas  I 

Ye  ashes  wild,  resounding,  o'er  the  Btoep ! 

Delicious  is  your  shelter  to  the  soul.   Taomwony  fiinfrmfr,269. 

The  fall  of  kings, 
The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crush  of  states, 
Move  not  the  man,  who,  from  the  world  Mcup'd, 
In  still  retreats,  and  flowery  solitodes. 
To  nature's  voice  attends,  isom  month  to  month. 
And  day  to  day,  thro*  the  revolving  year ; 
Admiring,  sees  her  in  her  every  shape ; 
Feels  all  her  sweet  enioli<»s  At  his  heart ; 
Takes  what  she  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more.  fb.  Autumn. 

O  sacred  solitude  !  divine  retreat ! 

Choice  of  the  prudent !  envy  of  the  great ! 

By  thy  pure  stream,  or  in  thy  waving  shade. 

We  court  fair  Wisdom,  that  celestial  maid.  Yautiff,  L.  ofF.  r. 

O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline, 

Betreat  from  care  that  never  must  be  mine. 

How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like  these, 

Ayouth  of  labour,  with  an  age  of  ease ; 

Who  ^uits  a  world  where  strong  temptations  tr}', — 

And,  smce  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fiy.  ChldtmithtD.  VJd9, 

Scenes  must  be  beautiful  which  daily  viewed. 

Please  daily,  and  whose  novelty  survives 

Long  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years.  CtnBp6r,Taskfi»177 . 

Had  I  the  choice  of  subhmary  good. 

What  could  I  wish  that  I  possess  not  here  P 

Health,  leisure,  means  t'  improve  it,  friendship,  peace. 

CotDper,  Task,  ill.  689, 
LL  2 


ne 


*Xu  pleasant  thronn^  the  loopholes  of  retreat 

To  peep  at  snch  a  world  ;  to  see  the  stir 

Of  the  Great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd.  Cowper,  ra<i-,iT.88w 

Haekney'd  in  Imsiness,  wearied  at  the  oar. 

Which  thousands,  once  last  chain'd  to,  quit  no  more. 

Bat  which,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  slow. 

All  wish,  or  seem  to  wish,  they  coold  forego. 

The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade. 

Pants  for  the  refoge  of  some  rural  shade. 

Where  all  his  long  anxieties  forgot 

Amid  the  charms  of  a  sequester'd  spot. 

Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o'er 

And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before.  16.  Betiremeni,  1. 

Anticipated  rents  and  bills  unpaid. 

Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  tiie  shade. 

Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate. 

And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate.  lb,  Beiirement,  56  L 

Some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless  woe. 

Some  seeking  happiness  not  found  below. 

Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  mind 

To  social  scenes  by  nature  disinclined. 

Some  sway'd  by  fiuhion,  some  by  deep  disgust. 

Some  self-imporerish'd,  and  because  they  must ; 

But  few  that  court  retirement  are  aware 

Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there.  /6.  Betirem.  603. 


The  fall  of  waters  and  the  song  of  birds. 

And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds. 

Are  luxuries  excelling  all  the  elare 

The  worid  can  boast,  and  her  chief  fay'rites  share.  Ib.Bet.  182. 

Thy  shades,  thy  silence,  now  be  mine. 

Thy  charms  my  only  theme ; 

My  haunt  the  nollow  cliff,  whose  pine 

Wayes  o'er  tiie  gloomy  stream. 

Where  the  scared  owl,  on  pinions  grey, 

Breaks  from  the  rustling  boughs. 

And  down  the  lone  yale  sails  away, 

To  more  profound  repose.  Beattie,  Minstt*eL 

How  much  they  err,  who  to  their  interest  blind, 
Slight  the  calm  peace  which  from  retirement  flows  I 
And  while  they  think  their  fleeting  joys  to  bind. 
Banish  the  tranquil  bliss  which  hea?en  for  man  design'd ! 

Mr9.  Tlghe,  Ftyche, «. 
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To  fly  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind ; 
All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil* 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  orerboil 
In  the  hot  thronpc,  where  we  become  the  spoil 
Of  oar  infection,  till  too  late  and  Ions 
We  may  deplore  and  stnigf;le  with  the  coil. 
In  wretched  interchange  ot  wrong  for  wrong, 
'Midst  a  contentious  world,  striying  where  none  are  strong. 

Byron,  Childe  Harold,  ni.  09. 

How  wise  a  short  retreat  to  steal. 

The  vanity  of  life  to  feel. 

And  from  its  cares  to  fly ; 

To  act  one  calm,  domestic  scene. 

Earth's  bustle  and  the  grave  between, 

Betire.  and  learn  to  die  I  Hannah  More, 

Oh  for  a  bower  where  I  might  dwell 
In  this  contemplative  seclusion. 
With  wealth  sufficient  for  the  wants 
Of  temperate  nature,  not  profusion, 
A  cottage  on  the  green  hill-side. 
Sacred  to  ftiendsmp,  love,  and  duty, 
A  garden  fair,  with  trees  for  fruit. 

And  some  for  shadow  and  for  beauty.     C  Mackay,  Dream,7. 
BETBBAT— «M  BatUe,  Boral  Betreat. 
In  all  the  trade  of  war,  no  feat 
Is  nobler  than  a  brave  retreat ; 
For  those  that  run  away,  and  fly. 
Take  place  at  least  o'  the  enemy.       Butler,  Hud,  1,  m.  607. 

BEIBIBUTIOV. 

Blood,  though  it  sleeps  a  time,  yet  never  dies ; 

The  gods  on  murd'rers  fix  revengeful  eyes.  Chapman. 

He  will  have 
To  eat  the  bitter  bread  of  his  own  baking. 
And  lie  upon  the  bed  of  his  own  making. 

Ctuoted  by  Mr.  Bright,  Oct,  1866. 

BBTBOfPXCnoV— «M  Bememliraiioe. 
'Tis  greathr  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours. 
And  ask  them  what  report  they've  borne  to  heaven. 
And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome  news. 
Their  answers  form  what  men  Experience  call ; 
If  wisdom's  friend,  her  best,  if  not,  worst  foe. 

Toungf  N.  T.  11.  376. 


818  BBTB08PB0TIOK — BEVBlfGBl 

I  can  remember,  with  tmsteady  feet, 

Tottering  from  room  to  room,  and  finding  pleasure' 

In  flowers,  and  toys,  and  sweetmeats,  tlun?s  whtcH-  Ibn^ 

Have  lost  their  power  to  please ;  which,  when  I  see; 

iRaise  only  now  a  melancholy  wish 

I  were  the  little  trifler  once*  again* 

Who  oould  be  pleased  so  lightly.  Sfmiley, 

The  mind  wiU.inits  worst  despair. 

Still  ponder  o'er  the  past. 

On  moments  of  delignt  that  were 

Too  beautifnl  to  last.  Baffe, 

Where  is  the  one  who  hath  not  had 
Some  angnish  trial,  long  gone  by. 
Steal,  spectre-like,  alloaric  and  sad 
On  busy  thought,  till  the  full  eye 
And  aching  breast,  betray'd  too  well, 

The  past  still  held  undying  spell  ?        JSliza  Cook,  Mtlata,  4. 
BEVEVQB— M0  Anger,  Bond,  Hate,  Betaliation,  Yengaaaee. 

Pleasure  and  revenge 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decision.  Sk.  l^coil.  ii.  2. 

It  is  a  quarrel  most  unnatural,. 

To  be.rereng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee,        8h*  Mte,  m.  i.  2. 

And  Casar's  spirit,  ranging^  for  revonee, 

With  At^  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  nell. 

Shall  in  these  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice; 

Cry  Havock,  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war..    Sk*  Jul,  G.  iii.  1. 

O,  that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  lives  y 

One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge.       Ski  OSAI.  m.  3. 

Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives^  my  great  revenge 

Had  stomach  fot  them  alL  SUk  QtL  v.  2. 

To  hell,  allegiance  !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil 

Conscience,  and- grace,  to  the  profoundest  pit ! 

I  dare  damnation :  to  this  point  I  stand' — 

That  both  the"  worids  I  give  to  negligence. 

Let  come  what  comes ;  only  Til  to  reveng'dl  SULMemu  it.  6. 

Honour  hath'her^degreeff :  there  is  excess 

In  all  rerenge,  that  may  be  done  with* less,  L.Bhfokti^^tam, 

All  stratageaiB.are.lasrfuIin  revenge : 
Promise,  deceira,  .betray,  or  break  .your  trust, , 
Who  right&his  honour,  cannot  be  unjust. 

Bavenitcroftf  Italian  Husband. 


BETSVOS.  SI9 

aKVEHM    eontituud, 

HoTmsoy  ftt  first  though  sweet, 
Bitter  ere  long,  oai^  on  itself  recoils.   MMm,  JP,  JL  ix.  171. 

Berenge,  th'  attribute  of  gods !  they  stamp'd  it 

With  uieir  great  image  on  onr  natares.     Utway,  Venice  PteB. 

My  soul  is  lip  in  anns,  my  injor'd  honour, 
Impatient  oithe  wrong,  calls  for  revenge. 

Bowe,  iady  Jane  Chrey,  il.  1. 
How  rash,  how  inconsiderate  is  rage  ! 
How  wretched,  O,  how  fatal  is  our  error ; 
When  to  rerenge  precipitate  we  ran  2 
Beyenge,  that  still  with  double  force  recoilft 
Back  on  itself,  and  is  its  own  revenge ; 
While  to  the  short-lived,  momentanr  joy. 
Succeeds  a  train  of  woes — an  age  oi  torment.    JErowde,  Pkil. 

What  \  do  they  think  me  soeh  a  milky  boy. 

To  pay  my  vengeance  with  a  few  soft  words !   I^amson,  Cor. 

Vengeance  is  still  alive ;  from  her  dark  covert 

With  all  her  snakes  erect  upon  her  broast, 

She  stalks  in  view,  and  fires  mc  t\  ilk  Iier  charms. 

Youtiff,  B09enge, 
If  we  do  but  watch  the  hour 
There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  evade,  if  un forgiven. 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 
Of  lum  who  treasures  up  a  wrong.  Byron^  Maze^a. 

There  are  things 
Whifii  make  vevenge  a  virtue  by  reflection. 
And  not  an  impulse  of  mere  anger ;  though 
The  law  sleeps,  justice  wakes,  and  injiir'd  souls 
Oft  do  a  public  right  with  private  wrong.  lb,  Marino  FdUero, 

A  slave  insults  me— I  require  his  punishment 

From  his  proud  master's  nands  ;  if  he  refuse  it. 

The  ofieoce  growv  his,  and  let  him  answer  it  Ib.Mar.Mtliero. 

Yengeance  alone  to  Gk>d  belongs ; 

But,  when  I  think  on  all  my  wrongs, 

My  blood  is  liquid  flame.  'Seottf  Marmions  vi.  7. 

Patience !  my  soul  disdains  its  stoio  marim. 
The  coward's  virtue,  and  the  knave's  disuse : 
Oh  vengeance  take  me  all,  I'm  wholly  thme. 

CAaa,  Beckingkam,  Henry  TV.  cf"  France, 
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£SVSB8SS'»M  Ad^wiity,  OnataeM,  Xiifortiuia,  Patienoo. 
You  should  have  feared  false  times,  when  jon  did  feast ; 
Suspect  still  comes  when  an  estate  is  least.    Sk,  Timon,  it.  3. 

Ebbing  men,  indeed. 
Most  often  do  so  near  the  bottom  run. 
By  their  own  fear  and  sloth.  8-h,  Temp.  ii.  !• 

A  brave  man  straggling  in  the  storms  of  fate. 
And  greatly  falling  with  a  falling  state. 

Pope,  ProL  to  Addison'a  Catom 
In  the  worst  inn's  worst  room,  with  mat  half-hung. 
The  floors  of  plaster  and  the  walls  of  dung, 
On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repaired  with  stnw. 
With  tape-tied  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw. 
The  George  and  Charter  dangling  from  that  bed 
Where  tawdry  jellow  strove  with  dirty  red. 
Great  Yilliers  lies— alas  !  how  changed  from  him, 
That  life  of  pleasure  and  that  soul  of  whim  !  lb,  M.  JE.iu.  299. 

Ejctremes  of  fortune  are  true  wisdom's  test, 

And  he's  of  men  most  wise  who  bears  them  best.  Cumberland^ 

BEyOLUnOK— Me  Bespotisnu 

The  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
That  wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch ; 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman. 
There's  many  a  gentle  person  made  a  Jack.  Sh,  Ric.  nr.  !•  3. 

There  is  great  talk  of  revolution, 

And  a  great  chance  of  despotism, 

German  soldiers,  camps,  confusion, 

Tumults,  lotteries,  rage,  delusion. 

Gin,  suicide,  and  methodism.  Shelley,  Sell,  in. 

The  whirlpool  of  the  hour  ingulfs 
The  growth  of  centuries  !     Pause  ere  ye  rive. 
With  strength  of  fever,  things  embedded  long 
In  social  being :  you'll  uproot  no  form 
With  which  the  tnonghts  and  habits  of  weak  mortals 
Have  long  been  twined*  without  the  bleeding  rent 
Of  thousand  ties,  which  to  the  common  heart 
Of  nature  link  it.  Tayburd, 

BSTOLUnOiriBTS— «M  Babble. 

Fickle  changelings,  and  poor  discontents, 

Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  the  news 

Of  hurly burly  innovation. 

Moody  Deggars,  starring  for  a  time 

Of  pellmeU  havoc  and  confusion,  Sh»  Hen.  /T.  T.  1. 


BHXTOBIC — ^RHTHX.  SS'l 

BHXIORIC— tM  Law,  Oratory. 

And  when  she  spake, 
Sweet  words,  like  dropping  honey,  she  did  shed : 
And  'twixt  the  pearls  and  rabies  softly  brake 
A  silver  sound  that  heavenly  music  seem'd  to  make.  Spenter, 

l^fyr  rhetoric,  he  conld  not  ope 

His  mouth,  but  out  there  flew  a  trope.    Butler ^  Hud,  1, 1.8I. 
EHIHS.^ 

The  river  Shine,  it  is  well  known, 

Doth  wash  your  city  of  Cologne  ; 

But  tell  me,  nymphs  !  what  power  divine 

i5hall  henceforth  wash  the  river  Ehine  P      Coleridge.  Cologne, 

"BSma^see  Poetry,  Verse. 

For  rhyme  the  rudder  is  of  verses. 

With  which,  like  ships,  they  steer  their  courses. 

Butler,  Hud.  1, 1. 463. 
In  praising  Chloris,  moons  and  stars  and  skies. 
Are  quick^  made  to  match  her  face  and  eyes  ; 
And  gold  and  rubies,  with  as  little  care. 
To  fit  tiie  colour  of  her  lips  and  hair ; 
And  miidng  suns  and  flowers  and  pearls  and  stones. 
Make  'em  fdl  complexions  serve  at  once.  Butler^  Sat,  2. 

May  he  be  damn'd,  who  first  found  out  that  curse, 

T'  imprison  and  confine  his  thoughts  in  verse ; 

To  hang  so  dull  a  clog  upon  his  wit, 

.And  malce  his  reason  to liis  rhyme  submit.       Butler,  Sat*  2. 

Eash  author,  'tis  a  vain,  presumptuous  crime. 

To  undertake  the  sacred  art  of  rhyme ; 

If  at  thy  birth  the  stars  that  rul  a  thy  sense 

Shone  not  with  a  poetic  infiuence  ; 

In  thystrait  genius  thou  wilt  still  be  bound. 

Find  Phoebus  deaf,  and  Pegasus  unsound* 

Dry  den.  Art  of  Poetry,  i.  1. 
Whate'er  you  write  of  pleasant  or  sublime, 
Alwavs  let  sense  accompany  your  rhyme ; 
Falsely  they  seem  each  other  to  oppose ; 
Shyme  must  be  made  with  reason  s  laws  to  close.      Ih.  i.  27. 

Great  are  his  perils  in  this  stormy  time. 

Who  rashly  ventures  on  a  sea  01  rhjrme  ; 

Around  vast  surges  roll,  winds  envious  blow. 

And  jealous  rocks  and  quicksands  lurk  below. 

Greatly  his  foes  he  dreads,  but  more  his  friends, 

He  hurts  me  more  who  lavishly  commends.  CkurcMlL 

The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this ;  sometimes 

Kings  are  not  more  imperative  than  rhymes.  Byron,  1)  J,y,7S* 


^22  BICBKfl* 

ItlCHES — ««d  Apparel,  Wealth. 

See! 
The  difTrence  'twixt  the  coretous  and  prodigal ! 
The  covetous  man  never  has  money, 
And  the  prodigal  will  have  none  shoridj-. 

B^  Jonsomt  Staph  qflfews. 
Tli^'re  richer  who  diminish  their  denres* 
Though  their  possessions  be  not  amplified, 
Than  monarchs,  who,  in  owning  large  empires,. 
Have  minds  that  never  will  be  satisfied. 
For  he  is  poor  that  wants  what  he  would  han ; 
And  rich,  who  having  nought^  doth  nothing  crave.. 

Sir  Thomat  TJrqHkartyVMA. 
Extol  not  riches  then,  the  toil  of  fools, 
The  wise  man's  combranee,  if  not  snare  ;  more  apt 
To  slacken  virtue,  and  abate  her  edge, 
Than  prompt  her  to  do  aught  may  merit  praise. 

'Tis  not  your  person      -^*'^»-  -P-  -S.  ii.  453, 
My  stomach's  set  so  sharp  and  fierce  on  ; 
But  'tis  your  better  part,  your  riches, 

That  my  enamour'd  heart  oewitehes.    Butler,  Sud,  2,  i.  473. 
Biches  cannot  rescue  from  the  grave. 
Which  daims  aMke  the  monarch  and'  the  slave.  Dryden* 

Why  lose  we  life  in  anxious  cares. 

To  lay  in  hoards  for  future  years  P 

Can  ULOse,  when  tortur'd  by  disease. 

Cheer  our  sick  hearts,  or  purchase  ease  ? 

Can  those  prolong  one  gasp  of  breathy 

Or  calm  the  troubled  hour  of  death  P  Ga^,  Fahiexvi,  part  2. 

To  whom  can  riches  give  repute  and  trust, 

Content  or  pleasure,  but  the  good  and  just  P 

Judges  and  senatiBs  have  been  bought  for  gold. 

Esteem  and  love  were  never  to  be  sold.  Pope,  M,  JE.  iii.  171. 

Biches,  the  wisest  monarch  sings. 

Make  pinions  for  themselves  to  fly  ; 

They  fly  like  bats  on  parchment  wings* 

And  geese  their  silver  plumes  supply.  Swift. 

O  grievous  folly  to  heap  up  estate, 
Losing  the  days  you  see  beneath  the  sun. 
When,  sudden,  comes  blind  unrelenting  Fate, 
And  gives  th'  untasted  portion  you. have  won 
With  ruthless  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  undone. 
To  those  who  mock  you,  gone  to  Pluto's  reign. 

Thomson,  Castle  <^ Indolence,  r.  19l 
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Much  leamini^  shows  how  little  mortals  know ; 

Mach  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  enjoy : 

At  best,  it  babies  us  with  endless  toys, 

And  keeps  ns  children  till  we  drop  to  dost. 

As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  stand  amaz'd. 

They  fail  to  find  what  they  so  plainly  see  ; 

Thus  men,  in  shining  riches,  see  the  face 

Of  happiness,  nor  know  it  is  a  shade  ; 

But  gaze,  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  ]>eep  again. 

And  wish,  and  wonder  it  is  absent  stilL         Young,  if«  T.  7i. 

Hish-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap !  for  what  ? 

To  Dreed  new  wants,  and  oeggar  us  the  moTD ; 

Then,  make  a  richer  scramble  for  the  thtcmg.     Jb»  JSf*  T*  yi. 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  je  statesmen  who  surrey 

The  rich  man's  joys  mcrease,  the  PO<nr*s  decsy, 

'Tis  yours  to  judffe  how  wide  the  nmits  stand 

Between  a  splendid  and  a  happy  laod^    Ckoldtmithf  DeSm  .ViL 

Then  let  us  get  mone^,  like  bees  lay  up  honey  ; 
We'U  build  us  new  hires  and  store  up  each  ceU ; 
The  sight  of  our  treasure  shall  yield  us  great  plcaaore. 
We'll  count  it,  and  chink  it,  ana  jin^e  it  well. 

Dr.  JFrcmkUn,  Drinking  Song. 
Abundance  is  a  blessing  to  the  wise ; 
The  use  of  riches  in  discretion  lies  ; 
Learn  this,  ye  men  of  wealth — a  heavy  purae 
In  a  fool's  pocket  is  a  beary  curse.     CumUrUmdt  Menander. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  cares  ; 

The  bank  may  break,  the  factory  bum, 

A  breath  may  burst  his  bubble-shares. 

And  soft  white  hands  could  hardly-  earn 

A  living  that  would  serve  his  tunu  J.  £.  Zcwell,  (Am,) 

SIDICVLS— Me  Jesting. 

But  toudi  me,  and  no  minister  so  sore ; 
Wlioe'er  offends,  at  some  unlucky  time 
Slides  into  verse,  and  hitches  in  a  rhyme ; 
Sacred  to  ridicule  his  whole  life  long, 
And  the  sad  burden  of  some  menr  son^. 

Pope,  Imitations  qfSoraoe,  it.  96. 

When  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  smdier.  Sk,  OorM*  iii.  8« 
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BIV0LR8— M»  Sair,  Ttsmm. 

Tiiis  njmph,  to  the  destraction  of  mankind, 
Nourieih'd  two  locks,  whicli  graceful  hong  behind 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  conspir'd  to  deck, 
With  shining  ringlets,  the  smooth  irory  neck. 
Love  in  these  labyrinths  his  slaves  detains. 
And  mighty  pearls  are  held  in  slender  chains. 
With  hury  springes  we  the  birds  betray 
Slight  lines  of  hair  surprise  the  finny  prey.  Pope,R.ofL,u.tJ» 

BIVAIBT. 

Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  sphere. 

•n         -It    J .       *j.      J        'x  1-  X     Sk*  Sen.  IV,  1,  V.  4, 

Base  rivals,  who  true  wit  and  merit  hate. 

Caballing  still  a^^ainst  it  with  the  great. 

Maliciously  aspire  to  gain  renown. 

By  standing  up,  and  pulling  others  down.  Dr^/deH* 

Love,  and  a  crown,  no  rivalship  can  bear  ; 

AH  precious  things  are  still  possess 'd  with  fear.    lb,  Auren^z, 

SlVJfiK8—#<v  Bhine,  Thames. 
And  see  the  rivers  how  they  run 
Through  woods  and  meads,  in  shade  and  sun  ; 
Sometimes  swift,  sometimes  slow, 
Wave  succeeding  wave,  they  go 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep. 
Like  human  life,  to  endless  sleep  I  Djf^p  Grongar  HUL 

A  little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the  height. 

And  struggling  unto  ocean  as  it  might. 

Its  boun(&ng  crystal  frolick'd  in  the  ray, 

Andgush'd  from  clefb  to  crag  with  saltless  spTa.j,Byron,l8land. 

BOBIH  HOOD. 

A  famous  man  is  Itobin  Hood, 

The  English  ballad-singer's  joy  I 

And  Scotland  has  a  thief  as  good. 

An  outlaw  of  as  darizLsmood; 

She  has  her  brave  Rob  Boy.    Wordsworth,  Boh  Boy's  Grave. 

BOBBSBT^««0  BesignatioxL 

He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen, 

Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all,  Sh.  0th.  iii.  3. 
SOD. 

Love  is  a  boy  by  poets  styl'd. 

Then  spare  tne  rod,  and  spoil  the  chUd.  Butler,  Hud.  2,  x.  843. 

BOlIAirCIE8>-iM0  Vovels,  Stories,  Tales. 

O  then,  I  see,  queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you.  Sh.  Bom:  i.  '1. 
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MiJiKBOEB—continued. 

They  nerer  care  how  many  others 

They  kill,  without  regard  of  mothers. 

Or  wives,  or  childreD,  so  they  can 

Make  up  flome  fierce,  dead-doing  man.  Butler,  Hud.  l,  ii.  17. 

Is't  not  enough  to  make  one  strange, 

That  some  men's  fancies  should  ne  er  change. 

But  make  all  people  do  and  say 

The  same  things  still  the  selfsame  way.    Butler,  Hud,  2,  i.  9. 

Bomances  paint  at  fuU  length  people's  wooings. 
But  only  give  a  bust  of  marriages  ; 
For  no  one  cares  for  matrimonial  cooings  ; 
There's  nothing  wrong  in  a  connubial  kiss  ; 
Think  you,  if  Ciura  had  been  Petrarch's  wife. 
He  would  hare  written  sonnets  all  his  life  ?Byrony  D.  J.  iii.  8. 
BOXE. 

See  the  wild  waste  of  all-derouring  years ! 

How  Bome  her  own  sad  sepulchre  appears, 

With  nodding  arches,  broken  temples  spread ; 

The  yery  tomos  now  vanish'd,  like  their  dead !  Pape,M,JS.v.l, 

While  stands  the  Coliseum,  Bome  shall  stand ; 

When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Eome  shall  fall ; 

And  when  Bome  falls,  the  world.         Byron,  Ch.  H.iv,  115. 

'BM'EB—tee  Lore. 

Oh,  how  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem, 

By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  giye  1 

The  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deem. 

For  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  liye.      Sh,  Sonnet  Liy. 

Loyely  rose,  the  queen  of  flowers, 

Daugnter  of  the  yemal  year. 

Dear  to  all  the  heav'nly  powers. 

To  the  son  of  Yenus  dear.  Anacreon,  (Ghrtene,)  Ode  y. 

Boses,  loye's  delight,  let's  join 

To  the  red-cheek'd  god  of  wine ; 

Boses  crown  us  while  we  laugh. 

And  the  juice  of  Autumn  quaff! 

Boses  of  all  flowers  the  king, 

Boses  the  fresh  ]>ride  of  spring, 

Joys  of  every  deity. 

Love,  when  with  the  graces  he 

For  the  ball  himself  disposes, 

Crowns  his  golden  hair  with  roses.  Anaereon,  {Stanley,)  Ode  T. 


526  BOflS0. 

B08SS— flpn/MMMf. 
Hose  I  thou  art  the  sweetest  flower 
That  erer  drank  the  amber  shower ; 
Eose !  thou  art  the  fondest  child 
Of  dimpled  spring,  the  wood-nymph  wild ! 
E'en  the  gods,  who  walk  the  sky. 
Are  amorous  of  thy  scented  sigh ; 
Cupid  too,  on  Papliian  shades. 
His  hair  with  rosy  fillets  braids.  Anacreon,{]ifoare,)Ode  tut* 

The  pride  of  mortals  is  the  rose. 

The  breath  of  Gods  its  leaves  disdose. 

The  graces,  when  th'  enamour'd  hours 

From  tlieir  say  win^s  profuse  the  flowers, 

With  roses  bind  their  silken  hair, 

Its  beauties  Venus  joys  to  wear.  jinaerean,{Addu(mf)Ode  liii- 

Lovely  rose,  thy  genial  power. 

Sweetly  soothes  the  sickly  hour ; 

O'er  the  grave  thy  fragrance  shed ; 

We  sink  m  quiet  to  the  dead. 

When  the  envious  hand  of  time 

Nips  the  honours  of  thy  prime, 

Fresh  in  youth  thy  odours  bear 

EichneSB  to  l^e  ambient  air.       Amtereon,  (Oreene,)  Ode  hxa 

Gatherye  rosebuds  while  ye  may, 

Old  Ifime  is  still  a-flying ; 
And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to-da> 

To-morrow  will  be  dying.  Serriek, 

Go,  lovely  rose ! 
Tell  her,  that  wastes  her  time  and  me, 

.  That  now  she  knows. 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee^ 
How  sweet  and  fair  she  seems  to  be.  WaBer, 

Child  of  summer,  lovely  rose, 

In  thee  what  blushing  beauty  grows  ; 

But  ere  to-morrow's  setting  sun 

Thy  beauty  fades,  thy  form  is  gone ; 

Yet  tho'  no  grace  thy  buds  retain, 

Thy  pleasing  odours  still  remain.  JBiUon. 

No  flower  embalm'd  the  air  but  one  white  rose. 
Which  on  the  tenth  of  Jane  by  instinct  blows. 

Churchill f  Prophecy  of  Famine,  207. 
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B0S28 — eontinued. 
The  rose  is  fairest  when  'tis  baddini^  new, 

And  hope  is  brightest  when  it  dawns  fnmi  fears ; 
The  rose  is  sweetest  wash'd  with  morning  dew, 
And  lore  is  loreliest  when  embalmed  in  tears. 

SeoU,  La^  of  X.,  iv.  1 

If  on  creation's  mom  the  king  of  hearen 

To  shmbs  and  flowers  a  sovereign  lord  had  given, 

O  beauteous  rose,  he  had  anointed  thee 

Of  shmbs  and  flowers  the  sorereign  lord  to  be ; 

The  spotless  emblem  of  unsullied  truth. 

The  smile  of  beauty  and  the  glow  of  youth. 

The  garden's  pride,  the  grace  of  yemal  bowers, 

The  blush  of  meadows,  and  the  eye  of  flowers.  MS^ 

A  sunbeam  warm'dthee  into  bloom ; 

A  zephyr's  kiss  thy  blushes  gave  : 

The  tears  of  ey'ning  shed  perftmie, 

And  mom  will  beam  upon  thj  grave 

How  like  to  thee,  thou  transient  flower. 

The  doom  of  all  we  love  on  earth  ; 

Beauty,  like  thee,  but  decks  an  hour. 

Decay  feeds  on  it  from  its  birth.  ^^ 

BOSEK^BT. 

Come,  funeral  flower !  who  lov'st  to  dwell 

With  the  pale  corse  in  lonely  lomb. 

And  throw  across  the  desert  gloom 

A  sweet  decaying  smeU. 

Come,  press  my  lips,  and  lie  with  me 

Beneath  the  lowly  alder-tree. 

And  we  will  sleep  a  pleasaiit  sleep. 

And  not  a  care  snail  dare  intrude 

To  break  the  marble  solitude, 

So  peaceful  and  so  deep.  Ktrke  WMte. 

B0XJT8— ««0  Daaelng. 

The  rout  is  folly's  circle  which  she  draws 
With  magic  wand.     So  potent  is  the  spell, 
That  none  decoy'd  into  the  fatal  ring, 
Unless  by  Heaven's  peculiar  grace,  escape. 
There  we  grow  early  grey,  but  never  wise  ; 
There  form  connexions,  and  acquire  no  firiend ; 
Solicit  pleasure,  hopeless  of  success  ; 
Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  flt 
For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 
To  sports  which  only  childhood  could  excuse. 

^  Cowper,  Tatht  ii.  268. 
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B017B8EA17. 

The  Belf-tortoring  sopliist,  wild  Soosseau, 
The  aposUe  of  affliction— *he,  who  threw 
Enchantment  over  passion,  and  from  woe 
Wrung  overwhebning  eloquence.  Bynm,  Cli,  S,  iii.  77. 

BOYALTT— JM  Kingi,  Princes. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories. 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And  for  unfelt  imaginations. 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  restless  cares.        Sh.Ric.  ill.  i.  4. 

Princes,  that  would  their  people  should  do  well, 

Must  at  themselves  be^in,  as  at  the  head ; 

For  men,  by  their  example,  pattern  out 

Their  imitations  and  regard  of  laws  ; 

A  virtuous  court  a  world  to  virtues  dTtiws.B,Jbnson,Cyntk.ReD» 

BOYAL  PEirsioirs. 

Such  stipends  those  vile  hirelings  best  befit. 
Priests  without  grace,  and  poets  without  wit. 

Dryden,  Absalom  and  Jickilophel,  ii.  318. 

iLJnJX^tee  Misfortnne. 

Destruction 
O'ertakes  as  oflen  those  that  fly  as  those  that 
Boldly  meet  it.  Denham^  JSuphj^. 

Those  whom  God  to  ruin  has  design'd. 

He  fits  for  fate,  and  first  destroys  their  mind. 

Dry  den.  Hind  and  Panther,  iii.  1091. 

BVIirB— »M  Decay,  Xortality. 

Where  her  high  steeples  whilom  used  to  stand, 

On  which  the  lordly  falcon  wont  to  tower. 

There  now  is  but  a  heap  of  lime  and  sand. 

For  the  screech-owl  to  build  her  baleful  bower. 

Spenser,  Ruins  fyf  Time, 

All  things  decay  with  time  ;  the  forest  sees 

The  growth  and  downfall  of  her  aged  trees  : 

That  timber  tall,  which  threescore  lustres  stood 

The  proud  dictator  of  the  state-like  wood — 

I  mean  the  sov'reign  of  all  plants,  the  oak. 

Droops,  dies,  and  falls  without  the  cleaver's  stroke. 

rtn  .        Herrickt  Hesp.  47(5. 

There  is  given 

Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath  bent, 

A  spirit's  feehng,  and  where  he  hath  leant 

His  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 

And  magic  in  the  ruined  battlement ; 

For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 

Must  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dower. 

By  ou,  CA.  H.  IT.  127. 
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Tliere  is  a  temple  in  rain  stands. 

Fashion 'd  by  long  forgotten  Iinnds ; 

Two  or  three  colnmns,  and  many  a  stone. 

Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  o'ergrown ! 

Out  upon  time !  it  will  leave  no  more 

Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before ! 

Byron,  Siege  of  Corinth,  T.  18. 

Ye  glorious  Gothic  scenes  !  how  much  ye  strike 

All  phantasies,  not  e'en  excepting  mine : 

A  grey  wall,  a  green  rain,  rasty  pike, 

jVTalce  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 

Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hover 

Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-seas  over.     Bi/ron,  D.  <7I  X.  51. 
BTTLBSS — tee  Kings,  Government. 

To  put  the  power 

Of  sovereign  rule  into  the  good  man's  hand. 

Is  giving  peace  and  happiness  to  millions. 

Thomson,  Sophoniaba,  v.  2. 

We  should  rejoice  if  those  who  rule  our  land, 

Be  men  who  hold  its  many  blessings  dear. 

Wise,  upright,  valiant :  not  a  servile  band, 

Who  are  to  judge  of  dangers  while  they  fear. 

And  honour  which  they  do  not  understand. 
Quoted  by  Mr.  J.  D.  Coleridge,  on  the  Reform  BillyJune  8,  1866. 

BUinrG  PASSIOV~«e<!  Hobbies. 

Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climes. 

Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Search  then  the  ruling  passion :  there  alone 

The  wild  are  constant,  and  the  cunning  known.Po/'e,Jf.J?.i.l72. 

And  you,  brave  Cobham  !  to  the  latest  breath. 

Shall  feel  your  ruling  passion  strong  in  death,  lb,  M,E,  1.262. 

In  men  we  various  ruling  passions  find ; 

In  women,  two  almost  divide  the  mind : 

Those,  only  fix'd,  they  first  or  last  obey, « 

The  love  of  pleasure  and  the  love  of  sway.  Fope^  M,  E.  ii.  207. 

She  who  ne'er  answers  till  a  husband  cools. 
Or,  if  she  rules  him,  never  shows  she  rules. 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  submitting  sways, 
Yet  has  her  humour  most  when  she  obeys.  Pope,  M.E,  ii.  261. 
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Smnonr's  a  pipe 
Blown  by  sarmises,  jealousies,  conjectares ; 
And  of  so  easy  and  so  plain  a  stop. 
That  the  blont  monster  with  onconnted  heads. 
The  still  discordant  warering  multitude, 
Can  play  upon  it.  Sk,  Sen,  ir,  InirodueHon  n. 

Eomoor  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo. 

The  numbers  of  the  fear'd.  Sh,  Oik.  iii.  1. 

The  flying  rumours  gathered  as  they  roll'd. 
Scarce  any  tale  was  sooner  heard  than  told ; 
And  all  who  told  it  added  something  new, 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  too ; 
In  ev'ry  ear  it  spread,  on  ev'ry  tonsue  it  grew. 
Thus  flying  east  and  west,  and  nortn  and  south, 
News  tTavell'd  with  increase  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

Pope,  Temple  of  Fame,  46o. 

BVEAL  LIFB,  BETBSAT,  SCEVEBT,  kc.^tee  Countzy  lift,  Svenlng, 
Home,  Betiroment. 
Happy  the  man,  whom  bounteous  gods  allow 
With  his  own  hands  paternal  grounds  to  plough. 

Cotclejfj  Mor.  Ode  ii.  6. 
She  went  to  plain  work,  and  to  purling  brooks, 
Old-fashion'd  halls,  dull  aunts,  and  croaking  rooks : 
She  went  from  opera,  park,  assembly,  play. 
To  morning  walks,  and  prayers  three  hours  a-day ; 
To  part  her  time  'twixt  reacting  and  bohea. 
To  muse,  and  spill  her  solitary  tea. 
Or  o*er  cold  conee  trifle  with  the  spoon, 
Count  the  slow  clock,  and  dine  exact  at  noon ; 
Dirert  her  eyes  with  pictures  in  the  fire. 
Hum  half  a  tune,  tell  stories  to  the  squire  ; 
Up  to  her  godly  garret  after  seven, 
There  starve  and  pray,  for  that's  the  way  to  heaven. 

Of  men  ^'^'  EpistU  6. 

The  happiest  he  !  who  far  from  public  rage. 
Deep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  lew  retired. 
Drinks  the  pure  pleasures  of  a  rural  lifp.  Thomton^  Aut,  1233. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  griefs  began. 

When  ev'ry  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man ; 

For  him  light  labour  spread  her  wholesome  store. 

Just  gave  what  life  required,  but  gave  no  more 

His  best  companions,  innocence  and  health, 

And  his  best  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth.  Goldsmith,  T)js:.  Y%f, 
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STTBAL  LIFE.  BETBEAT,  SGEBEBT,  9ui.— continued.  \ 

Not  rural  sights  alonCi  but  rural  sounds  j 

Exhilarate  the  spirit,  and  restore 
The  tone  of  languid  nature.    Mighty  winds. 
That  sweep  the  skirts  of  some  far-spreading  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
The  dash  of  ocean  on  his  winding  shore. 
And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fill  the  mind.  Cowper,Task,  1. 181. 
^^  Ye  gentle  souls,  who  dream  of  rural  ease, 
Whom  the  smooth  stream  and  smoother  sonnet  please ; 
Go !  if  the  peaceful  cot  your  praises  share, 
Go  look  within,  and  ask  if  peace  be  there  ; 
If  peace  be  his — that  drooping  weary  sire. 
Or  theirs,  that  offspring  round  their  feeble  fire  ; 
Or  hers,  that  matron  pale,  whose  trembling  hand 
Turns  on  the  wretched  hearth  th'  expiring  brand ! 
O  for  a  seat  in  some  poetic  nook,         Crahbe,  Village,  i.  173. 
Just  hid  with  trees  and  sparkling  with  a  brook. 

Leigh  JSunt,  PoUtia  and  Poetics, 
BUB  nr  UBBE. 

He  that  deems  his  leisure  well  bestow'd 

In  contemplations  of  a  turnpike  road, 

Is  occupied  as  well,  employs  his  hours 

As  wisely,  and  as  much  imj^roves  his  powers, 

A,B  he  that  slumbers  in  pavilions  graced 

With  all  the  charms  of  an  accomplished  taste. 

Cotoper,  Retirement,  505. 

Suburban  villas,  highway-side  retreats, 

That  dread  th'  encroachment  of  our  growing  streets, 

^n^ht  boxes  neatly  sash*d,  and  in  a  blaze 

With  all  a  July  sun's  collected  rays, 

Delight  the  citizen,  who  gasping  there 

Breathes  clouds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  countir  air. 

O  sweet  retirement,  who  would  baulk  the  thought 

That  could  afford  retirement,  or  could  not  ? 

'Tis  such  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight, — 

The  second  milestone  fronts  the  garden  gate ; 

A  step  if  fair,  and  if  a  shower  approach 

You  find  safe  shelter  in  the  next  stage-coach. 

There  prison'd  in  a  parlour  snug  and  small. 

Like  bottled  wasps  upon  a  southern  wall, 

The  man  of  business  and  his  friends  compress'd, 

Forget  their  labours,  and  yet  find  no  rest ; 

But  still  'tis  rural,— trees  are  to  be  seen 

From  every  window,  and  the  fields  are  green. 

Cotoper,  Betiremeni,  481. 
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lABBATABlAflTB. 

What  i  shnt  the  garden !  lock  the  latticed  gate: 
Tiefaae  the  shilling  and  the  Fellow's  ticket ! 
And  hang  a  wooden  notice  np  to  state, 
"  On  Sandays  no  admittance  at  this  wicket !" 
The  birds,  the  beasts,  and  all  the  reptile  race 
Denied  to  friends  and  visitors  till  Monday ! 
Now,  really,  this  appears  the  common  case 
Of  putting  too  much  Sabbath  into  Sunday — 
But  what  IS  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grondy  ? 

I%ot,  Mood,  (an  opm  Queiitam,} 
What  harm  if  men  who  bnm  the  midnight-oil ;. 
Weary  of  frame,  and  worn  and  wan  in  feature. 
Seek  once  a  week  their  spirits  to  assoil. 
And  catch  a  glimpse  of  "  Animated  Nature." 
Better  it  were  if ,  in  his  best  of  suits, 
The  artisan,  who  ^oes  to  work  on  Monday, 
Should  spend  a  leisure  hour  among  the  brutes. 
Than  malce  a  beast  of  his  own  self  on  Sunday— 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  P        2^9*  Rood,  /&• 
8ABBAXE. 

Hail,  Sabbath  !  thee  I  hail,  the  poor  man's  day  : 

On  other  days  the  man  of  toil  is  doom'd 

To  eat  his  joyless  bread,  lonely — ^the  ground 

Both  seat  and  board — screen  d  from  the  winter's  cold 

And  summer  s  heat,  by  neighb'ring  hedge  or  tree  ; 

But  on  this  day,  embosom'd  in  his  home. 

He  shares  the  irugal  meal  with  those  he  loyes.  ChrahameySahM* 

The  seyenth  day  this  ;  the  jubilee  of  man : 
London !  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  the  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisan. 
And  smuff  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 
The  coach  or  nackney,  whiskey,  one-horse  chair, 
And  humblest  gig,  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl ; 
To  Hampstead,  Brentford,  Harrow  make  repair ; 
TiU  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 
Proyoking  enyious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  churl. 

Bifron,  Ch.  S*  I.  09. 
The  cheerful  Sabbath  bells,  wherever  heaid. 
Strike  pleasant  on  the  sense,  most  like  the  voice 
Of  one  who  from  the  far-off  hills  proclaims 
Tidings  of  good  to  Zion.  CharUi  Lamb^ 

The  Sabbath  bell. 
That  over  wood,  and  wild,  and  mountain- dell 
Wanders  so  far,  chasing  all  thoughts  unholy 
With  sounds,  most  musical,  most  melancholy.  Mogertj  S*  Life. 
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SABBAIS— aofi<MfliAr. 

Yet  erery  day  in  seven,  at  least, 

One  brignt  republic  shall  be  known  ;— 

Man's  world  awhile  hath  surely  ceas'd. 

When  God  proclaims  His  own  I 

Six  days  may  rank  divide  the  poor, 

O  DiTes  !  from  thy  banqnet-hail — 

The  seventh,  the  Father  opes  the  door, 

And  holds  His  feast  for  all !  Bulwer  Lyttotu 

Fresh  glides  the  brook  and  blows  the  gale. 

Yet  yonder  halt«  the  quiet  mill ; 

The  whirring  wheel,  the  rushing  sail. 

How  motionless  and  still ! 

Bix  days  stem  labour  shuts  the  poor 

From  nature's  careless  banquet  hall ; 

'The  seventh,  an  Angel  opes  the  door, 

And,  smiling,  welcomes  all !  Bulwer  LyttoH, 

I  am  glad  when  the  sabbath  steals  quietly  in, 
-Of  all  days  the  chief  Ir^tre,  the  "  pearl  of  the  seven  ;" 
A  season  when  man  seems  to  pause  in  his  sin, 
A  time,  rightly  used,  giving  glimpses  of  heaven.  J,  C,  Prince. 
SACSAMSHT— «M  Transubstantiatioa. 

UILDTS,  SAILOBS— M#  Oeean,  Baa,  Bhipwxtck. 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail. 
And  you  are  staid  for.  Sh.  Mam.  i.  8. 

What  though  the  sea  be  calm  ?  trust  to  the  shore. 
Ships  haveoeen  drown'd,  where  late  they  danc'd  before. 

Herrick.  Aph.  306. 
He  that  has  sail'd  upon  the  dark  blue  sea 
Has  view'd  at  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight ; 
When  the  firesh  breeze  is  fair  as  breeze  may  be, 
The  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tight ; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right, 
The  glorious  main  expanding  o'er  tlie  bow, 
The  convoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  their  flight, 
The  dullest  sailer  wearing  bravely  now, 
;So  gaily  curl  the  waves  before  each  dashing  prow. 

Bifron,  Ch,  H.  II.  17, 
Hark  to  the  boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  cry  ! 
While  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tackle  glides 
Or  school-boy  midshipman  that,  standing  by, 
Stnins  his  shrih  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betiaes. 
And  well  the  docue  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides. 

Bifron,  Ch.  H.  11.  18. 
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8AILIK0,  SAIL0B8 continued. 

How  can  I  bear  to  think  on  all 

The  dangers  thoa  mnst  brave  P 

My  fears  will  deem  each  gale  a  storm, 

Wnile  thou  art  on  the  wave.  L.  E.  Landon^ 

A  wet  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea, 

A  wind  that  follows  fast. 

And  fills  the  white  and  rustling  sail, 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast.  Allan  Cunningham^  Song, 

0  Thou,  who  in  thy  hand  dost  hold 
The  winds  or  wares  that  wake  or  sleep, 
Thy  tender  arms  of  mercy  fold 

Around  the  seamen  on  the  deep.  JET.  F.  Gould  {Am,) 

There's  one  whose  fearless  courage  yet  has  never  failed  in 

fight; 
Who  guards  with  zeal  our  country's  weal,  our  freedom,  and 

our  riffht ; 
But  though  his  strong  and  ready  arm  spreads  havoc  in  its  blow ; 
Cry  "  Quarter !"  and  that  arm  will  be  the  first  to  spare  its  foe. 
He  recks  not  though  proud  glory's  shout  may  be  the  knell  of 

death ; 
The  triumph  won,  without  a  sigh  he  3rields  his  parting  breath. 
He's  Britain's  boast,  and  claims  a  toast!  *'  In  peace,  my  boys, 

or  war, 
Here's  to  the  brave  upon  the  wave,  the  gallant  English  Tar.'* 

Eliza  Cook,  English  Tar. 

1  love  the  sailor ; — his  eventful  life — 

His  senerous  spirit — ^his  contempt  of  danger— 

His  nrmness  in  the  gale,  the  wreck,  and  strife ; — 

And,  though  a  wild  and  reckless  ocean-ranger, 

Grod  grant  ne  make  that  port,  when  life  is  o'er, 

Where  storms  are  hush'd,  and  billows  break  no  more !  CoUon^ 

A  sailor  should  be  eveir  inch 
All  as  one  as  a  part  of  his  ship. 

Dihdin,  quoted  to  JB[,R,S,  the  Duke  of  Edinburgh  hf  the 

City  Chamberlain,  June  7,  1866. 

&AIKT  PEXEB. 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate : 
His  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  duU, 
So  little  trouble  had  been  given  of  late  ; 
Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  full. 
But  since  the  Gallic  era  "  eighty-eight " 
The  devils  had  ta'en  a  longer,  stronger  pull. 
And  "  a  puU  all  together,"  as  they  say 
At  sea — ^which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

Byron,  Vision  of  Judgment,  1» 
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8AZHT8 — ue  DiMenten,  Eypoeriiy,  Xetliodiiti}  Pnritaiu. 
For  saints  in  peace  degenerate, 
And  dwindle  down  to  reprobate ; 
Their  zeal  comipts,  like  standing  water, 
In  th'  intervals  of  war  and  slaughter ; 
Abates  the  sharpness  of  its  edge. 
Without  the  pow'r  of  sacrilege.  Butler,  Hud.  3,  n.  643. 

And  now  the  saints  began  their  reign. 

For  which  they'd  yearn  d  so  long  in  Tain, 

And  felt  such  bowel  hankerings, 

To  see  an  empire,  all  of  kings.  lb.  Mud,  3.  ii.  237. 

In  the  wicked's  there's  no  rice. 
Of  which  the  saints  have  not  a  spice. 
And  yet  that  thing  that's  pious  in 
The  one,  in  th'  other  is  a  sin. 
Is  it  not  ridiculous,  and  nonsense, 
A  saint  should  be  a  slave  to  conscience  ?  Ih.  Hud.  2,  ii.  247. 

A  godly  man,  that  has  served  out  his  time 

In  noliness,  may  set  up  any  crime  I 

As  scholars,  when  they've  taken  their  degrees, 

]!£ay  set  up  any  faculty  they  please.  lb,  Misc  Thoughts^  167. 

'Tis  from  high  life  high  characters  are  drawn  ; 
A  saint  in  crape  is  twice  a  saint  in  lawn  : 
A  judge  is  just,  a  chano'llor  juster  still ; 
A  ^ownman  leam'd  :  a  bishop  what  you  will : 
Wise  if  a  minister ;  but  if  a  kinj^, 
More  wise,  more  leam'd,  more  just,  more  ev'ry  thinff. 

Pope,  M.  E,  1. 136. 

The  devil  was  piqu'd  such  saintship  to  behold. 
And  longed  to  tempt  him  like  good  Job  of  old ; 
But  Satfui  now  is  wiser  than  of  yore. 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor.      lb,  iii.  349. 

For  virtue's  self  may  too  much  zeal  be  had ; 
.  The  worst  of  madmen  is  a  saint  run  mad. 

Pope,  Imit,  of  Horace,  i.  Yi.  26. 
The  rigid  saint,  hj  whom  no  mercy's  shewn, 
To  saints  whose  hrei  are  better  than  his  own. 

Churchill,  Ep,  to  Hogarth,  25. 
Jesting  apart — ^what  virtue  canst  thou  trace 
In  that  brcMad  brim  that  hides  thy  sober  face  ? 
Does  that  long-skirted  drab,  that  over-nice 
And  formal  clothing,  prove  a  scorn  of  vice  P 
Then  for  thine  accent-— what  in  sour.d  can  be 
So  void  of  grace  as  dull  monotony  P  Crabbe,  Erank  Courtship. 
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For  a  sinner,  thou'rt  too  much  a  saint ; 

Hast  too  much,  show  of  the  sedate  and  pure. 

And  without  cause  art  formal  and  demure  : 

This  makes  a  man  unsocial,  unpolite ; 

Odious  when  wrong,  and  insolent  if  right. 

Thou  may'st  be  good,  but  why  should  goodness  be 

Wrapt  in  a  garb  of  such  formality  ?  Crabbe,  Frank  Courtship, 

His  native  sense  is  hurt  by  strange  complaints 

Of  inward  motions  in  these  warring  saints ; 

Who  never  cast  on  sinful  bait  a  Iook, 

But  they  perceive  the  devil  at  the  hook.  lb.  Squire  and  Prietim 

When,  at  his  humble  ^ray'r,  you  deign'd  to  eat. 

Saint  as  you  are,  a  civU  sinner's  meat ; 

When  as  you  sat  contented  and  at  ease, 

Kibbling  at  leisure  on  the  ducks  and  peas. 

And,  pleased  some  comforts  in  such  place  to  find, 

You  could  descend  to  be  a  little  kind ; 

And  gave  us  hope,  in  heaven  there  might  be  room 

For  a  few  souls  oesides  your  own  to  come  ; 

While  this  world's  good  engaged  your  carnal  view. 

And  like  a  sinner  he  enjoy'd  it  too ; 

All  this  perceiving,  can  you  think  it  strange 

That  change  in  you  should  work  an  equal  change  P" 

Orabl^,  Commif  19. 
They  pray,  they  fight,  they  murder,  and  they  weep— 
Wolves  in  their  vengeance,  in  their  manners  sheep  ; 
Too  well  they  act  the  prophet's  fatal  part. 
Denouncing  evil  with  a  zealous  heart ; 
And  each,  uke  Jonah,  is  displeased  if  God 
Bepent  his  anger,  or  withhold  his  rod.    Orabbe,  Library,  228. 

8ALT. 
Alas  !  YOU  know  the  cause  too  well ; 
The  salt  is  spilt,  to  me  it  fell.  Oay,  Fable  37, 

Why  dost  thou  shun  the  salt  P  that  sacred  pledge, 
Which  once  partaken  blunts  the  sabre's  edge. 
Makes  e'en  contending  tribes  in  peace  unite, 
And  hated  hosts  seem  orethren  to  the  sight. 

Byron,  Corsair,  ix.  4. 

SALTTTAnOH-jM  Address. 
Fair  be  to  you,  fair  maiden,  fair  desires, 
In  all  fair  measure  fairly  guide  you.  8k.  Troil.  m.  1. 

A  fair  good  evening  to  my  £urer  hostess.  Byron^  Werner,  l*  1* 
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8ATAH— M#  BeTil. 
Meanwhile  the  adyersanr  of  Grod  and  man, 
Satan,  with  thoughts  innam'd  of  highest  desif^, 
Pats  on  swift  wings,  and  towards  the  gates  of  hell 
Explores  his  solituy  flight :  sometimes 
He  scours  the  right  hand  coast,  sometimes  the  lefl : 
Now  shaves  with  level  wing  the  deep ;  then  soars 
Up  to  the  fiery  concave,  tow'ring  high.  Milton^  P.  L.  ii.  629. 

Th'  infernal  serpent ;  he  it  was,  whose  ^aile, 
Stirr'd  np  with  envv  and  revenge,'  deceiv'd 
The  motner  of  mankind.  Milton,  P.  L.  i.  34. 

8ATISTY— «M  Szeess,  Baxfbit. 

As  surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast. 

So  every  scope  hj  the  immoderate  use 

Turns  to  restraint.  Sh.  M.for  M,  i.  3. 

They  surfeited  with  honey ;  and  began 

To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much.  8h,  Sen.  iv,  1,  iii.  2. 

The  ear  is  cloj^'d 
Unto  satiety  with  honied  strains, 
That  daily  from  the  fount  of  Helicon 
flow  murmuring.  Herbert* 

With  pleasure  drugg'd  he  almost  long'd  for  woe, 

And  e  en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  shades  below. 

Bjfron,  Ch,  J7".  I.  6. 

8ATnU5~M0  Critics,  Poetry,  Yerse. 
I'm  one  whose  whip  of  steel  can  with  a  lash 
Imprint  the  characters  of  shame  so  deep, 
!Ev  n  in  the  brazen  forehead  of  proud  sin. 
That  not  eternity  shall  wear  it  out. 

Randolph,  Mus^e  Looking' Ohug. 
Satire  or  sense,  alas  !  can  Sporus  reel 
Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  a  wheel  I  Pope,  Tip,  to  Arh,  307. 

Satire's  my  weapon,  but  I'm  too  discreet 
To  run  a-muck,  and  tilt  at  all  I  meet ; 
1  only  wear  it  in  a  land  of  Hectors, 
Treves,  supercargoes,  sharpers,  and  directors. 

Pope^  Imit.  o/Hor.  2,  i.  70. 
Satire  should,  like  a  polish'd  razor.  Keen, 
Wound  with  a  touch,  that's  scarcely  felt  or  seen ; 
inline  is  an  oyster-knife,  that  hacks  and  hewi : 
The  rage,  but  not  the  taJent  to  abuse ; 
And  is  in  hate,  what  love  is  in  the  stews. 

Ladjf  M»  W*  Montctgue,  to  Pope* 


538  SATIRB. 

BAmSR-'^contmued, 
Though  folly,  robed  in  pnrple,  shines, 
Though  yice  exhausts  Peruvian  mines, 
Yet  shall  they  tremble  and  turn  pale 
YIThen  satire  wields  her  mighty  nail.     Churchill,  Ghoii,  923. 

Enough  of  satire ;  in  less  hardened  times 
Great  was  her  force,  and  mighty  were  her  rhymes. 
IVe  read  of  men,  beyond  man's  daring  brave, 
Who  yet  have  trembled  at  the  strokes  she  gave  ; 
Whose  souls  have  felt  more  terrible  alarms 
From  her  one  line,  than  from  a  world  in  arms.  lb,  Cand.  154. 

Why  should  we  fear  P  and  what  P    The  laws  ? 

They  all  are  arm'd  in  Virtue's  cause ; 

And  aiming  at  the  self-same  end, 

Satire  is  always  Virtue's  friend.      Churchill^  Qhost,  iii.  943. 

When  satire  flies  abroad  on  falsehood's  wing, 

Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  sting ; 

But  when  to  truth  allied,  the  wound  she  gives 

Sinks  deep,  and  to  remoter  ages  lives.  Churchill,  Author ^  217. 

Satire,  whilst  envy  and  ill-humour  sway 

The  mind  of  man,  must  always  make  her  way ; 

"Not  to  a  bosom,  with  discretion  fraught. 

Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  single  thou^t. 

The  wise  have  not  the  will,  nor  fools  the  power. 

To  stop  her  headstrong  course  ;  within  the  hour 

Left  to  herself,  she  dies ;  opposing  strife 

Gives  her  fresh  vigour,  and  prolongs  her  life.  lb.  Author,  197. 

Instructive  satire !  true  to  virtue's  cause  ! 

Thou  shining  supplement  of  public  laws  !  Young,  L.qfJF.  1. 11» 

If  satire  charms,  strike  faults  but  spare  the  man ; 
'Tis  dull  to  be  as  witty  as  you  can. 
Satire  recoils  whenever  charg'd  too  high ; 
Bound  your  own  fame  the  fatal  splinters  fly ; 
As  the  soft  plume  gives  swiftness  to  the  dart, 
Good-breedmg  sends  the  satire  to  the  heart. 

Young,  Ep.  to  Tope,  n.  168. 
Let  satire  less  engage  you  than  applause ; 
It  shows  a  generous  mind  to  wink  at  flaws.  lb,  ii.  155* 

Most  satirists  are  indeed  a  public  scourge ; 

Their  mildest  physic  is  a  farrier's  purge ; 

Their  acrid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  stirr'd. 

The  milk  of  their  good  purpose  all  to  curd. 

Their  zeal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearse. 

By  lean  despair  upon  an  empty  purse,  Cowper,  Charity,  601» 
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When  scandal  has  new-minted  an  old  lie. 

Or  tax'd  invention  for  a  fresh  supply. 

'Tis  call'd  a  satire,  and  the  world  appears 

Gikthering  around  it  with  erected  ears ; 

A  thousand  names  are  toss'd  into  the  crowd. 

Some  whisper'd  softly,  and  some  twan^'d  aloud. 

Just  as  the  sapience^  of  an  author's  brain, 

Suggests  it  sate  or  dangerous  to  be  plain.  Cowper,  Charity ^BIS. 

At  princes  let  but  satire  raise  his  gun, 

The  more  their  feathers  fly,  the  more  the  fun ! 

E'en  the  whole  world,  blockheads  and  men  of  letters, 

Enjoy  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters.  Peter  Pindar. 

Prepare  for  rhyme — ^I'U  publish,  right  or  wrong ; 

Fools  are  my  uieme,  let  satire  be  my  song.  B^fronJSng.Bardi. 

In  ffeneral  satire,  eveiy  man  perceives 

A  slight  attack,  yet  neither  fears  nor  grieves. 

Crabbe,  Squire  and  Priest, 
You  must  not  think  that  a  satiric  style 
Allows  of  scandalous  and  brutish  words  ; 
The  better  sort  abhor  scurrility.  BoscammoTi. 

SAVIOUB,  (OUB). 

Of  all  creation  first, 
Begotten  Son,  divine  Similitude, 
In  whose  conspicuous  countenance,  without  cloud. 
Made  visible,  th'  Almighty  Father  shines, 
Whom  else  no  creature  can  behold :  on  Thee 
Impress'd,  th'  effulgence  of  His  glory  bides ; 
Transfused  on  Thee  His  ample  spirit  rests. 
The  Heav'n  of  heay'ns,  and  all  tne  powers  therein 
By  thee  created.  Milton,  P.  L.  m.  384. 

SGAHBAIr—Mi  BUader,  Society. 

You  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard. 
And  after  scandal  them.  Sh.  Jul,  C.  i.  2. 

He  rams  his  quill  with  scandal  and  with  scoff, 

But  'tis  so  very  foul,  it  won't  go  off.  Young,  JEp.  to  Pope,  1. 197. 

What  is  a  scandal  of  the  first  renown, 

But  letter'd  knaves  and  atheists  in  a  gown  ?  lb.  ii.  63. 

FlAvia,  most  tender  of  her  own  good  name. 

Is  rather  careless  of  a  sister's  fame  ! 

Her  superfluity  the  poor  supplies. 

But  if'sne  touch  a  character  it  dies.       Cowper,  Charity,  453. 
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fMAJnAL—conimued, 
No  scflcndal  about  Queen  Elizabeth  I  ho^e,8keridaii,CrUie,ii.l» 

The  whole  oonrt  melted  into  one  wide  whisper, 

And  all  lips  were  applied  nnto  all  ears  ! 

The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  curled  much  crisper 

As  they  beheld  ;  the  younffer  cast  some  leers 

On  one  another,  and  each  loyely  lisper 

Smiled  as  she  talked  the  matter  o'er :  t>ut  tears 

Of  riyalship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 

Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by.   Byrotiy  D.  J»  ix.  78. 

The  circle  smil'd,  then  whisper'd,  and  then  sneer'd  : 

The  misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frown'd : 

Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  out  as  the^  fear'd: 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  found 

Some  ne'er  believ'd  one  half  of  what  they  heard  : 

Some  look'd  perplex'd,  and  others  look  a  profound 

And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 

Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet   Byron,  D.  J,  xnr.  44. 

There  is  a  lust  in  man  no  charm  can  tame. 

Of  loudly  publishing  his  neighbour's  shame ; 

On  eagles'  wings  immortal  scandals  fly. 

While  yirtuous  actions  are  but  bom  and  die.  £leanoraffervey. 

80AB8. 

He  jests  at  scars  that  never  felt  a  wound.         Sh,  Bom.  ii.  2. 

SCEHEET— 4tf0  Distance. 
How  often  have  I  paused  on  every  charm, 
The  shelter 'd  cot,  the  cultivated  rarm, 
The  never-failing  brook,  the  busy  mill. 
The  decent  church,  that  topp'd  the  neighbouring  hill  ; 
The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  shade. 
For  talking  age  and  whispering  lovers  made. 

Qoldsmith,  Deserted  Village^  9. 

BOEPTICIBX— «a;  Learning,  Xnfldelity. 
Let  no  presuming  impious  railer  tax 
Creative  wisdom,  as  if  aught  was  formed 
Li  vain,  or  not  for  admirable  ends. 
Shall  little  haughty  ignorance  pronounce 
His  works  unwise,  of  which  the  smallest  part 
Exceeds  the  narrow  visions  of  our  mind.  Tkomion,  Sum*  318 

Heaven  is  all  love ;  all  joy  in  ^ving  joy. 

It  never  had  created  but  to  bliss, 

And  shall  it,  then,  strike  off  the  list  of  life 

A  being  bless'd,  or  worth^r  so  to  be  P 

Heaven  starts  at  an  annihilating  God.  Young,  JV.  T.  tii.  47& 
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BCXmCISK—Mnimued. 
This  a  sacred  rule  we  find 
Among  the  nicest  of  mankind, 
(Which  never  might  exception  brook 
From  fiobbes  even  down  to  Bolingbroke.) 
To  donbt  of  facts,  however  tmet 
Unless  they  know  the  causes  too.     Churehill,  Qhosi,  ii.  864 

Oh  !  lives  there,  heaven  1  beneath  thy  dread  expanse, 

One  hopeless,  dark  idolater  of  chance, 

Content  to  feed  with  pleasures  nnrefin'd, 

The  lukewarm  passions  of  a  lowlv  mind  ; 

Who  mouldering  earthward,  'reft  of  every  trust, 

In  jovless  union  wedded  to  the  dust^ 

Coula  all  his  parting  enei^  dismiss. 

And  call  this  barren  world  sufficient  bliss  P  Camphell,Pl.Hope, 

8CHI81CATIC8. 
Our  schismatics  so  vastly  differ, 
The  hotter  they're  they  grow  the  stififer ; 
Still  setting  off  their  sp'ritual  goods, 
With  fierce  and  pertinacious  feuds  ; 
For  zeal's  a  dreadful  termagant. 
That  teaches  saints  to  tear  and  rant.   Butler,  Siid,  3,  ii.  673. 

8CH0LAB.  BCROLKBJSSIP'-'see  Authors,  Charaeter. 
I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  Theban.  SLZearfUi^ 

An  excellent  scholar :  One  that  hath  a  head  filled 
With  calves'  brains  without  anv  sage  in  them. 

Webster,  Tlie  White  Devil,  i.  1. 

SCHOOL,  SCHOOL-BOy,  8CH00L-DAT8,  8CH00LXA8TBB— «m  Boj. 

liood,  Sdneatiflia,  Tlogging. 
Tell  arts  they  have  no  soundness. 
But  vary  by  esteeming ; 
Tell  schools  they  lack  profoundness, 
And  stand  too  much  on  seeming.  Sir  W,  BeUei^k. 

Who,  therefore,  finds  the  artificial'st  fools, 

Have  not  been  chang'd  i'  th'  cradle,  but  the  schools. 

Where  error,  pedantry,  and  affectation, 

!Run  them  behmd-hand  with  their  education ; 

And  all  alike  are  taught  poetic  rage. 

When  hardly  one's  fit  for  it  in  an  age.  Butler,  Sat.  1. 

Alas,  regardless  of  their  doom. 

The  little  victims  play, 

No  sense  have  they  of  ills  to  come, 

No  care  beyond  to-day.  Oray,  Ode  on  Eton  Colle^ 
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fiCHOOL,  BGHOOL-BOT,  9ic.— continued 
Ah,  happy  hills  !  ah,  pleasing  shade  ! 
Ah  I  fields  beloy'd  in  vain ! 
Where  once  my  careless  childhood  stray 'd, 
A  stranger  yet  to  pain ! 
I  feel  the  gales  that  from  ye  blow, 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow, 
As  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wing, 
My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  soothe, 
And  redolent  of  joy  and  youth. 
To  breathe  a  second  spring.  Gray^  Ode  on  Mton  College* 

Beside  Ton  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way. 

With  blossom'd  furze  unprofitably  gay, 

There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skill  d  to  rule, 

The  village  master  taught  his  little  school ; 

A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view, — 

I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 

Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  leam'd  to  trace. 

The  day's  disasters  in  his  morning  face.  OolcUmiih,  D.  TtL  ld3. 

To  every  class  we  have  a  school  assigned, 
Itules  for  all  ranks  and  food  for  every  mind  ; 
Yet  one  there  is,  that  small  regard  to  rule 
Or  study  pays,  and  still  is  deem'd  a  school ; 
That,  where  a  deaf,  poor,  patient  widow  sits, 
And  awes  some  thirty  infants  as  she  knits  ; 
Infants  of  humble,  busy  wives,  who  pay 
Some  trifiine  price  for  freedom  through  the  day. 
At  this  good  matron's  hut  the  children  meet. 
Who  thus  becomes  the  mother  of  the  street. 

Crabbe,  Schools,  24 
The  school  was  done,  the  bus  ness  o'er. 
When,  tir'd  of  Greek  and  Latin  lore. 
Good  Syntax  sought  his  easy  chair, 
And  sat  in  calm  composure  there.        Combe,  Dr»  Syntax,  i- 1. 

WJJSSCS — we  Genius,  Knowledge. 
We  that  acquaint  ourselves  with  eyery  zone, 
And  pass  both  tropics,  and  behold  both  poles  ; 
When  we  come  home  are  to  ourselves  unknown. 
And  unacquainted  still  with  our  own  souls.  Sir  John  Davies* 

Trace  science  then,  with  modesty  thy  guide ; 
First  strip  off  all  her  equipage  of  pride  * 
Deduct  what  is  but  vanity  or  dress. 
Or  learning's  luxury,  or  idleness ; 
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8CIEHCE — eontimud. 

Or  tricks  to  show  the  stretch  of  human  brain. 

Mere  carious  pleasure,  or  ingenious  pain ; 

Expunge  the  whole,  or  lop  th'  excrescent  parts 

Of  all  our  vices  have  created  arts  ; 

Then  see  how  little  the  remaining  sum 

Which  sery'd  the  past,  and  must  the  times  to  come. 

Fope,  E.  M.  II.  47. 
"What  cannot  art  and  industry  perform. 
When  science  plans  the  progress  of  their  toil. 

Beattie,  Minsirel,  ii.  64. 

0  star-eyed  Science  !  hast  thou  wander 'd  there, 
To  waft  us  home  the  message  of  despair  ? 

Camphelt,  Pleasures  of  Hope,  326. 
Blessing  on  Science !    When  the  earth  seem'd  old, 
When  Faith  grew  doting,  and  our  Beason  cold, 
'Twas  she  discover'd  that  the  world  was  young. 
And  taught  a  language  to  its  lisping  tongue  . 
*Twaii  she  disclosed  a  future  to  its  view. 
And  made  old  knowledge  pale  before  the  new. 
Blessings  on  Science,  and  ner  handmaid  Steam  ! 
They  make  Utopia  only  half  a  dream ; 
And  show  the  fervent,  of  capacious  souls, 
Who  watch  the  ball  of  progress  as  it  rolls. 
That  all  as  yet  completed,  or  begun. 
Is  but  the  oawning  that  precedes  the  sun. 

Charles  Macha^f  Sailways, 
tCOES—tee  Kissing. 

Scorn  at  first,  makes  afler-love  the  more.     Sh.  Two  G.  iii.  1. 

Disdain  and  scorn  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes.  Sh.  M.  Ado,  iii.l. 

1  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon. 

Than  such  a  Boman.  Sh»  Jul.  C.  iy.  3. 

Alas  !  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmoring  finger  at.  Sh.  Oih.  iv.  2. 

Oh  !  what  a  thing,  ye  gods,  is  scorn  or  pity  ! 

Heat)  on  me.  Heaven,  the  hate  of  all  mankind  ; 

Loaa  me  with  envy,  malice,  detestation  ; 

Let  me  be  horrid  to  all  apprehension, 

And  the  world  shun  me,  so  I  'scape  but  scorn.  Lee,Thcodosius. 

Know  ye  not  then,  saith  Satan,  fiU'd  with  scorn, 

Know  ye  not  me  ?  ye  knew  me  once  no  mate 

For  you,  there  sitting  where  ye  durst  not  soar : 

Not  to  know  me  argues  yourself  unknown.  MiltonfP.L.iv,S27, 
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SCOZS— continued. 

He  hears 
On  all  sides,  from  innumerable  tongues, 
A  dismal  unirersal  hiss,  the  sound 
Of  public  scorn.  Milton,  P,  Z.  x.  507. 

'Tis  sweet  to  love ;  but  when  with  scorn  we  meet, 
Hevenge  supplies  the  loss  with  Joys  as  great. 

iansdownCf  Biitiik  JEachanler, 

So  let  him  stand,  through  ages  yet  unborn, 

Fix'd  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  scorn !    B^ron^  Cune  of  Mia. 

Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 

A  mock'ry  that  neyer  shall  die ; 

The  curses  of  hate  and  the  hisses  of  scorn. 

Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  the  sky ; 

And,  proud  o'er  thy  ruin,  for  ever  be  hurl'd. 

The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  world. 

Byron,  Ode  to  Napoleon. 
lOaiLAHD. 
The  Scots  are  poor,  cries  surly  English  pride, 
True  is  the  charge,  nor  by  thenLselves  denied, 
Are  they  not,  then,  in  strictest  reason  clear, 
Who  wisely  come  to  mend  their  fortunes  here. 

Churchill,  Prophecy  of  FaminMi  105. 
O  Caledonia  /  stem  and  wild, 
Meet  nurse  for  a  poetic  child  ! 
Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood. 
Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  nood. 
Land  of  my  sires  I  what  mortal  hand 
Can  e'er  untie  the  filial  band, 
Tliat  knits  me  to  thy  rugged  strand !  Scoit,  Lay^  vi.  2. 

0  Scotia !  my  dear,  my  native  soil  I 

From  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  heaven  is  sent ! 

Long  may  thy  nardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 

Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content 

Burni,  Cotter  a  Saturday  Night,  tiu 
And  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 
Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and  curly, 

1  railed  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 
Which  must  be  owned  was  sensitive  and  surly. 
Yet  'tis  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit. 

They  cannot  quench  young  feelings  fresh  and  early : 
I  "  scotched  not  kill'd  "  the  Scotchman  in  my  blood, 
And  love  the  land  of  "  mountain  and  of  flood.'' 

Byron,  B.  J.  X.  19. 
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SCHTRIILintS— ygg  Anthon,  Crities. 

As  he  that  makes  his  mark  is  understood 

To  write  his  name,  and  'tis  in  law  as  good : 

So  he,  that  cannot  write  one  word  of  sense, 

fielieyes  he  has  as  leeal  a  pretence 

To  scribble  what  he  does  not  understand, 

As  idiots  have  a  title  to  their  land.     Sutler,  Mi$c»  ThoughU, 

Who  shames  a  scribbler  ?  Break  one  cobweb  through. 

He  spins  the  slight,  self-pleasing  thread  anew  : 

Destroy  his  fib  or  sophistry,  in  yain, 

The  creature's  at  his  dirty  work  again.  Pope^  JE,  to  Arhuthnot, 

Laugh  when  I  laueh,  I  seek  no  other  fame. 
The  cry  is  up,  anf  scribblers  are  my  game. 
^fSSOTVBJL  Byron,  EnglUh  Bards,  42. 

Further  I'd  quote,  but  Scripture,  intervening; 

Forbids.    A  great  impression  in  my  youth 

Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries 

"  That  Scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphemies." 
SGBIYEnOL  Byran^  2>.  Jl  xiil.  96. 

Thou  son  of  parchment,  got  betwixt  the  inkhom 

And  the  stuff'd  process-bag—that  mayest  call 

The  pen  thy  father,  and  the  ink  thy  mother. 

The  wax  thy  brother,  and  the  sand  thy  sister. 

And  the  good  pillory  thy  cousin.  Scott^  Foriunet  qf  Nigel,  34. 
SEA— M«  Oeeaa,  Bailing,  Shipping. 

I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks  : 

A  thousand  men  that  fishes  gnaw*d  upon  : 

Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 

Inestimable  stones,  unvalued  jewels. 

All  scatter'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 

Some  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls  ;  and  in  those  holes 

Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit  there  were  crept. 

As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes,  reflecting  gems, 

That  woo'd  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 

And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scatter  d  by.  Sh,  Bie.  i27.  i .  4. 

He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 

Where  lurk  the  shelves,  and  where  the  whirlpools  boil, 

What  signs  portend  the  storm  :  to  subtler  minds 

He  leaves  to  scan,  from  what  mysterious  cause 

Cliarybdis  rages  in  the  Ionian  wave ; 

Whence  those  impetuous  currents  in  the  main 

Which  neither  oar  nor  sail  can  stem  ;  and  why 

The  roughening  deep  expects  the  storm,  as  sure 

As  red  Orion  mounts  the  shrouded  heaven. 

Armstrong,  Preserving  Health,  ill.  262. 

K  5 
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SXA — rontinued. 
O'er  the  glad  waters  of  tHe  dark  blue  sea, 
Our  thoughts  as  boundless,  and  our  souls  as  free. 
Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear,  the  billows  foam, 
Survey  our  empire,  and  behold  our  home  1 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  t-o  their  sway. 
Our  flag  the  sceptre,  all  who  meet  obey.  Byron,  Corsair,  1. 1. 

Oh  I  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home. 

Like  hope's  gay  glance  &om  ocean's  troubled  foam.  lb,  in.  18. 

There  shrinks  no  ebb  in  that  tideless  sea,* 

Which  changeless  rolls  eternally  ; 

So  that  wildest  of  waves,  in  their  angriest  mood, 

Scarce  break  on  the  bounds  of  the  land  for  a  rood  ; 

And  the  powerless  moon  beholds  them  flow, 

Heedless  if  she  come  or  go.  Btfron,  Corinth,  16. 

What  hidest  thou  in  thy  treasure-caves  and  cells, 

Thou  hoUow-sounding  and  mysterious  main  P^ 

Pale  glistening  pearls,  and  rambow-colour'd  shells. 

Bright  things  wnioh  beam  unreck'd  of  and  in  vain. 

Keep,  keep  thy  riches,  melancholy  sea  I  Mr*.  Hemans, 

With  scarce  inferior  lustre  gleam'd  the  sea, 
Whose  waves  were  spangled  with  phosphoric  fire. 
As  though  the  lightnings  there  had  spent  their  shafts, 
And  left  the  fira^ents  glittering  on  the  field. 

Jos,  Montgomery. 

The  sea !  the  sea  I  the  open  sea ! 

The  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  free ! 

Without  a  mark,  without  a  bound, 

It  runneth  the  earth's  wide  region  round ; 

It  plays  with  the  clouds  :  it  mocks  the  skies ; 

Or  like  a  cradled  creature  lies.       Barry  Cornwall,  The  Sea* 

8EA-SICKHES8. 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beef-steak 
Against  sea-sickness  ;  try  it,  sir,  before 
You  sneer,  and  I  assure  you  this  is  true. 
For  I  have  found  it  answer — so  may  you.  Byron^  D.  J*  n.  13. 

8EA80K8 — see  Autunn,  Spring,  Summer,  Tenter. 
How  many  things  by  season  seasoned  are 
To  their  nght  praise  and  true  perfection !  8h.  M,  of  Ten.  T.  L 

*  The  Mediterranean. 
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B'EABOISB— continued. 
Perceivest  tlioa  not  the  process  of  the  year. 
How  the  four  seasons  in  four  forms  appear  ? 
Like  human  life  in  eyerj  shape  they  wear : 
Spring  first,  like  infancy,  shoots  out  her  head. 
With  milkj  juice  requiring  to  he  fed. 
Proceeding  onward,  whence  the  year  began. 
The  Summer  grows  adult,  and  ripens  into  man. 
Autumn  succeeds,  a  sober,  tepid  age, 
Nor  froze  with  fear,  nor  boilmg  into  rage  ; 
laatf  Winter  creeps  along  with  tardy  j>ace. 
Sour  is  his  front,  and  furrowed  is  his  face.        Dryden,  Ovid, 

These,  as  they  change,  Almighty  Father,  these 

Are  but  the  varied  &od.    The  rolling  year 

Is  full  of  Thee.    Forth  in  the  pleasine  Spring 

Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tenderness  ana  love. 

Then  comes  Thy  glory  in  the  Summer  months. 

With  liffht  and  heat  refiiigent.    Then  Thy  sun 

Shoots  mU  perfection  through  the  swelling  year ; 

Thy  bounty  shines  in  Autumn  unconfined, 

Andspreads  a  common  feast  for  all  that  Hye. 

In  winter  awfid  thou  I  with  clouds  and  storms 

Around  Thee  thrown,  tempest  o*er  tempest  roU'd, 

Maiestic  darkness !  on  the  whirlwind's  wing. 

Hiding  sublime.  Thomson^  Hymn  i. 

When  Spring  unlocks  the  flowers  to  paint  the  laughing  soil. 
When  Summer's  balmy  showers  refresh  the  mower's  tod, 
When  Winter  binds  in  frosty  chains  the  fallow  and  the  flood* 
In  God  the  earth  rejoiceth  still,  and  owns  his  Maker  good. 

ip.  Heher,  Seventh  Sunday  after  Trinity, 

Autumn :  wheezy,  sneezy,  freezy ; 

Winter :  slippy,  drippy,  nippy ; 

Spring  :  showery,  flowery,  bowery ; 

Summer :  hoppy,  croppy,  poppy.  Brady  (Clavie  Caleudaria) 

8SCRECT,  BECBET— M0  Love. 

Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  dearest  chuck, 

Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.  Sh.  Maeb.  in.  2. 

'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd, 
And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it.        Sh.  Sam.  i.  3. 

Kay,  speak  your  mind ;  and  let  him  ne'er  speak  more 
That  speaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 
Be  thou  assur  d,  if  words  be  made  of  breath. 
And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me.  Sh.  Sam.  in.  4. 

2  ir  2 
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BECBXCfT,  8ECKET — continued. 

And  now  I  will  unclasp  a  secret  book, 

And  to  your  qaick-concciying  discontent, 

I'll  read  your  matter  deep  and  dangerous.  Sh.  Hen,  IK  1. 1.  3L 

I  well  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  wbat  thou  dost  not  know  ; 
And  80  far  will  I  trust  thee.  Sh,  Sen,  /v.  1,  ii.  3. 

He  deserves  small  trust, 
Who  is  not  privy  counsellor  to  himself.  Ford,  BroJcen  Heart* 

Search  not  to  find  what  lies  too  deeply  hid  ; 

If  or  to  know  things  whose  knowledge  is  forbid.        Deukamtm 

He  who  trusts  a  secret  to  his  servant. 
Makes  his  own  man  his  master.  Drjfden,  Ampkitrite^ 

A  secret  in  his  mouth, 
Is  like  a  wild  bird  put  into  a  cage. 
Whose  door  no  sooner  opens  but  'tis  out. 

Ben  Jonson,  The  Case  it  altered. 
8ECT8 — $ee  Saints. 
But  since  our  sects  in  prophecy  grow  higher. 
The  text  inspires  not  tiiem,  but  they  the  text  inspire. 

Dryden,  Medals,  165. 
His  liberal  soul  with  every  sect  agreed. 
Unheard  their  reasons,  he  received  their  creed. 

Crahbe,  Convert,!^, 
BECUBITT. 

You  all  know,  security 
Is  mortal's  chiefest  enemy.  Sh.  Much.  in.  5. 

SEDITION— j^r  Treason. 

That  talking  knave 
Consumes  his  time  in  speeches  to  the  rabble. 
And  sows  sedition  up  and  down  the  city  ;         ' 
Picking  up  discontented  fools,  belying 
The  senators  and  government ;  destroying 
Faith  among  honest  men,  and  praising  knaves. 

Ottca^,  Caiui  Marime, 
Avoid  the  politic,  the  factious  fool. 
The  busy,  Duzzing,  talking,  harden'd  knave  ; 
The  quaint  smooth  rogue,  that  sins  'gainst  his  reason 
Calls  saucy  loud  sedition,  public  zeal : 
And  mutiny,  the  dictates  of  his  spirit.  Otuay,  OrpAam.. 

The  vile  vulgar,  ever  discontent, 

Their  growing  fears  in  secret  murmurs  vent; 

Still  prone  to  change,  though  still  the  slaves  of  state. 

And  sure  the  monarch  whom  they  have,  to  hale. 

Pope,  Thehais  ofStalius,  225. 
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fSDinOK— Mn/ifftiAC 

Methinks  I  hear  the  bellowing:  dema^o^e, 

Domb-sonnding  declamations  disembogue, 

Expressions  of  immeasurable  length. 

Where  pomj^ons  jargon  fills  the  place  of  strength  ; 

Where  nilmmating,  rumbling  eloquence, 

With  loud  theatric  rage,  bombards  the  sense ; 

And  words,  deep  rank'd  in  horrible  array. 

Exasperated  metaphors  convey ! 

With  these  auxiliaries,  drawn  up  at  large. 

He  bids  enraged  sedition  beat  the  charge. 

JFalconer,  Demagogue,  400. 


Let  fair  humanity  abhor  the  deed 

That  spots  and  stains  lore's  modest  snow-white  weed. 

8A.  Rape  of  Lucreee^  28. 

Ah  then,  ye  fair, 
Be  greatly  cautious  of  your  sliding  hearts  : 
Dare  not  th'  infectious  sigh,  the  pleading  look, 
Down-cast  and  low,  in  meek  submission  drest. 
But  full  of  guile.    Let  not  the  fervent  tongue. 
Prompt  to  deceiye,  with  adulation  smooth. 
Gain  on  your  purpos'd  wilL  Thompeon,  Spring,  070. 

Ah,  turn  thine  eyes 
Where  the  poor  houseless  shivering  female  lies  : 
She,  once  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  blest. 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  distrest ; 
Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn : 
Now  lost  to  all :  her  fnenas,  her  virtue  fled, 
Near  her  betrajrer's  door  she  lays  her  head. 
And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  shrinking  from  the  show'r. 
With  neavy  heart  deplores  that  luckless  hour, 
When  idly  first  ambitious  of  the  town. 
She  left  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Goldsmith,  DeeerUd  Village, 


Thus  in  the  kernel's  intricate  disguise 

In  miniature  a  little  orchard  lies ; 

The  fibrous  labyrinths,  by  just  degrees. 

Stretch  their  swoln  cells,  replete  with  future  trees ; 

By  time  evolved,  the  spreading  branches  rise, 

Yield  their  rich  fruit,  and  shoot  into  the  skies*  Broome, 
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BEEMnrO— ««0  Disdmnlation,  Hypoerisy. 
Seems,  madftm  !  nay,  it  is ;  I  know  not  seems.  Sk,  Sam.  i.  2. 

All  live  by  seeming. 
The  beggar  bega  with  it,  and  the  gay  courtier 
Grains  land  and  title,  rank  and  role,  by  seeming ; 
The  clergy  scorn  it  not,  and  the  bold  soldier 
Will  eke  with  it  his  service.^-All  admit  it, 
AU  practice  it ;  and  he  who  is  content 
Wiui  shewing  what  he  is,  shall  haye  small  credit 
In  church,  or  camp,  or  state — so  wags  the  world. 

Scott^  Ivankoe,  zxxvii. 
SELF,  SKLyiBHlTESa. 
And  though  all  cry  down  self,  none  means 
His  awn  self  in  a  literal  sense.  Butler,  Hud. 


Bat  och !  mankind  are  unco  weak. 

And  little  to  be  trusted ; 

If  self  the  wayerinf|[  balance  shake, 

It's  rarely  right  adjusted.  Burtu. 

Whate'er  the  passion,  knowledge,  fame,  or  pelf, 

No  one  will  change  his  neighbour  with  himself : 

The  leam'd  is  happy  nature  to  explore. 

The  fool  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more ; 

The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given, 

The  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of  heaven. 

Pope,  JE.  Jf.  II.  2.  61. 

Despite  those  titles,  power  and  pelf. 

The  wretch,  concentred  all  in  self. 

Living,  shall  forfeit  fair  renown. 

And,  doubly  dying,  shall  go  down 

To  the  vile  dust,  &m  whence  he  sprung, 

Fnwept,  unhonoured,  and  unsung.      Scott ^  Lady  qfL.Ti,  1. 

Explore  the  dark  recesses  of  the  mind, 

In  the  soul's  honest  volume  read  mankind. 

And  own,  in  wise  and  simple,  great  and  small. 

The  same  grand  leading  principle  in  all ; 

For  parent  and  for  child,  for  wife  and  friend. 

Our  first  great  mover,  and  our  last  great  end 

Is  one ;    and  by  whatever  name  we  call, 

The  ruling  tyrant.  Self  is  all  in  all.  Churchill,  Gn^erence,  167. 

How  pleased  is  every  paltry  elf 

To  prate  about  that  thing,  himself!  Churchill,  Ohatt,  iii.  966. 
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8£L7,  8ELFIBHJI KBH^-continiud. 

Enongli  of  self,  that  dallying  luscious  theme. 
O'er  which  philosophers  in  raptures  dream ; 
Of  which  with  seeming  disregard  they  write 
Then  prizing  most  when  most  they  seem  to  slight. 

Churchill,  Candidate,  117. 
Glory  built 
On  selfish  principles,  is  shame  and  guilt ; 
The  deeds  that  men  admire  as  half  divine, 
Stark  naueht,  because  corrupt  in  their  design. 

Cowper,  Table  Talk,  I. 

I'll  tell  thee  truth.    He  was  a  man. 

Hard,  selfish,  loving  only  gold. 

Yet  foil  of  guile  :  his  pale  eyes  ran 

With  tears,  which  each  some  falsehood  told ; 

And  oft  his  smooth  and  bridled  tongue 

Would  give  the  lie  t'  his  flushing  cheek  : 

He  was  a  coward  to  the  strong  ; 

He  was  a  tyrant  to  the  weak.  Shelley, 

How  often,  in  this  cold  and  bitter  world. 

Is  the  warm  heart  thrown  back  upon  itself ! 

Cold,  careless  are  we  of  another  s  grief:  v  t     j 

We  wrap  ourselves  in  sullen  selfishness.  i.  -E-  Landon, 

Suppose  a  neijdibour  should  desire 

To  lM;ht  a  candle  at  your  fire. 

Would  it  deprive  your  flame  of  light,  ,     ,   ^  7.  ^ 

Because  another  profits  by  *t  ?  Uoyd,  Ep.  to  J,  B. 

In  good  or  ill,  leave  casuists  on  the  shelf. 

He  never  errs  who  sacrifices  self.  Bultcer  lAftUm. 

gELF.4X>VCXIT. 

To  observations  which  ourselves  we  make, 
We  ffrow  more  partial  for  th'  observer's  sake. 

*  Fope,  M.  E.  1. 11. 

While  tumbling  down  the  turbid  stream. 

Lord  love  us,  how  we  apples  swim.  Mallett,  Tybmrn. 

flELF^OOXmOL. 

He  that  would  govern  others,  first  should  be 

The  master  of  himself.  Maennger, 

By  heaven !  I  would  rather  for  ever  forswear 

The  elysium  that  dwells  on  a  beautiful  breast. 

Than  alarm  for  a  moment  the  peace  that  is  there. 

Or  banish  the  dove  firom  so  hallow'd  a  nest.  Moortm 
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nLF-OOVTBOL — eontiuned. 

Self-reTerence,  self-knowledge,  nelf-contro], 

These  three  alone  lead  life  to  sovereign  poirer.        Tenitfsom* 

MaT  I  goyern  mj  passion  with  absolute  sway. 

And  grow  wiser  and  better  as  my  strength  wears  away. 

Dr.  Walter  Pope,  The  Old  Mans  WUk. 
nLF-XZAMIHATION—fw  Retrospection. 

By  all  means,  use  sometimes  to  be  alone ; 

Salute  thyself— see  what  thy  soul  doth  wear ; 

Dare  to  look  in  thy  chest*  for  'tis  thine  own. 

And  tumble  up  and  down  what  thou  find'st  there.  Wardsworti. 
IBLF-BEFXVCE— fM  Caution,  Self-Presenration. 

To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gust ; 

But  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just.      Sh,  Timon.  ui.  6. 

The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on  ; 
And  doyes  will  peck  in  safeguard  of  their  brood. 

Sh.  Ben.  ri.  3.  ii.  2. 
Eyen  insects  sting  for  aught  they  seek  to  save : 
This  common  courage,  which  with  brutes  we  share. 
That  owes  its  deadliest  efforts  to  despair. 
Small  merit  claims.  Byron. 

Self-defence  is  a  yirtue. 
Sole  bulwark  of  all  right.  Byron,  Sardanapalus,  xi.  1. 

SBLF-DSVIAL. 
Braye  conquerors !  for  so  you  are, 
That  war  against  your  own  affections. 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  desires.  Sk.  Love*e  L.X.I.]. 

IBLF-DEPXVDEHCS. 

Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie. 

Which  we  ascribe  to  Heaven  :  the  fated  sky 

Gives  us  free  scope  ;  only  doth  backward  pull 

Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  dull.  Sh.  AlVs  W.  1. 1. 

Man  is  his  own  star,  and  the  soul  that  can 

Bender  an  honest  and  a  perfect  man. 

Commands  all  light,  all  influence,  all  fate,^- 

Ko^ing  to  him  falls  early  or  too  late. 

Our  acts  our  angels  are,  or  good  or  ill. 

Our  fatal  shadows,  that  walk  by  us  still.  Beaumont  Sf  Fletcher, 

He  who  depends  upon  his  wind  and  limbs, 
Needs  neither  cork  or  bladder  when  he  swims ; 
Nor  will  by  empty  breath  be  puffed  along, 
Aa  not  himself^but  in  his  helpers— strong. 

Crahhe,  Convert,  19. 
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nUMMPQBTAHCB. 

Of  all  the  fools  that  pride  can  boast, 

A  coxcomb  claims  distinction  most.         Gay^  Fable  t.  part  2. 

IXLF-JUi  0 WUEDOE— «M  Knowledge,  Man. 
That  man  must  daily  wiser  grovr. 
Whose  search  is  bent  himself  to  know.  Gay,  Fable  v.  part  2. 

Man,  know  thyself!  all  wisdom  centres  there  ! 

YouTiff,  N.  T.  IV.  494. 

Man's  science  is  the  culture  of  his  heart ; 

And  not  to  lose  his  plummet  in  the  depths 

Of  nature,  or  the  more  profound  of  God.  lb,  iz.  1S93. 

first  know  yourself;  who  to  himself  is  known, 
Shall  love  with  conduct,  and  his  wishes  crown. 

Yalden,  Ovid,  Art  of  Love,  II. 

SELF-LOTB^jM  SeUUhnass. 

Self-love  my  liege  is  not  so  Tile  a  sin 

As  self-neglecting.  Sh.  Hen.  r.  ii.  4. 

Self-loTc  nerer  yet  could  look  on  truth, 

But  with  blear'a  beams ;  sleek  flattery  and  she 

Are' twin-bom  sisters,  and  so  mix  their  eyes. 

As  if  you  sever  one,  the  other  dies.  J5.  Jonson,  Cjfni1tla*s  Sev. 

Thou,  who  lov'st  but  what  nothing  loves. 

And  that's  thyself.  Diyden. 

Self-lore  the  spring  of  motion,  acts  the  soul ; 

Season's  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole. 

Man,  but  for  that,  no  action  could  attend. 

And,  but  for  this,  were  active  to  no  end : 

Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  spot. 

To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  and  rot ; 

Or.  meteor-like,  flame  lawless  thro'  the  void, 

Destroying  others,  by  himself  destroy 'd.    Pope,  E.  M.  ii.  69. 

Self  is  the  medium  least  refin'd  of  aU, 

Through  which  opinion's  searching  beams  can  fall.  T.  Moore. 

SSLF-FBESXRYATIOH. 

Tell  me,  where  lives  that  thing  so  meek  and  tame, 

That  doth  not  all  his  living  faculties 

Put  forth  in  preservation  of  his  life  ? 

What  deed  so  darins,  which  necessity 

And  desperation  will  not  sanctify.  Coleridge, 
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SENSE. 
Something  tliere  is  more  needful  than  expense. 
And  something  previous  e'en  to  tasto^-'tis  sense  : 
Good  sense  which  only  is  the  gift  of  heaven. 
And  thongh  no  science,  fairly  worth  the  seven. 

Pope,  M.E,  IV.  43. 

'Tis  hard,  where  dulness  overrules. 

To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  fools.  8w^. 

Of  plain  sound  sense  life's  current  coin  is  made ; 

With  that  we  drive  the  most  substantial  trade.  ToUrng. 

8EN8IBILIT7— ««0  Blushing,  Kniio. 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acute, 
The  fear  of  being  silent  makes  us  mute, 

Cowper,  Convertaiiaih  351. 

A  sensitive  plant  in  a  garden  ^cw, 
And  the  young  winds  fed  it  with  silver  dew. 
And  it  opened  its  fan-like  leaves  to  the  li^ht, 
And  closed  them  beneath  the  kisses  of  night. 

Shelley,  the  Sensitive  Plant,  i. 
O  why  are  farmers  made  so  coarse. 
Or  dergY  made  so  fine  P 
A  kick,  that  scarce  would  move  a  horse, 
May  kill  a  sound  divine.  Covoper* 

Sweet  sensibility !  thou  keen  delight ! 

IJnpronipted  moral !  sudden  sense  of  right ! 

Perception  exquisite  !  fair  virtue's  seed ! 

Thou  quick  precursor  of  the  liberal  deed ! 

Thou  hasty  conscience !  reason's  blushing  mom  ! 

Instinctive  kindness,  ere  reflection's  bom  ! 

Prompt  sense  of  equity  !  to  thee  belongs 

The  swift  redress  of  unexamin'd  wrongs ! 

Eager  to  serve,  the  cause  perhaps  untried. 

But  always  apt  to  choose  the  sunering  side  !     Hannah  More* 

Where  bright  imagination  reigns. 
The  fine-wrought  spirit  feels  acutest  pains ; 
Where  glow  exaltea  sense  and  taste  refin'd. 
There  keenest  anguish  rankles  in  the  mind  : 
There  feeling  is  diffus'd  through  every  part, 
Thrills  in  each  nerve,  and  lives  in  all  the  heart ; 
And  those  whose  gan'rous  souls  each  tear  would  keep 
From  others'  eyes,  are  bom  themselves  to  weep. 

jEannah  More, 
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'8EPABATI0V — we  Adieu,  Farewell,  Partiiig. 

The  limner's  art  ma^  trace  the  absent  featare, 

And  giTe  the  eye  of  distant  weeping  faith 

To  Tiew  the  form  of  its  idolatry ; 

But  oh !  the  scenes  'mid  which  they  met  and  parted ; 

The  thonghtS'-'tiie  recollections  sweet  and  bitter, 

Th'  Elysian  dreams  of  lovers,  when  they  loved,  j 

Who  shall  restore  them  P  Maturin,  Bertram. 

Strangers  yet  I 
After  years  of  liie  together,  ! 

After  fair  and  stormy  weather,  j 

After  travel  in  &r  lands, 

After  touch  of  wedded  hands, —  i 

Why  tiius  joined  P    Why  ever  met. 
If  they  must  be  strangers  yet  P  M.  Milnes,  {Lord  Houghton,) 

Silence,  ye  wolves  !  while  Ealph  to  Cynthia  howls. 
And  mates  night  hideous  ; — ^answer  him,  ye  owls. 

Pope,  Dunciad,  in.  165. 
SEBEFITT. 
Would  you  taste  the  tranquil  scene  ? 
Be  sure  your  bosom  be  serene : 
Devoid  of  hate,  devoid  of  strife. 
Devoid  of  all  that  poisons  life ; 
And  much  it  Vails  vou,  in  their  place, 
To  graft  the  love  of  human  race. 

Shenstone,  Ijueription  on  a  tablet. 

.8EBX0V8. 

That  from  your  meetings  I  refrain,  is  true ; 
I  meet  witn  nothing  pleasant — nothing  new ; 
But  the  same  proofs,  that  not  ooe  text  exnlain, 
And  the  same  lights,  where  all  things  dark  remain. 

Crabbe,  Convert,  19. 

££BYAHT8,  VKSLYlCE^see  Favours,  Preferment 

I  have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they  know  it. 

Sh.  0th  V.  2. 
Had  I  but  serv'd  my  Grod  with  half  the  zeal 
I  serv'd  my  kins,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  nuced  to  mine  enemies.  Sh.  H.  rm.  ni.  2- 

Erom  the  king 

To  the  beggar,  by  gradation,  all  are  servants ; 
And  you  must  gran,t,  the  slavery  is  less 
To  study  to  please  one,  than  many. 

Maesinger,  Unnatural  Combat,  m.  2. 
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SEBYAHT8,  fXBYlCE^eontimud. 

£xpect  not  more  from  servants  than  is  just ; 

Beward  tbem  well  if  they  obserre  their  trust ; 

Nor  with  them  cruelt j  or  pride  invade, 

Since  Gtod  and  natnre  them  own  brothers  made. 

If  his  offence  be  ^eat,  let  that  suffice  ; 

If  light,  forgive ;  for  no  man's  always  wise.  DenAam. 

Ere  the  base  laws  of  servitude  began. 
When  wild  in  woods  the  noble  sav^e  ran. 

D/yden,  Conquest  qf  Grenada.  I.  1. 
From  kings  to  cobblers  'tis  the  same ; 
Bad  servants  wound  their  masters'  fame.  Oay,  Fable  vi.  part  2. 

Small  service  is  true  service  while  it  lasts, 

Of  friends,  however  humble,  scorn  not  one : 

The  daisy,  by  the  shadow  that  it  casts, 

Protects  the  lingering  dew-drop  from  the  sun.    Wordsworth. 

8EVXRITT. 

Though  sprightly,  gentle,  though  polite,  sincere. 

And  only  of  thyself  a  judge  severe.  Beattie. 

With  common  men 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace  ;  and  for  a  king, 
'Tis  sometimes  better  to  be  fear'd  than  loved. 

Byron^  Sardhnapalus^  I.  2. 

SEXTOV. 
See  yonder  maker  of  the  dead  man's  bed. 
The  sexton,  hoaqr -headed  chronicle  I 
Of  hard  unmeamng  face,  down  which  ne'er  stolo 
A  gentle  tear ;  witn  mattock  in  his  hand. 
Digs  thro'  whole  rows  of  kindred  and  acquaintance 
By  far  his  juniors  !    Scarce  a  scull's  cast  up 
But  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell 
Some  passage  of  his  life.  Blair,  Chave,  452. 

At  last  an  honest  sexton  join'd  the  throng, 

(For  as  the  theme  was  large,  their  talk  was  long,) 

"  Neighbours,"  he  cided,  •*  my  conscience  bids  me  tell, 

Though  'twas  the  doctor  preach'd— I  toll'd  the  bell." 

Mallett,  Criiieum, 
SHADOW. 

Shine  out,  fair  sun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glass, 

That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.  8k,  Bic.  IIL  i.  2. 

Show  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart  I 

Come  like  shadows,  so  depart.  8h.  Ma^.  lY*  1« 


SnAKESPEABZ.  5f>7 

SHAXBBP2ABE. 

Soul  of  the  age ! 
Th'  applanie !  delight !  the  wonder  of  our  stage  ! 
My  Shakespeare,  rise !  I  will  not  lodge  thee  by 
Cliaucer,  or  Spencer,  or  bid  Beaumont  lie 
A  little  further,  to  make  thee  a  room ; 
Thou  art  a  monument,  without  a  tomb, 
And  art  alive  still,  while  thy  book  doth  live. 
And  we  have  wits  to  read,  and  praise  to  give. 

Ben  Jonson,  to  ike  Memorjf  of  Shakespeare. 

He  was  not  of  an  age  but  for  all  time ;  Ben  Jonton,  lb, 

What  needs  my  Shakespeare  for  his  honoured  bones, 
The  labour  of  an  age  in  piled  stones  ? 
Thou  in  our  wonder  and  astonishment 
Hast  built  thyself  a  live-long  monument. 

Milton^  on  Shakespeare* 
Shakespeare's  magic  could  not  copied  be  ; 
Within  that  circle  none  durst  waUc  but  he. 

Dryden,  The  Tempest^  Prologue, 
Nature  listening  stood,  whilst  ShakesDeare  play'd. 
And  wonder'd  at  the  work  herself  haa  made. 

Churchill,  Author,  61. 
In  the  first  seat,  in  robe  of  various  dyes, 
A  noble  wildness  flashing  from  his  eyes. 
Sat  Shakespeare  :  in  one  hand  a  wand  he  bore. 
For  mighty  wonders  fam*d  in  days  of  yore  : 
The  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  tum'd,  and  own*d  the  master's  skill : 
Things  of  the  noblest  kind  his  genius  drew. 
And  Took'd  through  nature  at  a  single  view : 
A  loose  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  soul, 
And  taught  ^^^  lands  to  rise,  new  seas  to  roll ; 
Called  into  being  scenes  unknown  before. 
And  passing  nature's  bounds,  was  something  more. 

Churchill,  Botciad,  268. 
Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  powers. 
Have  we  not  Shakespeare  P  is  not  Jonson  ours  P 
For  them,  your  natural  judges,  Britons  vote  ; 
They'll  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons  wrote.    lb.  223. 

Shakespeare  (whom  you  and  every  play-house  bill 
Style  tne  divine,  the  matchless,  what  you  will) 
For  gain,  not  glory,  wing'd  his  roving  flight. 
And  grew  immortal  in  his  own  despite. 

Bopc,  Imitation  qfSoraee,  2.  i.  69* 
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8EAKE8PBABE— ^oM^mu^ 

When  learning's  triumpli  o'er  his  barb'roas  foes 
First  rear'd  the  stage,  immortal  Shakespeare  rose ; 
Each  change  of  many-colour 'd  life  he  drew, 
Exhansted  worlds,  and  then  imagin'd  new ; 
Existence  saw  him  spnm  her  bonnded  reign, 
And  panting  time  toil'd  after  him  in  yain, 
His  powerfm  strokes  presiding  tmth  impress'd. 
And  unresisted  passion  storm  d  the  breast. 
Dr.  JohnsoT^  Prologue,  at  the  opening  of  Drury  Lane,  1747.^ 

O,  shame  !  where  is  thy  blush  ?  Sh,  Sam.  iii.  4. 

Shame  sticks  ever  close  to  the  ribs  of  honour, 

Great  men  are  never  found  much  after  it : 

It  leaves  some  ache  or  other  in  their  names, 

Which  their  posterity  feels  at  ev'ry  weather.  Middleton, 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee ! 
Shame  rises  in  my  face,  and  interrupts 
The  story  of  my  tongue  !  Otway,  Orphan, 

Shame  urges  on  behind,  unpitying  shame, 

lliat  worst  of  furies,  whose  fell  aspect  frights 

Each  tender  feeling  from  the  human  breast.  Thomson. 

When  knaves  and  fools  combin  d  o'er  all  prevail, 
When  justice  halts,  and  right  begins  to  fail, 
E'en  then  the  boldest  start  from  public  sneers. 
Afraid  of  Shame — ^unknown  to  other  fears. 
More  darkly  sin,  by  satire  kept  in  awe. 
And  shrink  from  ndicule,  though  not  from  law. 

Byron,  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,. 


Sheep  no  extremes  can  bear :  both  heat  and  cold 

Spread  sores  cutaneous  ;  but,  more  frequent,  hea^ : 

Tne  fly-blown  vermin,  from  their  woolly  nest. 

Press  to  the  tortured  skin,  and  flesh,  and  bone  ; 

In  littleness  and  number  dreadful  foes. 

Long  rains  in  miry  winter  cause  the  halt ; 

Eainy  luxuriant  summers  rot  your  flock. 

And  all  excess,  even  of  salubrious  food, 

As  sure  destroys  as  famine  or  the  wolf.  Dyer,  The  J^eee,  i.  461. 


Shelley  stales  his  new  poem,  Prometheus  unbound. 

And  'tis  like  to  remain  so  while  time  circles  round  ; 

For  surely  an  age  would  be  spent  in  the  finding, 

A  reader  so  weSk.  as  to  pay  for  the  binding.     Theodore  JEEooh, 


SHIPS,   SHIPPING—- SHIPWRECK.  55^ 

8HSBIDAH. 

Long  sliaU  we  seek  his  likeness — ^long  in  rain, 
Aiid  torn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain. 
Sighing  that  nature  form'd  but  one  such  man. 
And  broke  the  die — ^in  moulding  Sheridan. 

Byron,  Monody  on  Sheridan^  last  Lines, 

SHIPS,  smPPnrO— «M  Va^lgation,  Sailing,  Sailors,  Sea. 
Behold  the  threaden  sails. 
Borne  with  the  inrisible  and  creeping  wind, 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  ftirrow'd  sea, 
Breasting  the  lofty  surge.  Sh.  H,  riii,  1.  Chorus, 

Upon  the  sale  she  stoop'd  her  side, 

And  bounaed  o'er  the  swelling  tide. 

As  she  were  dancing  home  : 

The  merry  seamen  Guigh'd  to  see 

Their  gallant  ship  so  lustily 

Furrow  the  green  sea-foam.  Scott,  Marmion,  ii.  1. 

Hearen  speed  the  canvas,  gallantly  unfurl'df 

To  furnish  snd  acconunodate  a  world. 

To  give  the  pole  the  produce  of  the  sun, 

And  knit  th  unsocial  climates  into  one.  Cotcper,  Charity,  123. 

How  gloriously  her  j^allant  course  she  goes ! 

Her  wnite  wings  flymg — ^neyer  from  her  foes ; 

She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  Hfe, 

And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 

Who  would  not  brare  the  battle-fire — ^the  wreck — 

To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck?  Byron,Corsair,x,B. 

She  comes  majestic  with  her  swelling  sails. 

The  gallant  bark  :  along  her  watery  way 

Homeward  she  driyes  before  the  fayourmg  gales  ; 

Now  flitting  at  their  leneth  the  streamers  play, 

And  now  they  ripple  with  the  rufBUng  breeze.  Southey. 

SHIFWSBGK— M#  Sea. 

I  saw  him  beat  the  surges  under  him, 

And  ride  upon  their  backs  ;  he  trod  the  water. 

Whose  enmity  he  flung  aside,  and  breasted 

The  surge  most  swol'n  that  met  him ;  his  bold  head 

'Boye  the  contentious  wayes  he  kept,  and  oar'd 

Himself  with  his  good  arms  in  lusty  stroke 

To  the  shore,  that  o'er  his  waye-wom  basis  bow'd. 

As  stooping  to  relieve  him.  Sh,  Tempest,  ii.  L 
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BEIFTnaSICK— continued, 

O,  I  have  suffer'^ 
With  those  that  I  saw  suffer  !  a  brave  vessel, 
Who  had  no  doubt  some  noble  creatures  in  her, 
Dash'd  all  to  pieces.    O,  the  cry  did  knock 
Against  my  very  heart !  poor  fouIs  !  they  perish'd. 

Sh.  Tempest,  i.  2 
He  who  has  suffered  shipsrreck,  fears  to  sail 
Upon  the  seas,  though  with  a  gentle  gale.  Serrick,  Aph  110. 

All,  all,  the  storm 
Devoured  ;  and  now,  o'er  his  late  envy'd  fortune. 
The  dolphins  bound,  and  wat'ry  mountains  roar, 
Triumphant  in  his  ruin.  Young ^  Revenge,  ii.  2. 

With  mournful  look  the  seaman  eyed  the  strand. 
Where  death's  inexorable  jaws  expand : 
Swift  from  their  minds  elaps'd  aU  dangers  past, 
As,  dumb  with  terror,  they  beheld  the  last. 

Falconer,  Shipwreck,   ii.  563. 

And  now,  lash'd  on  by  destiny  severe, 

With  horror  fraught,  the  dreadful  scene  drew  near ! 

The  ship  hangs  hovering  on  the  verge  of  death, 

Hell  yawns,  rocks  rise,  and  breakers  roar  beneath  ' 

In  vain,  alas  !  the  sacred  shades  of  yore 

Would  arm  the  mind  with  philosophic  lore, 

In  vain  they'd  teach  us,  at  the  latest  breath, 

To  smile  serene  amid  the  pangs  of  death.  lb,  iii.  610. 

Again  she  plunges  !  hark  !  a  second  shock 

Tears  her  strong  bottom  on  the  marble  rock  : 

Down  on  the  vale  of  death,  with  dismal  cries 

The  fated  victims  shuddering  roll  their  eyes. 

In  wild  despair ;  while  yet  another  stroke. 

With  deep  convulsion,  rends  the  solid  oak : 

Till  like  tne  mine,  in  whose  infernal  cell 

The  lurking  demons  of  destruction  dwell. 

At  length  asunder-torn,  her  frame  divides  : 

And  crushing  spreads  in  ruin  o'er  the  tides.  76.  u.  61o. 

Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 
Of  candles  to  their  saints, — but  there  were  none 
To  pay  them  with  ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  bow ; 
Some  noisted  out  the  boats  ;  and  there  was  one 
That  begg'd  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution. 
Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd,— in  his  confusion. 

Byron,  Don  Juan^  It.  44 
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8HIFWSECX— Mfi/tmmf. 

Then  rose  from  sea  to  sk  j  the  wild  farewell, 

Then  shiiek'd  the  timid,  and  stood  still  the  brare, 

Then  some  leap'd  overboard  with  dreadftd  jell. 

As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 

And  the  sea  yawn  d  around  her  like  a  hell, 

And  down  she  suck'd  with  her  the  whirling  wave. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  ii.  C2. 
And  long  ere  the  morning,  a  load  sndden  shriek 
Was  heard  o'er  the  bay  "  Sprang  a  leak !  sprang  a  leak !" 
Oh !  then  there  was  gathermg  in  tomalt  and  fear, 
And  a  blanching  of  cheeks,  as  the  peril  grew  near  ; 
A  screaming  ofwomen — a  shoating  of  men. 
And  a  rnshing  and  trampling,  a^ain  and  again ! 
No  time  for  leave-taking — no  leisare  to  weep ! 
In  roll'd  the  fierce  waters,  and  down  to  the  aeep, 
Down,  down  fifW  fathoms,  with  captain  and  crew, 
The  Ilorida  sanf,  with  the  haven  m  view. — 
Down,  down  to  the  bottom,  escaping  bat  one. 
To  tell  the  sad  tale  of  the  deed  tnat  was  done. 

Charles  Mackay,  Lady  of  Duart,  Vengeance,  13. 

8H0E8. 
Let  firm,  well-hammer'd  soles  protect  thy  feet, 
Thro'  freezing;  snows,  and  rain,  and  soaking  sleet ; 
Shonld  the  big  last  extend  the  sole  too  wide. 
Each  stone  wm  wrench  th'  nnwarj  step  aside ; 
The  sadden  tarn  may  stretch  the  swelling  vein. 
Thy  cracking  joints  anhinge,  or  ankle  sprain ; 
And  when  too  short  the  modish  shoes  are  worn. 
You'll  judge  the  seasons  by  your  shooting  com. 

Oay,  Trivia,  I.  33. 

8H00TIHO~-««e  Sporting. 
See  from  the  brake  the  whirring  pheasant  springs. 
And  mounts  exulting  on  triumphuit  win^s ; 
Short  is  his  joy ;  he  feels  the  fiery  wouna, 
Flutters  in  blood,  and  panting  beats  the  ground. 

Fop^,  Windsor  Fore's  f. 
Ah,  nut-brown  partridges !  ah,  brilliant  pheasants ! 
And  ah,  ye  poachers  I — 'Tis  no  sport  for  peasants. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  xiii.  75. 
But  as  some  muskets  so  contrive  it. 
As  oft  to  miss  the  mark  they  drive  at. 
And  though  well  aimed  at  duck  or  plover. 
Bear  wide,  and  kick  their  owners  over. 

Trumhull,  M'Fingal,  i.  93. 

2  o 


562  BZOSnBfh-HKEUnrCE. 

nOJUSBS— aM  DiMUM. 
Lemira's  sick  ;  laake  lusie,  the  doctK>r  call. 
He  comes  :  bat  vksre's  Itis  patient  B—^t  iJ^  ball ; 
The  doctor  staiee ;  her  woman  coxtaies  low, 
And  cries,  "  My  lady,  air,  is  alwayaso : 
Dirersions  put  ner  maladies  to  flight ; 
True,  she  oaa't  stand,  bnt  she  can  danee  all  night 
IVe  known  my  lady  (for  she  loves  a  tune) 
For  fevers  take  an  opera  in  June : 
And,  thoRgh.  perhaps  yoa'U  think  the  practice  bold, 
A  midnig;ht  paark  is  sor'reign  for  a  odd.    Young^  L,  ofF.  t.  179. 

Sickness  sits  caT«m'd  in  his  hollow  eye.  Byron. 

SieET. 

Nine  things  to  sight  required  are : 

The  power  to  see,  the  light,  the  visible  thinfi^, 

Being  not  too  small,  too  thin,  too  ni^h,  too  far. 

Clear  space,  and  time,  the  form  distmct  to  bring. 

Sir  John  Dacies. 
8I6E8 — Me  Love. 

Speed  the  soft  intercourse  from  soul  to  soul. 

And  waft  a  sigh  from  Indus  to  the  pole.  Pope,  EU  andAb.  67. 

But  sighs  subside,  and  tears  (e'en  widows')  shrink, 

lake  .^no  in  the  summer,  to  a  shallow 

So  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brisk, 

Which  threatens  inundations  deep  and  yellow ! 

Such  difTrence  doth  a  few  months  make.    You'd  .think 

Grief  a  rich  field  which  never  would  lie  fallow  ; 

No  more  it  doth ;  its  ploughs  but  change  their  boys. 

Who  furrow  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys.  Byron,  D.  J.  z.  7. 

He  aighed  ; — the  next  resource  is  the  full  moon, 

Where  aU  sighs  are  deposited  ;  and  now 

It  happen'd  mckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone.  Ih,  xvi.  13. 

8IGHB. 

Sometime  we  see  a  cloud  that's  dragonish : 
A  vapour,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon  't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  thou  hast  seen  these  signs  ; 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants.         8h,  Ant,  Cleop,  iv.  12. 
BILEirCE. 
Silence  is  the  perfectest  herald  of  joy : 
I  were  but  little  happy,  if  I  could  say  how  much. 

Sh.  M.  Ado.  II.  1. 


SILEVCE-^BIMIFLXCITT,  SIMPLETON.  5C3 

BJLEBCE^etmiinued. 
O,  my  Antonio,  I  do  know  of  these, 
That  therefore  only  are  repated  wise, 
For  saying  nothing.  Sh,  M  of  Ven.  i.  I. 

Silence  is  only  commendable 
In  a  neat's  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendible.     Ib»  i.  I. 

The  silence  often  of  pure  innocence 

Persuades,  when  speaking  fails.  Sh>  WinL  T.  ii.  2. 

Silence  in  lore  bewrays  more  woe 

Than  words,  tho'  ne'er  so  witty  ; 

A  beggar  that  is  dumb  you  know. 

May  challenge  double  pity  !    Sir  W,  Raleigh,  Silent  Lover,  6. 

It  is  a  modest,  bashful  nature,  and  pure  innocence, 

That  makes  him  silent :  think  you  that  bright  rose 

Which  buds  within  his  cheeks,  was  planted  there 

By  guilt  or  shame  ?    No ;  he  has  always  been 

So  unacquainted  with  all  arts  of  sin. 

That  but  to  be  suspected  strikes  him  dumb 

With  wonder  and  amazement.  Bandolpk,  Amynlas, 

Silence  in  woman,  is  like  speech  in  man. 

Ben  Jbnt&n,  Silent  Woman, 

When  wit  and  reason  both  have  fail'd  to  more 

Xind  looks  and  actions,  from  success,  do  prove 

£v*n  silence  may  be  eloquent  in  love.  Congreve,  Old  Bachelor, 

Silence !  coeval  with  eternity, 

Thou  wert  ere  nature's  self  began  to  be ; 

'Twas  one  vast  nothing  all,  and  all  slent  fast  in  thee ; 

But  couldst  thou  seize  some  tongues  tnat  now  are  free, 

How  church  and  state  should  be  obliged  to  thee ! 

At  senate  and  at  bar  how  welcome  wouldst  thou  be  ! 

Pope,  Imitation  of  the  JEarl  of  Bochesier 
Not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest  leares  seem'd  stirr'd  with  prayer.  Byron, 

8IUILABITT. 

Like  will  to  like  :  each  creature  loves  his  kind. 
Chaste  words  proceed  still  from  the  bashful  mind. 

Herrick,  Aph.  293. 

SHEPUdTT,  SIMFLETOV-^tf^  Beauty,  Folly,  Indifference. 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  urt. 

Goldsmith,  Deserted  Village,  i.  253. 
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SlS—see  Vice. 
Some  rise  by  sin,  and  some  by  yirtuo  fall.  Sh.  M./or  M.  ii.  1. 

One  sin,  I  know,  anotbe?  doth  provoke ; 

Murder's  as  near  to  lust,  as  flame  to  smoke.    Sh,  Peric.  i.  1. 

He  is  no  man  on  wliom  perfections  wait 

That,  knowing  sin  within,  will  touch  the  gate.  Sh,  Peric,  1. 1. 

I  am  a  man, 
More  sinn'd  against,  than  sinning.  Sh  Lear,  iii.  2. 

There  is  a  method  in  man's  wickedness ; 

It  grows  up  by  degrees.   Beaum.  and  FL  King  and  no  King. 

Hell  gives  us  art  to  reach  the  depth  of  sin, 
But  leaves  us  wretched  fools,  when  we  are  in. 

Beawnont  and  Fletcher,  Queen  of  Corinth. 
A  mighty  man,  had  not  some  cunning  sin. 
Amidst  so  many  virtues,  crowded  in. 

Cowleif,  The  Davideis,  iii.  75^ 
He  that  but  conceives  a  crime  in  thought. 
Contracts  the  danger  of  an  actual  fault ; 
Then  what  must  he  expect,  that  still  proceeds 
To  finish  sin,  and  work  up  thoughts  in  deeds  ?  Dnfden, 

If  thou  dost  ill,  the  joy  fades,  not  the  pains ; 

If  well,  the  pain  doth  fade,  the  joy  remams.  G,  Herbert,  Temple, 

*Tis  fearful  building  upon  any  sin  : 
One  mischief  enter  d,  brings  another  in ; 
The  second  pulls  a  third,  the  third  draws  more, 
And  they  for  all  the  rest  set  ope  the  door  . 
Till  custom  take  away  the  judging  sense. 
That  to  oflend  we  thmk  it  no  offence. 

W.  Smith,  Hector  of  Germany,  1615. 
In  lashing  sin,  of  every  stroke  beware, 
For  sinners  feel,  and  smnors  you  must  spare. 

Crabbe,  Squire  and  the  Priest. 

SUfCEBLJTYsee  Fidelity,  Faith,  Candour. 
His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world  : 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident. 
Or  Jove  for  's  power  to  thunder :  his  heart 's  his  mouth : 
What  his  breast  forges  that  his  tongue  must  vent. 

Sh,  Coriol,  in.  1. 
Her  words  are  trusty  heralds  to  her  mind.  FordyLov^s  Sacru 

Sincerity  has  such  resistless  charms, 
She  oft  the  fiercest  of  our  foes  disarms  • 
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BISCEBJJY'^€ontinued. 
JSo  art  she  knows,  in  native  whiteness  dress'd, 
Her  thoughts  all  pure,  and  therefore  all  express'd  : 
She  takes  from  error  its  deformity, 
And  withont  her,  all  other  virtaes  die.  Stillingjleet. 

SIN6nrO^«tftf  Knsie,  Voice. 
At  every  close  she  made,  th'  attending  throng 
Eephed,  and  bore  the  burden  of  the  song : 
So  just,  so  small,  yet  in  so  sweet  a  note, 
It  seem'd  the  music  melted  in  the  throat. 

Dryden,  The  Flower  and  the  Leaf,  197. 
Sweet  are  the  pleasures  that  to  verse  belong, 
And  doubly  sweet  a  brotherhood  in  song.  Keats, 

The  tenor's  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation. 

And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 

In  fact,  he  had  no  single  education, 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow ; 

But  being  the  prima  donna's  near  relation. 

Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and  mellow. 

They  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you'd  believe 

An  ass  was  practising  recitative.  Byron,  D,  J.  iv.  S7. 

lliere  is  no  voice,  whose  tones  inspire 

Such  thrills  of  rapture  through  my  breast.  Byron, 

Swans  sing  before  they  die :  'twere  no  bad  thing. 

Should  certain  persons  die  before  they  sing. 

Coleridge,  on  a  Volunteer  Singer. 
SINSIKO^ — tee  Poetry. 

As  skilful  divers  to  the  bottom  fall, 

Sooner  than  those  who  cannot  swim  at  all ; 

So  in  this  way  of  writing  without  thinking. 

Thou  hast  a  strange  alacrity  in  sinking. 

Dorset,  Sat.  on  Ed.  BCoteard. 

SISTERS. 

Though  various  features  did  the  sisters  grace, 

A  sister's  likeness  was  in  every  face.  Addison. 

SIVOLS-LIFE — tee  Celibaey,  Haidenhood. 

A  bachelor 
May  thrive,  by  observation,  on  a  little  ; 
A  smgle  life's  no  burthen :  but  to  draw 
In  yokes  is  chargeable,  and  will  require 
A  ^uble  maintenance.  Ford,  Fancies  Chaste  and  Noble. 
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SDTGITLAEITT. 
No  two  on  eaitlr  in  all  tKingR  ^canr  agree ; 
All  luive  some  daariing  singtdtnty : 
Women  and  men,  as  well  as'gii4«  and  boyv, 
In  gew^gaws  take  deliglift,  and  sigh  for  tojrs* 
Your  sceptres  and  your  crowns,  and  surli'lilcttikings,' 
Are  bnt  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  kings. 
In  things  indifferent  reason  bids  ns  choose, 
Whether  the  whim's  a  monkey  or  a  muse. 

CAurekill,  Jpologv^  402. 
SKiLTIXO. 
O'er  crackling  ice,  o'er  gulfs  profound. 
With  nimble  glide  the  skaters  play ; 
O'er  treacherous  pleasure's  flowery  ground 
Thus  lightly  skim  and  haste  away.  Dn  Johnson, 

SKULL. 
Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  rained  wall, 
Its  chambers  desolate,  its  portals  foul ; 
Tes,  this  was  once  ambition'3  airy  hall, 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace-  of  the  soul. 

Bj/ron,  Ck,  Ear.  n.  6. 
8XY--«wBlae. 

The  blue  sky 
So  cloudless,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful,  • 
That  G-od  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  hearen.   Byron,  Dream,  4. 
SLAHBEB — M0  Hetraotien,  Calamny,  Bunoiiri  flcaadal,  Seelsty. 
Slanderous  reproaches,  and  foul  infamies, 
Leasings,  bacKbitings,  and  vain-glorious  crakes. 
Bad  counsels,  praises,  and  false  flatteries ; 
All  those  against  that  fort  did  bend  their  batteries. 

Spenser,  Fairff  Q««m^  2,  11.  10. 
I'll  dorise  some  honest  slander? 
To  stain  my  cousin  with  :  One  doth  not  know*. 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoison  liking.  Sh,  M,  Ado,  iii.  1. 

The  jewel,  best  enamelled. 
Will  lose  his  beauty  ;  and  diough  gdd  'bides  stiU 
That  others  touch,  yet  often  touching  will 
Wear  gold ;  and  so  no  man  that  hath  a  name. 
But  falsehood  and  corruption  doth  it  shame.  Sh.Com.Br.u.h 

Slander  lives  upon  succession. 
For  ever  hous'd  where  it  once  gets  possession'. 

Skj  Com,  JBrr,  iii.  1. 
I  am  disgrac'd,  impeach' d,  and  baffled  herv ; 
Pierc'd  to  the  soul  with  slander's  venom'd  spear. 

&h,  Bieh,  n,  1. 1. 
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SLAJnaXB^amtmutd. 

We  must  jxak.vttxt 
Our  necessary  actions,  ini;ka.fear 
To  cope  malicious  cenameis ;  idnok  erer. 
As  rayenons  fishes,  do  a  vessel  follow* 
That  is  new  trimmU  Ski.Snu  VIU,  1..2. 

'Tis  slander.; 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  thecwooEd :  wliow  tongno. 
Oot-Tcnoms  all  the  warms  of  Ntle  ;  ithose  breatk. 
Bides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  bdio 
All  comers  ot  the  world  :  kings,  queens,  and  states. 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 
This  viperous  slander  enters.  Sh,  Cymb.  m.  4. 

What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'st  wag  thy  tongne 

In  noise  so  rude  against  me  P  Sk.  JSaw^  nz.  4. 

Slander,— 
Whose  ^diisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter. 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank;. 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot.  8k,  Mam,  it;  1. 

I  will  be  hang'd,  if  soma  eternal  villainy 

Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue, 

Some  oognn^  cozening  slave,  to  get  soma* office; 

Hove  not  devis'd  this  slander.  8h.  0th.  rv.  2. 

Slander's  mask* was  ever  yet  the  &ir.; 

The  ornament  of  beauty  is  suspect, 

A  crow  that  flies  in  heaven's  sweetest  air. 

So  thou*  be  good,  slander  doth  but  approw/ 

Thy  wordi  the  greater.  Sh*.  Sonaei  70. 

All  slander 
Must  still  be  strangled  in  its  birth ;  or  time 
Will.aoeiL  conspire  to  make  it  strong. eaon^^ 
To  overcome,  the  truth.  Sir  W.  Davenaui. 

The  feeblest  vermin  can*  destroy. 

As  SUBS' as  stoutest  beasts  of  prey  ; 

And  merely  with  their  eyes  and.DsealiL.. 

In  feet,  and  poison  men  to  death*        Butier,  Ode  a»  OeiUat,  5. 

Malicioas  shmder  never* would  have  leisure 
To  search,  with  prying  eye»,  for  fauitff  abnoad. 
If  all,  like  me,  considerd  their  own  hearts^ 
And  wept  the^  sorrows  which  they  fonnd-  at  home». 

Bomt^Jane  Shore. 
It  is  a  busy,  talking,  woxld, 
That,  with  licentious  breath,  blows  lifae  tibe^^wind^ 
As  freely  on  the  palace  as  the  oottage.    Bamei.  M»m  Femieai. 
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SIANSEB— 0on^mi/Af. 
The  world  with  calumny  abonnds. 
The  whitest  virtue  slander  wounds  ; 
1'here  are  whose  joy  is,  night  and  day. 
To  talk  a  character  away : 
Ea^er  firom  rout  to  rout  they  haste, 
To  blast  the  generous  and  the  chaste. 
And  hunting  reputations  down, 
Proclaim  their  triumphs  through  the  town.  Pc»^. 

Nor  do  they  trust  their  tongues  alone, 

Sut  speak  a  language  of  their  own ; 

Can  read  a  nod,  a  shrug,  a  look, 

Far  better  than  a  printed  book  ; 

Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown, 

And  wink  a  reputation  down ; 

Or,  by  the  tossing  of  a  fan. 

Describe  the  lady  and  the  man.  Swift,  Journal  of  Modn.  Ladjf. 

The  whisper'd  tale, 
That,  like  the  fabling  Nile,  no  fountain  knows  ; 
Fair-faced  deceit,  wnose  wily  conscious  eye 
Ne*er  looks  direct ;  the  tongue  that  licks  the  dust, 
But,  when  it  safely  dares,  as  prompt  to  sting. 

TAomson,  Liberty,  4. 
Quick-circulating  slanders  mirth  afford : 
.^d  reputation  bleeds  in  every  word.  Churchill,  Apology,  47. 

He  rams  his  quill  with  scandal  and  with  scoff ; 

Sut  'tis  so  very  foul,  it  won't  go  off.      Young,  Epist  to  Pope, 

The  man  that  dares  traduce,  because  he  can 

With  safety  to  himself,  is  not  a  man ; 

An  individual  is  a  sacred  mark, 

Not  to  be  pierc'd  in  play  or  in  the  dark.  Cowper^  Expos,  432. 

Does  not  the  law  of  Heaven  say  blood  for  blood  P 
And  he  who  taints  kills  more  tnan  he  who  sheds  it. 

Byron,  Doge  of  Venice,  ii.  1. 
Skilled  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandals  tints. 
With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints, 
While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood,  sneers  with  smiles, 
A  thread  of  candour  with  a  web  of  wUes  ; 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  briefly-spoken  seeming, 
To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  soul-harden'd  scheming ; 
A  lip  of  lies,  a  face  formed  to  conceal ; 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel : 
With  a  vile  mask  the  Grorgon  would  disown, 
A  cheek  of  parchment,  and  an  eye  of  stone. 

Bj/ron,  Sketch  from  Private  Life» 
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SLAVDE&— eofi/utuMf. 
The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclined 
To  see  a  kingdom  or  a  house  o'ertum'd, 
Whisper*d  he  had  a  mistress,  some  said  two. 
But  for  domestic  quarrels  one  will  do.  Byron^  D.  J.  1. 19. 

'Twas  slander  filled  her  mouth  with  lying  words, — 
Slander^  the  foulest  whelp  of  sin.      JPolloek^  Course  qf  Tune. 

Mark  how  the  scorpion  falsehood, 

Coils  round  its  own  perplexity,  and  fixes 

Its  sting  in  its  own  netui.  Coleridge, 

'Tis  ialse  !  'tis  basely  false  ! 
"What  wretch  could  drop  from  his  env^enom'd  tongue 
A  tale  so  damn*d  P    It  chokes  my  breath. 

Joanna  Baillie,  De  Montfort,  IV.  2. 

SLAVERY— «M  Freedom 
Thou  art  a  slare,  whom  fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clasp 'd :  but  bred  a  do^.  Sh.  Timon,  iv.  3. 

Jove  fix*d  it  certain,  that  whatever  day 

Makes  man  a  slave,  takes  half  his  worth  away.  Tope. 

Ill-fated  race  !  the  soflcning  arts  of  peace, 

Whate'er  the  humanizing  muses  teach ; 

The  godlike  wisdom  of  the  tempered  breast ; 

Progressive  truth,  the  patient  K>rce  of  thought ; 

Investigation  calm,  whose  silent  powers 

Command  the  world ;  the  light  toat  leads  to  heaven  ; 

Kind  equal  rule,  the  government  of  laws. 

And  all-protecting  freedom,  which  alone 

Sustain  the  name  and  dignity  of  man : 

These  are  not  theirs.  Thomson,  Summer,  87 

What  pale  distress  afflicts  those  wretched  isles ! 
There  hope  ne'er  dawns,  and  pleasure  never  smiles. 
The  vassal  wretch  obseauious  drags  his  chain. 
And  hears  his  famish'd  babes  lament  in  vain. 

Falconer,  Shipwreck^  i.  80. 

He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 

^ot  coloured  like  his  own,  and  having  pow'r 

T*  enforce  the  wrons,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 

Dooms  and  devotes  nim  as  his  lawful  prey.  Coufper,Ta9h,  II.13. 

I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground, 

To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep, 

And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 

That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  earn'd.  lb.  Taek,n.^. 
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BLKVERY—eoniinued, 
Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England;  if  tbcir^uiygs 
E«ceiye  our  air,  that. moment  they  aro  free : 
They  touch  oarccniiitfy  and  their  shackles  imXL  Ib.Tatk,  n.  40. 

Hark  !  heard  ye  not  that  piercing  cry, 

Wliich  shook  the  wmves  and  rent  the  sky  ? 

E'en  now,  e'en  now,  on  yonder  western  shopwr, 

Weeps  pale  despair,  ana  writhing  anc^uish  roacsv- 

E'en  now,  in  Airic's  groves,  with  hideous  yell, 

Fierce  slavery  stalks,  and  slips  the  dugs  of  hell.  Dr.Damin^ 

The  hearts  within  thy  Tflliers  bred. 

The  fiery  souls  that  night  have  led 

Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime. 

Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave. 

Slaves — ^nay  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave. 

And  callous,  save  to  crime.  Byron,  C^aour* 

A  crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  nation. 

And  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  rang'd ; 

Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  station  : 

Poor  creatures  !  their  good  looks  were  sadly  chang'd : 

All  save  the  blacks  seem'd  jaded  with  vexation, 

From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far  estxang'd. 

The  negroes  more  philosophy  display 'd, — 

Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay 'd.  Byron,  D.J.  T.  7^ 

Easier  were  it 
To  hurl  the  rooted  mountain  from  its  base. 
Than  force  the  yoke  of  slavery  upon  men 
Determin'd  to  be  free.  Soutkey. 

SLAVE-IRADX. 

What  wish  can  prosper,  or  what  prayer. 
For  merchants  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair. 
Who  drives  a  loathsome  trafBo,  gauge  and  span* 
And  buy  the  muscles  and  the  bones  of  man  P 
The  tender  ties  of  father,  husband,  friend. 
All  bonds  of  nature  in  that  moment  end. 
And  each  endures,  while  yet  he  draws  his  breath. 
A  stroke  as  fatal  as  the  scythe  of  death.  Cowp9r,Ciariiyfl^^ 

SLEEP— ««0  Care,  IMeaias. 
Come  sleep,  O  sleep !  the  certain  knot  of  pe8c»» 
The  baiting-place  of  wit,  the  balm  of  woe  ; 
The  poor  man's  wealth,  the  prisoner's  release. 
The  impartial  judge  between  the  high  and  low.  Sir  P.Sldney^ 

As  &st  lock'd  up  in  sleep,  as  guiltless  labour. 

When  it  lies  starkly  intiie  traveller's  bones. 5A.3f.ybr3f.iv.2.. 
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•'•continued. 


Sleep,  that  sometiiiiea  shuts  up  sotroir's  esre.  Si.MicLNjinJZ. 

Sleep,  tliat  knits  up  the  rsrell'd  sleare  of  csre. 

The  death  of  each  day's  life,  sore  labonr's  bath. 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course. 

Chief  noorisher  in  life's  feaat:  8A,  Mtuk.  n.  2. 

Infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets. iS'^.3fac5.T.l. 

O  sleep,  O  gentle  sleep, 
Nature's  soft  nnrse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 
That  thoa  no  more  will  weigh  my  eyelids  down, 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forgetfmness  9    Sh.  Hen.  ir,  2;  ni.  1. 

Weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  restive  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.  SJi.  Cymb.  uu  6. 

Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy  breast ! 

Would  I  were  sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to  rest.  Sh.Eom*iL2, 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul. 

That  in  their  sleep  will  mutter  their  afiatrff.      Sh*  0th*  in.  3. 

Sleep  seldom  visits  sorrow ;  when  it  doth. 

It  is  a  comforter.  Sh»  !Rmp.  ir.  1. 

How  happy  is  fimt  balm  to  wretches,  sleep  ! 

No  cares  perplex  them  for  their  future  state. 

And  fear  of  death  thus  dies  in  senseless  sleep  ; 

Unruly  love  is  this  way  lull'd  to  rest ; 

And  injur'd  honour,  wnen  redress  is  lost, 

Is  no  way  salv'd  but  this.  Beaumont  4"  Fletcher jQ,,of  Corinth. 

Sleep  and  death,  two  twins  of  winged  race^ 

Of  matchless  swiftness,  but  of  silent  pace.  Pope^  II.  zri.Sdl. 

Is  there  aught  in  sleep  can  charm  the  wise  ? 

To  lie  in  dead  oblivion,  losing  half 

The  fleeting  moments  of  too  short  a  life  ; 

Total  extinction  of  th'  enlightened  soul, 

Who  would  in  such  a  gloomy  state  remain 

Longer  than  nature  craves  P  Tkom§9nf  Summer,  71. 

Tir'd  nature's  sweet  restorer,  bahny  sleep ! 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  visits  pays 
WLere  fortune  smiles — the  wretehed  he  forsakesj 

Young,  N.  21  i.l. 
Kind  sleep  affords 
The  only  boon  the  wretched  mind  caa  feel ; 
A  momfiutary  respite  from  despair*  Murphy,  Alzuma, 
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SLEEP — continued, 

O  maf^c  sleep !    O  comfortable  bird 

That  broodest  o'er  the  troubled  soa  of  mind 

Till  it  is  hush'd  and  smooth !  Keatg,  Endi^mioiu 

Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
A  boondary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence :  Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality.  J5yro»,  Dream  i. 

Strange  state  of  being !  (for  't  is  still  to  be) 

Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  see.  lb.  D.  J,  iv.  33. 

Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking. 

Mom  of  toil,  nor  night  of  waking.  Scott,  Lady  of  Lake,  i.  31. 

Thon  hast  been  called,  O  sleep !  the  friend  of  woe  ; 
But  'tis  the  happy  that  have  cialled  the  so. 

Southey,  Curse  of  Kehamat  xv. 

liVliat  means  this  heaviness  that  hangs  upon  me, 

This  lethargy  that  creeps  through  all  my  senses  P 

Kature  oppress'd,  and  narass'd  out  with  care. 

Sinks  down  to  rest ; — ^this  once  I'll  favour  her. 

That  my  awaken'd  soul  may  take  her  flight, 

S^new'd  in  all  her  strength,  and  fresh  with  life. 

An  offering  fit  for  heaven.  Addison,  Cato,  v.  1. 

0  ye  mortal  powers  that  guard  the  just, 

Watch  round  his  couch,  and  soften  his  repose. 

Banish  his  sorrows,  and  becalm  his  soul 

With  easy  dreams  ;  remember  all  his  virtues. 

And  show  mankind  that  goodness  is  your  care.  lb.  Cato,  v.  1. 

Beauties,  when  disposed  to  sleep, 

Should  from  the  eye  of  keen  inspector  keep : 

The  lovely  nymph  who  would  her  swain  surprise. 

May  close  her  mouth,  but  not  conceal  her  eyes ; 

Sleep  from  the  fairest  face  some  beauty  takes. 

And  aU  the  homely  features  homelier  makes. 

Crabbe,  Edward  Shore. 
Oh,  sleep,  sweet  sleep ! 
Whatever  form  thou  tnkest,  thou  art  fair, 
Holding  unto  our  lips  thy  goblet  fill'd 
Out  of  oblivion's  well,  a  neaJing  draught !  Longfellow. 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar. 
Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep  ; 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is. 
For  gift  or  grace,  surpassing  this-^ 
He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep."       Eliz.  Barrett  Browning, 


^« 
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SLOTH— «M  Idleness. 

See  tlie  issue  of  your  sloth : 
Of  sloth  comes  pleasure,  of  pleasure  comes  riot. 
Of  riot  comes  disease,  of  disease  comes  spending, 
Of  spending  comes  want,  of  want  comes  theft. 
And  of  theft  comes  hanging.  Chapman,  Eastward  Hoe. 

Heavens !  can  you  then  thus  waste,  in  shameful  wise, 
Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here  ? 
Heirs  of  eternity  !  ybom  to  rise 
Through  endless  states  of  being,  still  more  near 
To  bliss  approaching  and  perfection  clear ; 
Can  you  renounce  a  fortune  so  sublime, 
Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  steps  to  steer, 
And  roll,  with  yilest  orutes,  through  mud  and  slime  ? 
No!   no!     Your  heaven-touch'd  hearts  disdain  the  sordid 
crime !  Thomson,  Castle  of  Indolence,  ii.  61. 

Sloth  ricws  the  towers  of  fame  with  enyious  eyes. 
Desirous  still,  but  impotent  to  rise. 

Shenstone,  Moral  Pieces,  436. 
8LU0OAAD. 
Tis  the  voice  of  the  sluggard ;  I  heard  him  complain, 
"  You  have  waked  me  too  soon,  I  must  slumber  again. 

Watts,  The  SluagarJ* 
BUALL-POX. 
That  dire  disease,  whose  ruthless  power 
Withers  the  beauty's  transient  flower^ 

Goldsmith,  Double  Transformation^  75. 

SMATTEBEBS— «»  Ignorance. 
Men's  talents  grow  more  bold  and  confident, 
The  further  they're  beyond  their  just  extent. 
As  smattercrs  prove  more  arrogant  and  pert. 
The  less  they  truly  understand  an  art ; 
And,  when  they've  least  capacity  to  doubt, 
Are  wont  t'  appear  most  perempt'ry  and  stout.  Butler,  Sat.  2. 

All  smatterers  are  more  brisk  and  pcrf. 

Than  those  that  understand  an  art ; 

As  little  sparkles  shine  more  bright 

Than  glowing  coals,  that  give  them  light.  lb, M.Thoughts, 179 » 

SMELLING. 
A  very  ancient  and  fish-like  smell.  8h.  Temp.  it.  2. 

The  rankest  compound  of  villanous  smell,  that 

Ever  offended  nostril.  ^A.  Mer,  W.  iti.  5. 
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What  reyerence  ke  c^d  thiow  aswaj  on  sl&yes. 

Wooing  poor  crafbainen-with  the  craft  of  smiles.  8h.  Bie.  xr.i.4. 

A  man  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  yillain.  8h,  Ham^  i.  v. 

Smiles»  not  allow'd  to  beasts,  from  reason  more, 

And  are  the  privilege  of  human  lore.        Dryden^  State  of  Jn, 

Their  smiles  and  censures  are  to  me  the  same, 

I  care  not  what  they  praise  nor  what  they  blame,  lb,  Perdus,  1. 

Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betmv. 

As  shallow  streams  run  dimpling  all  the  way. 

Po^,  JBjp»  io  jdrhutkttot,  315. 
As  a  beam  o'er  the  £ELoe  of  the  water  may  glow^ 
While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  below, 
So  the  cheek  may  be  ting'd  with  a  warm  sunnj^  smile, 
Tho'  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  roas  darkly  the  while.    T,  Moore. 

VMJTSB. 

The  smith,  a  mighty  man  is  he, 

With  large  and  sinewy  hands  ; 

And  the  muscles  of  his  brawny  arms 

Are  strong  as  iron  bands.       Juon^fellow,  ViUage  Blaelumith. 

SMOXIHO— «M  Tobaoeo. 

May  never  lady  press  his  lips,  his  profFcr'd  love  returning. 
Who  makes  a  furnace  of  his  moutli,  and  keeps  his  chimney 
t       burning ; 
May  each  true  woman  shun  his  sight,  for  fear  his  fumes 

should  choke  her. 
And  none  but  those  who  smoke  themselves  have  kisses  for  .i 

smoker.  Anon. 

A  club  there  is  of  smokers — dare  you  come 
To  that  close,  clouded,  hot,  narcotic  room  P 
When,  midnight  past,  the  very  candles  seem 
Dying  for  air,  ana  give  a  ghastly  gleam ; 
When  curling  fumes  in  \nxj  wrea^  arise, 
And  prosing  topers  rub  their  winking  eyes. 

Orabbe,  Clubs  and  Social  Meetk^s* 
Learn  to  smoke  daw.    The  other  grace  is. 
To  keep  your  smoke  from  people's  faces.  Pwnck, 

8FAIL. 

The  snail,  whose  tender  horns  being  hit, 
Shrinks  backward  in  his  shelly  cave  with  pain, 
And  there,  all  smothered  up  in  shade,  doth  sit. 
Long  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again.  Sh.  Poemi. 


r.*7K. 


SNOW— <«OClETr.  075 

A  cheer  for  the  snow — the  drifting  snow ; 

Smoother  and  purer  than  EcAxitf 's  brow ; 

The  creature  of  thought  scarce  likes  to  tread 

On  the  delicate  carpet  so  richly  spread. 

With  feathery  weaths  the  forest  is  bound, 

And  the  hills  are  with  glittering  diadems  erowa  d : 

'Tis  the  fairest  scene  we  can  have  below, 

Sing,  welcome,  then,  to  the  drifting  snow !  Sliza  Cook,  Snow. 

8H0W-DB0P. 

The  snow*drop,  who,  in  hafatt  white  and  fdain. 

Comes  on,  the  nerald  of  fair  Flora  s  train. 

CAurckiU,  GMiMm,  i.  245. 

mm — see  Tobaeco. 

After  he'd  administer*d  a  dose 

Of  snuff  mundungufl  to  his.  nose ; 

And  powder'd  th  inside  of  his  skull 

Listead  of  th'  outward  jobbemol. 

He  shook  it  with  a  scornful  look. 

On  th'  adversary, and  thus  he  spoke  :  BuUer,  Sud.Z,  ii.  1005. 

Come,  kindly  goddess  of  the  Indian  shore ! 

Bring  here  your  snuff,  and  griflse  our  noses  o'er. 

Snuff's  my  delight !  let  other  youths  declare 

Their  minds  to  Celia  or  to  Chloe  fair ; 

Let  them  in  sportive  glee  lead  down  the  dance. 

And  slyly  steal  the  love-inspiring  glatioe  ; 

Besuly  and  aU  its  charms  are  foolish  stuff, 

If  you  compare  it  to  a  pineh  of  snuff. 

Hither  ye  Graces  !  listen  to. my  eall, 

(iish- wives  from  Billingseateand  Leadenhall.) 

Here  quickly  haste,  and  all  voor  boxes  bnng, 

And  let  me  dip  my  greedy  nngers  in. 

This  a  treat  is,  this  is  my  nose's  heaven ; 

This  far  exceeds  old  Hardham's  37.  JBurapean  Magazine,  1807. 

MABSXB—tee  Ambitioa. 

Flames  rise  and  sink  by  fits  ;  at  last  they  soar 

In  one  bright  flame,  and  then  return  no.  more.  Drj/den, 

80CIR7 — eee  Ball,  Dancing,  Soiree,  Hjrpocrisy. 
Without  good  company,  all  dainties 
Lose  their  true  relish,  and,  Hke  painted  grapes. 
Are  only  seen,  not  tasted.  Mmnngef, 

Amont?  unequals  what  sooiety 
Can  sort  ?  what  harmony  or  pure  delight.  Jf?2/off,P.X.Tni.  383. 


67G  sociSTr. 

80CIET7— eonfmiMf. 
One  speaks  the  glory  of  the  British  queen, 
And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen  ; 
A  third  interprets  motionsi  looks,  and  eyes  ; 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff,  or  the  fan,  supply  each  pause  of  chat, 
With  singing,  laughmg,  ogling,  and  all  that.  Pope,  R,L,i\\.\.\. 

Hearen  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 

A  master,  or  a  servant,  or  a  friend, 

Bids  each  on  other  for  assistance  call. 

Till  one  man's  weakness  grows  the  strength  of  all. 

Pope,  E.  M,  II.  ^19. 
Hail,  social  life  I  into  thy  pleasing  bounds 
Again  I  come  to  pay  the  common  stock, 
IJlj  share  of  service,  and,  in  glad  return, 
To  taste  thy  comforts,  thy  protected  joys. 

Thomson^  Agamemnon,  ni.  1. 
Unhappy  he !  who  from  the  first  of  joys. 
Society,  cut  off,  is  lefl  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death.  Thomson,  Summer,  939. 

Study  with  care,  politeness,  that  must  teach 

The  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech.        Stillingfieet, 

Man  in  society  is  like  a  flower 

Blown  in  its  native  bed.    'Tis  there  alone 

His  faculties  expanded  in  full  bloom 

Shine  out,  there  only  reach  their  proper  use. 

Ctnoper,  Task,  iv.  659. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share — 
E'en  bliss  'twere  woe  alone  to  bear  ; 
The  heart  once  left  thus  desolate 
Must  fly  at  last  for  ease — ^to  hate.  Byron,  Oiaour. 

Society  itself,  which  should  create 

Eindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got : 

To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 

Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart.  Byron,  D.J.  v.  25. 

Society  is  now  one  polished  horde. 

Formed  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  bores  and  bor'd« 

Byron,  D.  J.  xiii.  95. 
In  men  this  blunder  still  you  find. 
All  think  their  little  set  mankind.  San.  More,  The  Bos  Bletu 

Though  few  the  days,  the  happy  evenings  few. 

So  warm  with  heart,  so  rich  with  mind  they  flew. 

That  my  full  soul  forgot  its  wish  to  roam. 

And  rested  there,  as  m  a  dream  at  home.  TioM.  Moore* 
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80D  A  WATER. 

Ring  for  your  ralet — bid  him  quietly  bring 
Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  you'll  know 
A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes,  the  great  king ; 
For  not  the  blest  sherbet,  sublim'd  with  snow, 
Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring. 
Nor  Burgundy  in  all  its  stinset  glow. 
After  long  travel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughter, 
Vie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda-water. 

Byron^  2).  J.  II.  180. 
60ISEE. 

There  stands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  sink 

With  the  three  thousandth  curtsy :  there  the  waltz, 

The  only  dance  which  teaches  gins  to  think. 

Makes  one  in  love  e'en  with  its  reiy  faults. 

Saloon,  room,  haU,  overflow  beyond  their  brink. 

And  long  the  latest  of  arrivab  halts, 

'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemn'd  to  climb. 

And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time. 

Thrice  happy  he,  who,  after  a  surrey 

Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a  comer, 

A  door  that's  tn,  or  boudoir  <mt  of  the  way, 

Where  he  may  fix  himself,  like  small  '  Jack  Horner,' 

And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  may. 

And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  scomcr, 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator. 

Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  grows  later.   BtfrQn,D,  J,  zi.  68. 

SOLACE — tee  Besignation. 

Consider  man  in  every  sphere. 

Then  tell  me  is  your  lot  severe 

'lis  murmur,  discontent,  distrust. 

That  makes  you  wretched :  God  is  just ; 

We're  bom  a  restless,  needy  crew ; 

Show  me  a  happier  man  thaii  you.        Gray,  Fable  15,  part  2. 

60LDIZB8--MM  lEiUtia,  Biile  Corps. 

A  soldier ; 
Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard. 
Jealous  in  honour,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 
Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth.  Sh,  As  Y,  X.  U.  7* 

'Tis  much  he  dares  ; 
And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  his  mind. 
He  hath  a  wisdom  that  dotn  guide  his  valour. 
To  act  in  safety.  Sh.  Macb.  ni.  1* 

2  P 


578  SOLDIEBS. 

SOLDIEBS — eontintted. 
Yoa  saj,  yoa  are  a  better  soldier : 
Let  it  appear  so :  make  your  vaanting  tme. 
And  it  sludl  please  me  well.  8h,  Jul.  Q.  ly.  3w 

Little  of  this  g[reat  world  can  I  speak, 
More  than  pert^s  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle  ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  1  grace  my  cause, 
In  speaking  for  myself.  8h.  Oik,  i.  3 

He  is  a  soldier,  fit  to  stand  by  Cassar, 

And  give  direction.  8k.  Oik,  n.  3. 

'Tis  the  soldiers'  life. 
To  hare  their  balmy  slumbers  wak'd  with  strife.        Ih,  ii.  3. 

To  me  the  cries  of  fighting  fields  are  charms  : 
Keen  be  my  sabre,  and  ofproof  my  arms  ; 
I  ask  no  otner  blessing  of  my  stars : 
No  prize  but  fame,  no  mistress  but  the  wars. 

Drydmh  Aureitptsebe^ 
Dost  thou  know  the  fate  of  soldiers  P 
They're  but  ambition's  tools,  to  cut  a  way 
To  her  unlawful  ends ;  and  when  they're  worn, 
Hack'd,  hewn  with  constant  seryice,  thrown  aside 
To  rust  in  peace,  and  rot  in  hospitala.  8<mtkeme,LoyalBrothersm. 

Such  is  the  country  maiden's  fright. 
When  first  a  red- coat  is  in  sight ; 
Behind  the  door  she  hides  her  face ; 
Next  time  at  distance  eyes  the  lace ; 
She  now  can  all  his  terrors  stand, 
Nor  from  his  squeeze  withdraws  her  hand. 

Qay,  JMle  13^  part  L 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay, 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Shoulder'd  his  crutch,  and  shew'd  how  fields  were  won. 

GolcUmMf  Deteried  ViUage,  163. 
'Tis  uniyersal  soldiership  has  stabb'd 

The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  class.  Cowper^Ttuh^  iy.617. 
To  swear,  to  ^ame,  to  drink,  to  show  at  home 
By  lewdness,  idleness,  and  sabbath-breach. 
The  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad, 
T'  astonish  and  to  grieye  his  gazing  friends. 
To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heart, 
To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useful  once, 
Are  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glory  now.  lb,  Tatk,  ly.  652. 
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80LDIXB8— om^mMAi. 
A  mere  soldiert  a  mere  tool,  a  kiod 
Of  bnznan  gword  in  a  friend's  hand.  Bjfrojt,  Sardan,  v.  1. 

There  were  foreigners  of  mnch  renown ; 
Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers  ; 
Not  fiehting  for  their  country  or  its  crown, 
But  wishing  to  be  one  daj  Brigadiers : 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town ; 
A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 
'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pith, 
Sixteen  call'd  Thomson,  and  nineteen  nam  d  Smith. 

Bvran,  D.  J.  vii  18. 
Soldiers  in  arms !    Defenders  of  our  sou ! 
Who  from  destruction  save  us  ;  who  from  spoil 
Protect  the  sons  of  peace,  who  traffic  or  who  toil ; 
Would  I  could  duly  praise  you,  that  each  deed 
Your  foes  might  honour,  and  your  friends  might  read. 

Crahbe,  Late,  6. 
How  beautiful  in  death 
The  warrior's  corse  appears, 
Embalm'd  bv  fond  affection's  breath; 
And  bath'd  m  woman's  tears  !  Jameg  Montgomery. 

Give  me  the  death  of  those 

Who  for  their  country  die ; 

And  oh !  be  mine  like  their  repose. 

When  cold  and  low  they  lie  !  James  Montgomery, 

'Mid  the  din  of  arms,  where  the  dust  and  amoke 

In  clouds  are  curling  o'er  thee. 

Be  firm  till  the  enemy's  ranks  are  broke, 

And  they  fall,  or  flee  before  thee  !  Miig  Goulds  {Am,) 

Each  soldier's  name 
Shall  shine  untamish'd  on  the  rolls  of  fame. 
And  stand  th'  example  of  each  distant  age, 
And  add  new  lustre  to  th'  historic  page. 

Jbcwid  Mvmphreys.fAm.J 

SOIJCITATIOH. 

He  was  not  taken  well ;  he  had  not  dm  d : 

The  veins  unfill'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 

We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 

To  give  or  to  forgive  ;  but  when  we've  stuffd 

These  pipes,  and  these  conveyances  of  our  blood, 

With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 

Than  in  our  priest-like  fasts.  Sk.  ConoL  v.  1. 


580  SOLITUDE. 

SOLITUDE— «M  Betirement.  Betreat,  Sociaty. 
Solitude  sometimes  is  best  society, 
And  short  retirement  urges  sweet  return.  Milton,  P.LahATB. 

Wisdom's  self 
Oft  seek  to  sweet  retired  solitude  ; 
Where,  with  her  best  nurse,  contemplation. 
She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  wings, 
That  in  the  various  bustle  of  resort 
Were  all  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impair'd. 

Milton,  Comus,  375. 
The  silent  heart  which  grief  assails, 
Treads  soft  and  lonesome  o'er  the  vales, 
Sees  daisies  open,  rivers  run, 
And  seeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done) 
Amusing  thought ;  but  learns  to  know 
That  sohtude's  the  nurse  of  woe.  Parnell,  Hymn  to  Contentm» 

Bear  me,  some  God !  oh,  quickly  bear  me  hence 
To  wholesome  solitude,  the  nurse  of  sense  ; 
Where  contemplation  prunes  her  ruffled  wings, 
And  the  free  soul  looks  down  to  pity  kings. 

Pope,  Sat,  of  Dr.  Donne  versified,  iv.  184. 

Thus  let  me  live,  unseen,  unknown, 

Thus  unlamented  let  me  die  ; 

Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  stone 

Tell  where  I  lie.  Pope,  Ode  on  Solitude. 

O  I  lost  to  virtue,  lost  to  manly  thought, 

Lost  to  the  noble  sallies  of  the  soul ! 

Who  think  it  solitude  to  be  alone.  Younq,  y.  1\  iii.  6. 

The  man  how  bless'd,  who  sick  of  gaudy  scenes, 

(Scenes  apt  to  thrust  between  us  and  ourselves). 

Is  led  by  choice  to  take  his  fav'rite  walk 

Beneath  death's  gloomv,  silent,  cypress  shades, 

Unpierc'd  by  vanity's  fantastic  ray  ; 

To  read  his  monuments,  to  weigh  his  dust. 

Visit  his  vaults,  and  dwell  among  the  tombs.  Young,  N.  r.v.d03. 

Bemote,  unfriended,  melancholy,  slow.  Goldsmith  ^Traveller,!, 

O  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness. 

Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shade. 

Where  rumour  of  oppression  and  deceit. 

Of  unsuccessful  or  successful  war, 

Might  never  reach  me  more.  Cotcper,  Task,  li.  !• 
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WLrnnOr^eontinued. 
For  solitade,  however  some  may  rave, 
Seeming  a  sanctaary,  proves  a  grave— 
A  sepulchre  in  which  the  living  lie. 
Where  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 
I  praise  the  Frenchman,  his  remark  was  shrewd — 
How  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitude ! 
But  grant  me  still  a  friend  in  my  retreat, 
Whom  I  may  whisper.  Solitude  is  sweet.     Cotoper^  Bet.  735. 

The  man  to  solitude  accustom'd  long. 
Perceives  in  everything  that  lives  a  tongue ; 
Not  animals  alone,  hut  shrubs  and  trees 
Have  speech  for  lum,  and  understood  with  ease. 
After  long  drought  when  rains  abundant  fall, 
He  hears  the  herbs  and  flowers  rejoicing  alL 

Cowper,  Needless  Alarm, 

Oh  solitude  !  where  arc  thy  charms 

That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  face  ? 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms, 

Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place.        Cowper,  Alex.  Selkirk,  l 

And  here  no  more  shall  human  voice 

Be  heard  to  rage— regret — ^rejoice — 

The  last  sad  note  that  swelled  the  gale 

Was  woman's  wildest  Mineral  wail.  Byron,  Giaour, 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell. 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest's  shady  scene. 
Where  tnings  that  own  not  man  s  dominion  dwell, 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne'er,  or  rarely  been ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen  ; 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold : 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean ; 
This  is  not  solitude ;  'tis  but  to  hold 

Converse  with  nature's  charms,  and  view  her  stores  unroll'd. 

Byron,  Ch.  H.  ii.  26. 

But  midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men. 

To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess. 

And  roam  along,  the  world's  tired  denizen. 

With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bless : 

Minions  of  splendour  shrinking  from  distress  ! 

None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  endued. 

If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less. 

Of  all  that  flatter'd,  follow'd,  sought  and  sued ; 

This  is  to  be  alone ;  this,  this  is  solitude  1  Byron,  Ch.  H.  li.  26. 
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SOLITUDE — continued. 
Are  not  the  mountams,  wayes,  and  skies,  a  parb 
Of  me  and  of  my  sonl,  as  I  of  them  P 
Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pure  passion  P  should  I  not  contemn 
All  objects,  ii  compared  with  these  P  and  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  the  haid  and  worlm j  phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  tum'd  below, 
Gazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughts  which  dare  not  glow. 

JBjfron,  Ch.  IL.  ui.  75. 
If  firom  society  we  learn  to  lire, 
'Tis  solitude  should  teach  ua  how  to  die ; 
It  hath  no  flatterers ;  yanity  can  give 
T^o  hollow  aid  ;  alone,  num  with  his  God  must  striye,  IL  iy.34. 

Oh  I  that  the  desert  were  my  dwelling-place, 

With  one  fair  spirit  for  my  minister. 

That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race, 

And,  hating  no  one,  loye  but  only  her !  Byron,  Ch,  S.tv.  177. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods. 

There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore. 

There  is  society  where  none  intrudes, 

By  the  deep  sea,  and  music  in  its  roar ; 

I  loye  not  man  tiie  less,  but  nature  more, 

From  these  our  interyiews,  in  which  I  steal 

From  all  I  may  be,  or  haye  been  before. 

To  mingle  with  tho  uniyexse,  an4  feel 

What  1  oan  ne'er  Axpress,  yet  cannoi  all  conceal. 

lb.  Ck.  Jr*.iv.  17.^\ 
Perhaps  there's  nothing^I'll  not  say  appals, 
Sut  saddens,  mom.  by  night  aa  well  as  day. 
Than  an  enormoaa  room  without  a  soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendour  of  the  whole*  lb,  D.  J.  v.  50. 

To  yiew  alone 
The  Mrest  soenea  of  land  and  deep. 
With  none  to  listen  and  reply 
To  thoughts  with  which  my  heart  beat  high 
Were  irksome — for  whate'er  my  mood, 
In  sooth  X  loye  not  solitude.      Byron,  Brief O'  ofAhydos,  1.  3. 

^o  eye  to  wati^r  and  no  tongue  to  wound  up, 
All  earth  forgot,  and  all  heayen  around  us. 

Mwirtt  Corns  O^er  iis  S(a, 
No,  'tis  not  here  that  solitude  is  known. 
Through  the  wide  weild  he  only,  is  alone 
Who  lives  not  for  another.  Sogers,  Human  TJ/e. 
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Why  should  we  £Biiit  and  fear  to  live  alone. 
Since  all  alone,  bo  Heanren  has  will'd»  we  die, 
Not  even  the  tenderest  heart,  and  next  our  own, 
Knows  half  the  reasons  why  we  smile  and  sigh. 

XaU,  CArittimn  Year.  2ith  Sunday  qfter  Trin. 

Cease,  triflers ;  woald  yon  have  me  feel  remorse 
Leave  me  alone— nor  eell,  nor  chain,  nor  dungeons. 
Speak  to  the  mnrderer  like  the  roice  of  solitude. 

Maturin,  Barirum, 


If  when  I  look  on  thee  and  hear  thy  yoice, 

In  a  low  whisper'd  melody,  alone  ; 

When  it  is  breathing  in  its  softest  tone. 

All  the  deep  feelings  of  my  heart  rejoice  ; 

Oh !  what  were  it  to  sit  beside  thee  long, 

And  saze  on  thy  bright  looks  and  thy  dark  eyes, 

And  hear  thy  tender  words  and  thy  sweet  song. 

As  sweet  as  if  it  floated  from  the  skies  ! 

O !  what  were  it  to  know  that  thou  art  mine, 

Indissolubly  mine !  that  thou  wilt  be 

For  ever  aa  an  ansel  unto  me. 

Whether  the  day  oe  dark  or  future  shine, 

Giving  me,  in  the  bliss  of  loving  thee, 

A  poraon  of  the  bliss  they  call  divine  I  MS. 


\^Hi  Father,  PartnilB, 
O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish 
A  mother !  Sh.  Sam.  nx*  2. 

Few  sons  attain  the  praise 
Of  their  great  sires,  and  most  their  sires  disgrace. 

Pope^  Odyue^t  U.  316. 

We  think  our  fathers  fools,  so  wise  we  grow ; 

Our  wiser  sons,  no  doubt,  will  think  us  so.  Pope,  JB,  C  438. 

Dogmatic  jargon  learnt  by  heart. 

Trite  sentences,  hard  terms  of  art. 

To  vulgar  ears  seems  so  profound. 

They  fincy  learning  in  the  sound.        Gaff,  Fable  14^  part  2. 

Aa  erecming  ivy  clinsn  to  wood  or  stone, 
And  hides  the  ruin  uiat  it  feeds  upon. 
So  sophistry  deaves  dose  .to  and  protects 
din's  rotten  trunk,  ooaeealing^  its  defects. 

Cowper,  Progreee  of  JErrar,  285. 
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80BB0W— ^e0  Ghrifli;  DiitreM,  ICifohie^  Xisfcrta&e,  Xouning. 
Give  sorrow  words :  the  grief  that  does  not  speak, 
Whispers  the  o'erfraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Sh.  Maeb.  TV.  3. 
Here  I  and  sorrow  sit : 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it.  8h>  K.John,  ni.l. 

Sorrow  breaks  seasons  and  reposing  hours. 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon-tide  night. 

Sk.  Bie.  m.  I.  4. 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd. 
Doth  bum  the  heart  to  cinders.  Sh,  TiU  And,  n«  5. 

One  sorrow  never  comes,  but  brings  an  heir. 

That  may  succeed  as  his  inheritor.  8h.  Perie,  u  4. 

One  fire  bums  out  another's  burning ; 

One  pain  is  lessen'd  by  another's  anguish ; 

Turn  giddy,  and  be  help'd  by  backward  turning ; 

One  desp'rate  grief  cures  with  another's  languish : 

Take  thou  some  new  infection  to  the  eye. 

And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die.  Sh,  Rom.  i.  2. 

I  have  that  within  which  passeth  show ; 

These,  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe.  Sh.  Sam.  i.  2. 

When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies. 

But  in  battalions.  Sh.  Ham,  iv.  5. 

One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 

So  fast  they  follow.  Sh.  Ham.  iv.  7. 

He  bears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 

But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears ; 

But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow. 

That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow.  Sh.  0th,  i.  3. 

Past  sorrows,  let  us  mod'rately  lament  them. 
For  those  to  come,  seek  wisely  to  prevent  them. 

Webster,  Duchest  ijf  Malfy. 
Alas  !  I  have  no  words  to  tell  my  grief ; 
To  vent  my  sorrow  would  be  some  relief ; 
Light  sufferings  give  us  leisure  to  complain  ; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  speak,  in  greater  pun. 

Shryden,  JPaUunon  and  Arciie. 
The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone, 
Lead^s  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown ; 
No  travell'^r  ever  reach'd  that  blest  abode, 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briars  in  his  road.  Cowper, 
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MBiBOW-^eontinugd, 

Man  is  a  child  of  sorrow,  and  this  world 

In  which  we  breathe,  hath  cares  enough  to  plague  us ; 

But  it  hath  means  withal  to  soothe  these  cares  ; 

And  he  who  meditates  on  others'  woes. 

Shall  in  that  meditation  lose  his  own.    Cumberlandf  Timoeles, 

I  have  a  silent  sorrow  here, 

A  grief  I'll  ne'er  impart ; 

It  breathes  no  sigh,  it  sheds  no  tear. 

But  it  consumes  my  heart.  Sheridan^  Song  in  '  ike  Stranger,' 

Sorrow  preys  upon 
Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more-  diverts  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  world 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this  ; 
The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears.    Byron,  Two  Foeeari,  iv.  1. 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  clay-mixture  undergoes. 
Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
'Tis  the  Tile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
Tlie  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

Bjfron,  2).  J,  iv,  20. 
I  cried  upon  my  first  wife's  dying  day. 
And  also  when  my  second  ran  away.         Byron,  D,  J,  y,  19. 

And  o'er  that  fair  broad  brow  were  wrought 

The  intersected  lines  of  thought ; 

Those  furrows,  which  the  burning  share 

Of  sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there  : 

Scars  of  the  lacerated  mind, 

Which  the  soul's  war  doth  leave  behind.     Byron,  Parisina, 

Oh  sacred  sorrow,  by  whom  souls  are  tried. 

Sent  not  to  punish  mortals,  but  to  guide ; 

If  thou  art  mine,  (and  who  shall  proudly  dare 

To  tell  his  Maker  he  has  had  his  share  r) 

Still  let  me  feel  for  what  thy  pangs  are  sent, 

And  be  my  guide,  and  not  my  punishment.  Crabbe, 

Not  seldom  is  the  soul  depress'd, 

Whilst  tearless  is  the  eye  ; 

For  there  are  woes  that  wring  the  breast. 

When  feeling's  fount  is  dry ; 

Sorrows  that  do  not  fade  with  years. 

But,  dwelling  all  too  deep  for  tears, 

Hankie  eternally.  Alaric  Watts. 

He  who  has  most  of  heart,  knows  most  of  sorrow. 

Bailey,  Feetus,. 
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SQiBMHW—eontinued, 

Sorrow  is  the  messenger  between 

The  poet  and  men's  bosoms  : — Grenius  can 

Fill  with  nnsjmpathizing  gods  the  scene, 

But  grief  alone  can  teach  us  what  is  man..       Triton  BuUocr. 

Maa  hath  a  godlike  might  in  danger's  hour. 
In  the  red  battle  or  the  tempest's  power ; 
Fet  is  he  weak  when  tides  of  anguish  swell. 
Ah !  who  can  mark  with  cold  axid  tearless  eyes 
The  gzief  of  stricken  man,  when  his  sole  idol  dies  ! 

Mrs^  Siaaumev,  (Amm). 
SOTTL-^iee  Eternity,  Fujbarity,  Immeztalitj. 
Let  fortune  empty  all  her  quiyer  on  me» 
I  have  a  soul  that,  like  an  ample  shield. 
Can  take  in  all,  and  verge  enough  for  more.  Dr^den, 

But  whither  went  his  soul,  let  such  relate 
Who  search  the  secrets  of  the  future  state  : 
Dirines  can  sav  but  what  themselves  believe ; 
Strong  proofs  they  have,  but  not  demonstrative  : 
For,  were  all  plain,  then  all  sides  must  agree, 
And  faith  itself  be  lost  in  certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  sure  the  best. 
To  save  ourselves,  and  not  to  damn  the  rest. 

Dryden,  Falamon  and  Jrdte^  UU  84Ab 
The  soul,  secure  in  her  existence,  smiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point : 
The  stars  shall  fade  away,  the  sun  himself 
Orow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  sink  in  years : 
But  thou  shalt  flourish  in  immortal  youths 
Unhurt  amidst  the  war  of  elements, 
The  wreck  of  matter,  imd  the  crush  of  worlds  ! 

Addison,  Oaio,  7»  T. 

Whate'er  of  earth  is  form'd,  to  earth  returns ; 

The  soul  alone,  that  particle  divine, 

Sscapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  things  fail. 

SomerviUep  Chase* 
The  soul  of  man  (let  man  in  homage  bow 
Who  names  his  soul)  a  native  of  the  skies ! 
High-bom  and  free,  her  freedom  should  maintain. 
Unsold,  unmortgaged  for  earth's  little  bribes.     Young,  JV.  T. 

Let  earth  dissolve — ^yon  ponderous  orb  descend, 

And  grind  us  into  dust — the  soul  is  safe  ! 

The  man  emerges — amounts  above  the  wreck. 

As  towering  flame  from  nature's  funeral  pyre !   Young,  Nm  T^ 
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Is  not  the  mighty  mind,  that  son  of  heairen ! 

By  tjrrant  life  dethroned,  imprison'd,  paan'd  ? 

By  death  enlarg'd,  ennobled,  deified  P 

Death  but  entombs  the  body ;  life  the  soul.     Youn^,  N.  T,  & 

Who  tells  me  he  denies  his  soul's  immortal, 
Whflte'er  his  boast,  has  told  me  he's  a  knare ; 
His  duty,  'tis  to  love  himself  alone, 
Nor  care  though  mankind  perish,  i£  he  smiles. 
Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  shall  wholly  die. 
Is  dead  already ;  nought  but  brute  survires. 

Young,  N.  21  vn.  612. 
There  is,  they  say,  (and  I  believe  there  is,) 
A  spark  witJun  us  of  th'  immortal  fire, 
That  animatOT  and  moulds  the  grosser  frame  ; 
And  when  the  body  sinks,  escapes  to  heayen. 
Its  native  seat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods. 

Armstrong 9  Art  qf  Preserving  Healthy  4. 

The  li^ht  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace. 
The  mind,  the  music  breathing  from  her  face. 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonized  the  whole^- 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul ! 

Byron,  Bride  ofAhgdos,  i.  6. 
He  had  kept 
The  whiteness  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o'er  him  wept. 

Bgron^  Ch,  H,  ra.  67. 
It  is  the  soul  that  sees  :  the  outward  eyes 
Present  the  object,  but  the  mind  desenes. 

Crabbe,  Lovers  Jbumeg, 
The  soul,  of  oii^  divine, 
God's  glorious  iniage,  freed  J&om  clay. 
In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine 
A  star  of  day  ! 

The  sun  is  but  a  spark  of  fire, 
A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky ; 
The  soul,  immortal  as  its  sire. 
Shall  never  die.  Ja«.  JkOontgomerg, 

Man  is  the  nobler  growth  our  realms  supply. 
And  souls  are  ripened  in.  our  noirthem  sk^. 

Mrs,  MarhmUd,  Inttiiation, 

flOTEBSIGHTT^««  Sings,  Boyalty. 

No  law  betwixt  two  sov'reigns  can  decide. 
But  that  of  arms — ^where  fortune  is  the  judge. 
Soldiers  the  lawyers,  and  the  bar  the  field. 

Drgden,  Love  Tritanphant* 
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BOYNXUSfSTY—eontinued. 

A  sovereign's  great  example  forms  a  people ; 

The  public  breast  is  noble,  or  is  vile, 

As  he  inspires  it.  Thomson  A'  Mallet,  Alfred 

8PAIH. 

^ot  all  the  blood  at  Talavera  shed, 

Not  all  the  marvels  of  Barossa's  fight, 

Not  Albuera  lavish  of  the  dead, 

Have  won  for  Spain  her  well  asserted  right. 

When  shall  her  olive-branch  be  free  from  blight  P 

When  shall  she  breathe  her  from  the  blushing  toil  ? 

How  many  a  doubtful  day  shall  sink  in  night, 

Ere  the  mmk  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil, 

And  freedom's  stranger-tree  grow  native  of  the  soil ! 

JB^ron.  CA.  H.  i.  9a 

Fair  land !  of  chivalry  the  old  domain, 

Land  of  the  vine  and  olive,  lovely  Spain ! 

Though  not  for  thee  with  classic  shores  to  vie 

In  charms  that  fix  th'  enthusiast's  pensive  eye ; 

Yet  hast  thou  scenes  of  beauty,  richly  fraugnt 

With  all  that  wakes  the  glow  of  loflby  thought ; 

Fountains,  and  vales,  and  rocks,  whose  ancient  name 

High  deeds  have  raised  to  mingle  with  their  fame. 

Mrs,  Hemans,  Abencerrage,  iii. 

SPBAXIVO,  SPEECH— M»  Language. 

I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none.      8h»  Sam.  iii.  2. 

We  must  speak  by  the  card, 

Or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  Sh,  Ham,  v.  1. 

Eude  am  I  in  speech 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace.    8k.  Oth,  i.  d» 

What  mystic  riddle  lurks  beneath  thy  words 

Which  tnou  wouldst  seem  unwilling  to  express  P 

Away  with  this  ambiguous  shuffling  phrase. 

And  let  thy  oracle  be  understood.  Botce,  Fair  Penitent, 

SPECIAL  VJJ&AJDISQ—see  Law. 

O  perilous  mouths. 

That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  self-same  tongue, 

Either  of  condemnation  or  approof ! 

Bidding  the  law  make  court'sy  to  their  will. 

Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite. 

To  follow  as  it  draws.  Sh.  M.for  M.  ii.  4. 

SPECULATIOH— «ee  Chance,  Oambling. 

Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 

Which  thou  dost  glare  with  !  S/i.  Maeh.  in.  4. 

All's  to  be  fear'd  where  all  is  to  be  lost.  Byron,  Werner* 


Dryden, 
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SPECTACLES. 

Between  nose  and  eyes  a  strange  contest  arose. 

The  spectacles  set  them  unhappilj  wrons ; 

The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  ail  the  world  knows, 

To  wnich  the  said  spectacles  ought  to  belong, 

Cbwper,  Seport  of  an  Adjudged  Case. 
SPEECHES — U4  Eloquence,  Oratory,  Bhetorie. 

Fine  speeches  are  the  instrumeDts  of  knaves, 

Or  foots  that  use  them,  when  they  want  good  sense  ; 

Honesty  needs  no  disguise  nor  ornament.  Ottcay, 

Speech  is  the  light,  the  morning  of  the  mind ; 
It  spreads  the  beauteous  images  abroad. 
Which  else  lie  furl'd  and  s^ouded  in  the  soul. 

Speech  ?  is  that  all  ?    And  shall  an  actor  found 
Aji  universal  fame  on  partial  ground  ? 
Parrots  themselves  speak  properly  by  rote, 
And,  in  six  months,  my  dog  snail  howl  by  note. 
I  laugh  at  those  who,  when  the  stage  they  tread. 
Neglect  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head ; 
With  strict  propriety  their  cares  confined 
To  weigh  out  words,  while  passion  halts  behind: 
To  syllable-dissectors  they  appeal      Cknrchill,  Boseiad,  Ool. 
SPEHDTEBIFr— Me  Extravagance. 

After  he  scores,  he  never  pays  the  score  : 

He  ne'er  pays  after  debts,  take  it  before.   SL  Aire  W.  iv.  3. 

Squandering  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art ; 

Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  desert. 

Beggar  d  by  fools,  whom  still  he  found  too  late ; 

He  nad  his  jest,  and  they  had  his  estate. 

_      ^  .      ,  Bryden,  Absalom  and  Aehiiophel,  I.  55C». 

Lot  friends  of  prodigals  say  what  they  will. 

Spendthrifts  at  home,  abroad  are  spendthrifts  still. 

o       ,  ,.  .^    ,.,       ,  ChurchiU,  Candidate,  619. 

opendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit, 
Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit. 

SPEHSER.  ^'''^"''  ^"^^  ^«^*'  ^• 

Nor  shall  mv  verse  that  elder  bard  forget, 
The  gentle  Spenser,  fancy's  pleasing  son  ; 
Who  like  a  copious  river,  poured  his  song 
O'er  all  the  mazes  of  enchanted  ground  : 
Nor  thee,  his  ancient  master,  laugliing  sage, 
Chaucer,  whose  native  manners-painting  verse, 
Well-moralized,  shines  through  the  Gothic  cloud 
Of  time  and  language  o'er  thy  genius  thrown. 

Thomson,  Summer,  1715* 
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8:^ID£B. 
The  spider's  touch,  how  exq-aisitely  fine  ! 
Feels  at  each  thread,  and  lives  along  the  line. 

Pope,  S,  M.  I.  21T 
SPntES. 

Who  taaght  that  heirren-directed  spire  to  rise  I 

Pope,  M.  JB.  nr.  26L 
How  the  tall  temples,  as  to  meet  their  gods, 
Ascend  the  skies  1  Young,  N.  T.  ri.  781. 

Ye  swelling  hills  and  spacious  plains ! 
Besprent  from  shore  to  shore  with  steeple  towers. 
Ana  spires  whose  "  silent  fingerpoints  to  heaTen." 

Wordtworthf  JExcursion,  vi.  17. 
8FIBIT-RAFFIN&--ff«0  Ghosts. 

Hark !  on  the  wainscot  now  it  knocks  ! 

*  If  thou'rt  a  ghost,'  cried  Orthodox, 
With  that  afl^cted  solemn  air 
Which  hypocrites  delight  to  wear. 
And  all  those  forms  of  consequence 
Which  fools  adopt  instead  of  sense ; 

*  If  thou'rt  a  ghost,  who  from  the  tomh 
Stalk'st  sadh-  silent  through  this  gloom. 
In  breach  or  nature's  stated  laws. 

For  good,  or  bad,  or  for  no  cause. 
Give  now  nine  knocks  ;  like  priests  of  old, 
!Nine  we  a  sacred  number  hold.'        Churchill,  Ghost,  ii.  dOT 
8PIEITS 
I  can  call  spirits  from  the  Tasty  deep.— • 
Why,  so  can  I ;  or  so  can  any  man : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Sh.  JET.  IT,  p.  1.  ui.  1* 
Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye  ?  are  ye  all  gone  P 
Ajid  leave  me  here  m  wretchedness  behind  ye  P 

Sh.  S.  riu.  IV.  2. 
There's  a  spirit  above,  and  a  spirit  below, 
A  spirit  of  joy,  and  a  spirit  oiwoe, 
The  spirit  above  is  the  spirit  divine. 

The  spirit  below  is  the  spirit  of  wine.  M& 

Written  about  1825,  on  the  vaults  heloto  Portman  Chapel, 

Baker  Si, 

gPLEEir. 

Hail,  wayward  Queen ! 
Who  rule  the  sex  to  fifty  from  fifteen  ; 
Parent  of  vapours,  and  of  female  wit. 
Who  give  th  hysteric,  or  poetic  fit. 
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SPLEEH — continued. 
On  yariouB  tempers  act  by  Tsrions  ways, 
Make  some  take  physio,  others  scribble  plays  : 
Who  caase  the  proud  their  risits  to  delay, 
And  send  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray.    Pope^  Rape  of  L.  it.  o7> 

The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns ; 

The  lowering  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown. 

And  sullen  sadlness,  that  o'ershade,  distort. 

And  mar  the  face  of  beauty,  when  no  cause 

For  such  immeasurable  woe  appears ; 

These  Flora  banishes,  and  gives  the  fair 

Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her  own. 

Cowper,  Ttuk,  I.  455. 
SPLESDOTTEl— «M  Wealth. 
What  peremptory,  eagle-sighted  eye 
Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majesty  ?     SA*  Love*  L,  L.  iv.  3. 

The  splendour  of  our  rank  and  state 

Are  shadows,  not  substantial  things.  G,  Wither, 

SPOBTIKG,  8F0&TS— «e0  Child,  Gambling. 
In  wrestling  nimble  and  in  running  swifl ; 
In  shooting  steady,  and  in  swimming  strong ; 
WeU  made  to  strike,  to  leap,  to  throw,  to  lift. 
And  all  the  sports  that  shepherds  are  among.  Spenser, 

Thick  around 
Thunders  the  sport  of  those,  who  with  the  gun 
And  dog,  impatient  bounding  at  the  shot. 
Worse  than  the  season  desolate  the  fields.  Thomson,  JFtnt.7SS. 

He  leam'd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gunnery, 

And  how  to  scale  a  fortress  or — a  nunnery.  Byron^  2).  J. 

BBBJSQ-^tee  Kay,  Seasons. 
When  daisies  pied,  and  violets  blue, 
And  lady-smocks  all  silver  white. 
And  CUCKOO  buds  of  yellow  hue,  »    r    r 

Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight.      Sk.  Love's  L.  L.  v.  2. 

Now  do  a  choir  of  chirping  minstrels  bring 

In  triumph  to  the  world,  the  youthM  sprmg. 

The  valleys,  hills,  and  woods,  in  rich  array, 

Welcome  the  coming  of  the  long'd-for  May.  T.  Caretc, 

In  that  soft  seaion,  when  descending  showers 

Call  forth  the  greens,  and  wake  the  rising  flowers ; 

When  opening  buds  salute  the  welcome  day. 

And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  Ta.j,Pope,Templeo/  Fame, 
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Come,  gentle  Spring,  ethereal  mildness,  come, 

And  from  the  bosom  of  yon  dropping  cloud, 

"While  music  wakes  around,  veil  a  in  a  shower 

Of  shadowing  roses,  on  our  plains  descend.  Thomson,  Spring  i. 

See  where  surly  Winter  passes  off. 

Far  to  the  north,  and  calls  his  ru£&an  blasts  : 

His  blasts  obey,  and  quit  the  howlinff  hill. 

The  shattered  forest,  and  the  ravaged  rale  ; 

"While  softer  gales  succeed,  at  whose  kind  touch, 

Dissolving  snows  in  livid  torrents  lost, 

The  mountains  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  sky.  Ih,  Spring,  11. 

At  last  from  Aries  rolls  the  bounteous  sun, 

And  the  bright  bull  receives  him.    Then  no  more 

Th*  expansive  atmosphere  is  cramp'd  with  cold ; 

But,  full  of  life  and  vivifying  soul, 

Lifts  the  light  clouds  sublime,  and  spreads  them  thin, 

Fleecy  and  white,  o'er  all-surrounding  heaven.  lb.  Spring,  26. 

Still  let  my  song  a  nobler  note  assume. 

And  sing  th'  infusive  force  of  Spring  on  man  ; 

"When  heaven  and  earth,  as  if  contending,  vie 

To  raise  his  being,  and  serene  his  soul. 

Can  he  forbear  to  join  the  general  smile 

Of  nature  ?  Can  fierce  passions  vex  his  hTeBst,Ib.Spring,Hi]  1 . 

Spring  hanes  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
Kock'd  in  tne  cradle  of  the  western  breeze. 

Cotcper,  Tirocinium,  43. 

O  Spring  !  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth,  and  gladness, 
"Wind-winged  emblem !  brightest,  best,  and  fairest ! 
"Whence  comest  thou,  when,  with  dark  winter  s  sadness, 
The  tears  that  fade  in  sunny  smiles  thou  sharest  ? 
Sister  of  joy,  thou  art  the  child  that  wearest 
Thy  mother's  dying  smile,  tender  and  sweet ; 
Thy  mother  Autumn,  for  whose  grave  thou  bearest 
Fresh  flowers,  and  beams  like  flowers,  with  gentle  feet. 
Disturbing  not  the  leaves,  which  are  her  wiading-sheet. 

Shelhj/. 

Now  mighty  nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 

The  sun  is  m  the  heavens,  and  life  on  ear^ ; 

Flowers  in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam. 

Health  in  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream.  Byron,  Lara, 


8PBIN&.  593 

miMB— continued. 

Comej»gentle  Spring !  ethereal  mildness  come  I— 

Oh !  Thomson,  voia  of  rhyme  as  well  as  reason. 

How  conld'st  thou  thus  poor  human  nature  hum  P 

There's  no  such  season.  Sood,  Spring,  (New  Veniofu) 

The  butterfly  springs  on  its  new-bom  win^^s, 

The  dormouse  starts  from  his  wint'i^  sleeping ; 

The  flowers  of  earth  find  a  second  birth, 

To  light  and  life  from  the  darkness  leaping : 

The  roses  and  tulips  will  soon  resume 

Their  youths'  first  perfume  and  primitive  bloom. 

Horace  Smith,  The  JFlower, 
The  bud  is  in  the  bough,  and  the  leaf  is  in  the  bud, 
And  earth's  beginning  now  in  her  reins  to  feel  the  blood, 
Which,  warm'd  by  summer  suns  in  th'  alembic  of  the  rine. 
From  her  founts  will  overrun  in  a  ruddy  gush  of  wine. 
The  perfume  and  the  bloom  that  shall  decorate  the  flower, 
Are  quickening  in  the  gloom  of  their  subterranean  bower ; 
And  the  juices  meant  to  feed  trees,  vegetables,  fruits. 
Unerringly  proceed  to  their  pre-appointed  roots. 

Horace  Smith,  First  of  March, 
When  the  warm  sun  that  brings 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  has  return 'd  again, 
'Tis  sweet  to  visit  the  still  wood,  where  springs 
The  first  flower  of  the  plain.  LongfelUnc, 

Welcome,  all  hail  to  thee !  welcome,  youn^  Spring ! 
Thy  sun-ray  is  bright  on  the  butterfly's  wmg. 
Beauty  shines  forth  in  the  blossom-robed  trees  ; 
Perfume  floats  by  on  the  soft  southern  breeze. 
The  hedges,  luxuriant  with  flowers  and  balm. 
Are  purple  with  violets,  and  shaded  with  paJm, 
The  zephyr-kiss'd  grass  is  beginning  to  wave, 
Eresh  verdure  is  decking  the  garden  and  grave. 

Mliza  Cook,  Spring, 
Spring,  Spring,  beautiful  Spring, 
Laden  with  glory  and  light  you  come  ; 
With  the  leaf,  tne  bloom,  and  the  butterfly's  wing, 
Making  our  earth  a  fairy  home ; 
The  primroses  slitter — the  violets  peep. 
And  zephyr  is  feasting  on  flower  and  bloom ; 
Arouse,  ye  sluggards,  what  soul  shall  sleep 
While  the  hrk  s  in  the  sky,  and  the  bee's  on  the  palm  P 
The  sweetest  song,  and  the  loudest  string, 
Should  pour  a  welcome  to  beautiful  Spring.    JE,  Cooh^  Spring, 

Q  Q 
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8TA0S. 

Tlie  stage  I  diOM — &  sobjaot  fair  and  free — 
Tis  yours — *tii  wma^iia  public  property. 
All  comnum  ecshibitions  apen  lie, 
For  praise  or  censure,  to  tke  common  eye. 
Hence  are  a  thouaand  hackney  writers  fed ; 
Hence  Monthly  Critics  earn  their  daily  bread* 
This  is  a  general  tax  which  all  must  pay, 
From  those  who  soiibbleb  down  to  those  who  play. 

CkurchiUy  Apohgti^  186. 
8TAB8-<M  OelaBtials^  Hfptrbole. 
Yon  meaner  beanties  of  the  night. 
That  poorly  satisfy  onr  eye& 
Mose  by  yoor  somber  than  your  light ; 
Yon  common,  people  of  the  sides, 
What  are  yon.  wken.  the  moon  shall  rise  ? 

sir  M.  WoUon^  '  You  meaner  BeauUe*.'  In  Farcy  Bel. 

The  stars  of  the  night 

Will  lend  thee  tfayliffht. 

Like  tapers  dear  witnoiU;  number !  Merrick,  Mesp.  42. 

See,  at  the  call  of  nisht, 
The  star  of  evening  sheds  her  silver  light.  Gay,  Dione. 

The  stars  in  order  twiidde  in  the  skies. 
And  &11  in  silence,  and  in  silenoe  xose. 

Broome,  Parajokraee  on  Jhh, 

But  who  can  ooont  the  stars  of  hearen, 
Who  sing  their  inffainnne  on  this  lower  world  P 

Thomewn,.  WnOer,  6S8. 

One  sun  by  day,  by  niji^t  ten  thousand  shine. 

And  light  us  (foep  mto  the  Deity ! 

How  boundless  in  magnificence  and  might ! 

O,  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires. 

From  urns  unnumber'd,  down  the  steep  of  heaven. 

Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  iu  my  sidlit. 

The  sky  Young,  JV.  T.  TX.  748 

Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high» 

Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light 

So  wildly,  spiritually  bright. 

Who  ever  gaz'd  i^n  them  shining 

And  tum'd  to  earth  without  repinmg, 

I^or  wish'd  for  wings  to  flee  away, 

And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  ?       Byron,  Siege  qf  QorMJL 
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flTABfl — continued. 
Ye  stars !  which  are  the  poetry  of  He8««n  1 
If  in  your  bright  leaves  we  woold  retA  the  fate 
Of  men  and  empires,  'tis  to  be  forgiven. 
That  in  onr  aspirations  to  be  great. 
Our  destinies  o'erleap  their  mortal  itabe^ 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  you ;  for  ye  are 
A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  U8  such  lore  and  reverence  from  a&r. 
That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  have  named  themselves  a  star. 
The  stars  hang  bright  above,  %roji.  Oh.  K.  m.  88. 

Silent,  as  if  they  watch'd  the  sleeping  earth.  Coleridge, 

The  stars  are  mansions  built  by  Nature's  hand, 

And,  haply,  there  the  spirits  of  the  blest 

Dwell,  clothed  in  radiance,  their  immortal  vast.  Wwdmaorih, 

ZTATSSMJSS^see  Dignity,  Parliament,  PatxiotiBfll^  Plaoe,  PsHtielsni. 
Tell  men  of  high  condition 
That  rule  afiairs  of  state, 
Their  purpose  is  ambition. 
Their  practice  only  hate.  Sir  W,  Raitigh, 

Forbear,  ye  things 
That  stand  upon  the  pinnacles  of  state, 
To  boast  your  slipp'rjr  height !  when  you  do  fall. 
You  dash  yourselves  in  pieces,  nc*er  to  rise  : 
And  he  that  lends  you  pity,  is  not  wise.  Ben  Jbnson,  Sejamu. 

An  honest  statesman  to  a  prince. 
Is  like  a  oedar  planted  by  a  spring  ; 
The  spring  bathes  the  tree's  root,  the  gratefal  tree 
£e wards  it  with  the  shadow.  Webster^  Duchess  ofMalfy, 

You  have  not,  as  good  patriots  should  do,  studied 

The  public  good,  but  your  particular  ends : 

Factious  among  yourselves ;  preferring  such 

To  offices  and  honours,  as  ne'er  read 

The  elements  of  saving  policy. 

But  deeply  skill'd  in  all  the  principles 

That  usher  to  destruction.  Massinger,  Bondman, 

A  statesman,  that  can  side  with  every  faction, 

And  yet  most  subt'ly  can  untwist  himself. 

When  he  hath  wrought  the  business  up  to  danger. 

Shirley,  Court  Secret, 
A  statesman  all  but  interest  may  forget. 
And  only  ought  in  his  own  strength  to  trust : 
Tis  not  a  statesman's  virtue  to  be  just.  JSarl  of  Orrery j  Sen.  y» 

Q  Q  2 
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VI ATESMJSS  ^continued. 
For  as  two  cheats,  that  plaj  one  game. 
Are  both  defeated  of  their  aim ; 
So  those  who  play  a  game  of  state. 
And  only  cayil  in  debate, 
Altho'  there's  nothing  lost  or  won. 
The  public  bas'ness  is  undone, 
Which  still  the  longer  'tis  in  doing, 
Becomes  tiie  surer  way  to  ruin.  Butler,  Hud,  3,  ii.  156. 

He  that  seeks  safety  in  a  statesman's  pity. 

May  as  well  run  a  ship  upon  sharp  rocks 

Ana  hope  a  harbour.  Sir  Rot,  Moward,  Duke  of  Lerma, 

D'ye  think  that  statesmen's  kindnesses  proceed 
Prom  any  principles  but  their  own  need  P 
When  they're  afraid,  they're  wondrous  good  and  free, 
But  when  they're  safe,  they  haye  no  memory. 

Sir  Robert  Howard^  Vetted  Virgin. 
The  bold  are  but  the  instruments  o'  th'  wise. 
They  undertake  the  dangers  we  adyise  : 
And  whilst  our  fabric  with  their  fame  we  raise. 
We  take  the  profit,  and  pay  them  with  praise.  , 

Dry  den,  Conquett  of  Oranadrx, 
Statesmen  are 
The  workmanship  of  inconsiderate  fayour : 
The  creatures  of  rash  loye  :  one  of  those  meteors 
Which  monarchs  raise  from  earth  ; 
And  people,  wond'ring  how  they  came  so  high, 
Fear  from  their  influence  plagues,  wars,  and  famine. 

Dr^den^  Maiden  Queen* 
Statesman,  ^et  friend  to  truth !  of  soul  smcere. 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ; 
Who  broke  no  promise,  served  no  private  end. 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend  ; 
Ennobled  by  himself,  by  all  approy'd, 
And  prais'd  unenvied  by  the  muse  he  loy*d.    Pop*,  Jf.j&.y.67. 

Thus  the  court-wheel  goes  round  like  fortune's  ball ; 
One  statesman  rising  on  another's  fall. 

Richard  Brome,  Queen^s  JExchange, 
Who's  in  or  out,  who  moves  this  grand  machine, 
Nor  stirs  my  curiosity,  nor  spleen  ; 
Secrets  of  state  no  more  I  wish  to  know 
Than  secret  movements  of  a  puppet-show ; 
Let  but  the  puppets  move,  I  ve  my  desire. 
Unseen  the  hand  which  guides  the  master  wire. 

Churchill,  Night,  257. 
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SIATESMXS—ttnUinuid. 

Whene'er  a  statesman,  Whig  or  Tory, 

Talks  load  and  long 

Of  serring  country  for  their  glory. 

With  yearning  strong ; 

deeding  no  sovereign  to  regard  him ; 

Look  in  his  face : 

And  be  convinced  that  to  reward  him 

He  wants  a  place.  Chds,  Mdeka^y  S<tfe  Prediciioju, 

8TATI0V. 

What  is  station  high  ? 
'Tis  a  prond  mendicant ;  it  boasts,  and  begs  ; 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng, 
Ajid  ofl  the  throng  denies  its  charity.     Younff,  N.  T,  Ti.  287. 

STATUABT. 

Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown. 

And  legislators  seem  to  think  in  stone.  Pope. 

STATUBE. 

In  small  proportion  we  just  beauties  see. 
And  in  short  measures  life  may  perfect  be. 

JBen  Joiuon,  Good  Ltfej  Long  Life. 
One  finds  out  he's  of  stature  rather  low  ; 
Tour  hero  always  should  be  tall  you  know : 
True  natural  greatness  all  consists  in  height, 
Produce  your  Tonchor  critic—Sergeant  £te. 

Churchill,  Rosciad,  1029. 


At  leaving  even  the  most  unpleasant  people 

And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple.  Bjfran,D,J,ii.\4,. 

8IEESIKG. 

Chance  will  not  do  the  work — chance  sends  the  breeze. 

But  if  the  pilot  slumber  at  the  helm, 

The  very  wind  that  wafts  us  towards  the  port. 

May  dash  us  on  the  shelves — the  steersman's  part 

Is  vigilance;  blow  it  rough  or  amooHi.  Scott,  Fortune  qfNiff€l,2Z. 


Vight. 

No  stir  of  air  was  there  ; 
Not  so  much  life  as  on  a  summer's  dav 
Bobs  not  one  light  seed  from  the  featner'd  grass , 
But  where  the  dead  leaf  fell,  there  did  it  rest. 

KeatSf  If^erion,  i.  7< 
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8T0IC8— M«  Pride. 
As  monmnental  bronze,  nnchiuig'd  his  look  ; 
A  soul  that  pity  touch' d,  but  never  shook ; 
Train'd  from  his  tree-rock'd  cradle  to  his  bier 
The  fierce  extremes  of  p^ood  and  ill  to  brook ; 
Impassiye — fearing  but  the  shuaie  of  fear-— 
A  stoic  of  the  wo(^— a  man  without  a  tear. 

Campbell,  Chrtrmde  vf  Wifmmim§t  i.  23. 
To  feel  for  none  ia  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart.  Bftcg^ 

The  stork's  tho  emblem  of  true  pietj  : 
Because  when  af^e  has  seiz'd,  and  made  her  dam 
Unfit  for  flight,  tiie  grateful  ^oung  one  takes 
His  mother  on  his  back,  provides  her  food, 
Eepaying  thus  her  tender  care  of  him, 
£'er  he  was  fit  to  fly,  by  bearing  her. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Spanith  Curate. 

BTOBM— «M  Tempest. 

We  oflen  see,  against  some  storm, 
A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rack  stand  stiD, 
The  bold  wind  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 
As  hush  as  death.  Al.  Ham,  n.  2* 

A  red  moiai  ever  yet  betoken'd 
Wreck  to  the  aeamMi,  tonpest  to  the  fields 
Sorrow  to  shepherds,  woe  unto  the  birds. 
Gust  and  foul  flaws  to  herdsmen  and  to  herds.  8k,Vem»  8f  Ad^ 


Defeating  oft  the  labours  of  tiiM 
The  sultry  South  colleels  the  potent  kiaet ; 
At  first  the  groves  are  scarcely  seen  to  stir 
Their  trembSn;  tops,  and  a  still  murmur  runs 
Along  the  soft-mclining  fields  of  com  ; 
But  as  the  aerial  tempest  fuller  swells. 
And  in  one  mighty  stream,  invisible, 
iBUnenae*  the  whole  excited  atmosphere 
Impetuous  rushes  o'er  the  sounding  world.  Tkomtan^  Atd*  311« 

A  boding  silence  reigns. 
Dread  through  the  dun  expanse ;  save  Hie  dull  sound 
That  from  the  mountain,  previous  to  Idie  storm. 
Bolls  o'er  tiie  mattering  earth,  distorbe  ihe  flood. 
And  shakes  the  forest-leaf  without  a  breath. 
Prone,  to  the  lowest  vale,  aerial  tribes 
Descend  ;  the  tempest-loving  raven  scarce 
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Dares  wing  the  dnbionB  doak.    In  raefid  giae. 

The  catUe  stand,  and  on  the  scowling  haavena 

Cast  a  deploring  ere,  bj  man  forsook. 

Who  to  uie  crowded  cottage  hies  him  £ut, 

Or  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  downward  care.  J%.  iSbsMMr,  1116. 

A  thouamd  miles  from  land  ase  we. 

Tossing  abont  on  the  roaring  sea ; 

From  billow  to  bounding  billow  cast. 

Like  fleecy  snow  on  the  stormy  blast : 

The  sails  are  scattered  abroad,  like  weeds ; 

The  strong  masts  shake,  like  aniyering  reeds ; 

The  mighty  cables,  and  iron  chains. 

The  hnll,  which  all  earthly  strength  disdains. 

They  strain  and  they  crack,  and  hearts  like  stone 

Their  natural  hard  proud  strength  disown. 

Barry  Comwan,  Stormy  THrel, 

STOBT,  STOBT-TKIEnifi^. 

A  story  shonld,  to  please,  at  least  seem  true. 

Be  apropos,  well  told,  concise,  and  new: 

And  whensoever  it  deriates  from  these  roles. 

The  wise  wfll  sleep  and  leave  applause  to  fools.     S^JUngflmt. 

A  story,  in  which  natiye  humour  reigns. 
Is  often  nsefol,  always  entertains ; 
A  grayer  fact  enlisted  on  yoor  side 
May  furnish  illustration,  well  applied ; 
But  sedentary  weavers  of  long  tales 
Giye  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  patience  fiuls. 
'Tis  the  most  asmine  employ  on  earth. 
To  hear  them  tell  of  parentage  and  birth, 
And  echo  conversations  duU  and  dr^, 
Embelliah'd  with,  he  said,  and  sa  said  I.  Compwt, 

Story !  Grod  bless  you !  I  have  none  to  tell,  sir.  ^ 

Xkmwng,  The  Friend  ofjammamiy  Mmd  the  Km^kytnmOir. 

I  cannot  say  how  the  truth  may  be ;  •      .«» 

I  teUtiie  tale  as  'twas  told  to  me.     Sir  W.  &&a,In9,  u.f2. 


ComfmrJSOB. 


BTRAirOEHSSS. 

'Twas  strange,  'twas  passing  strange,  mi   nmi       q 

'Twas  pitiful :  'twas  wondrous  pitifuL  Sh.  'Ola.  u  o. 

8TRAWBSBS.T. 

The  strawberry  grows  undemeatli.ilie  nettle  ; 

And  wholesome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  boat 

Neighboured  by  fruit  of  haaer  ^piality.  5*.  Men.  v.  i.  L 
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STBEAKS. 

The  current  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides. 

Thou  know'st,  being  stbp^'d,  impatiently  dcth  rage ; 

But  when  his  fair  cournc  is  not  hindered. 

He  makes  sweet  music  with  th*  enamell'd  stones, 

Giving  a  gentie  kiss  to  every  sedge 

He  overtidceth  in  his  pilgrimage.  Sk,  Two  Q,  ii.  7. 

Streams,  as  if  created  for  his  use, 
Pursue  the  track  of  his  directing  wand, 
Sinuous  or  straight,  now  rapid  and  now  slow, 
Now  murmuring  soft,  now  roaring  in  cascades. 

Uotoperf  Task  {on  Capability  JBrawn)f  III.  776. 

8TBEH0TH— «M  Foree. 

O,  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  giant's  strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  iSce  a  giant.  Sh.  M.for  M,  ii.  2. 

What  is  strength,  without  a  double  share 
Of  wisdom  ?    Vast,  unwieldy,  burthensome  ; 
Proudly  secure,  yet  liable  to  fall 
By  weakest  subtleties ;  not  made  to  rule, 
But  to  subserve  where  wisdom  bears  command. 

Milton,  Sam,  Ag.  53. 

8TBIXSS. 

A  mechanic  his  labour  will  often  discard 
If  the  rate  of  his  pay  he  dislikes ; 
But  a  clock,  and  its  case  is  uncommonly  hard, 
Will  continue  to  work  though  it  strikes. 

Soodf  Epigram  on  the  Superiority  qf  Machinery. 

8TBIVIV0. 

When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  than  well, 

They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covctousness.  Sk.  K.  J*  iv.  2. 

How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell ; 

Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well.         Sh,  Lear^  !•  4. 

gXROLLXBS  — M»  Players. 
The  strolling  tribe ;  a  despicable  race.  Churekill,Apology.i»206. 

BTRUQGLES,  VtRVOOUEQ^-m  Banger,  OreatOMS. 
The  smallest  effort  is  not  lost ; 
Each  wavelet  on  the  ocean  toss'd 
Aids  in  the  ebb  tide  or  the  flow ; 
Each  rain*drop  makes  some  flow'ret  blow 
Bach  struggle  lessens  human  woe. 

Ck€u,  Mackay,  the  Old  and  New,  44 
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^IBUMPET. 

'Tis  the  strompet's  plagae 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  begoil'd  by  one.  8h,  0th.  it.  1. 

BTTTDEHTS,  STVDT. 

Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  sun. 

That  will  not  be  deen-search'd  with  saucy  looks  ; 

Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 

Bave  base  authority  from  others'  books.  8k.  Loves  L,  L.  1. 1. 

Study  evermore  is  overshot : 
While  it  doth  study  to  have  what  it  would, 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  should : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  most, 
'Tis  won,  as  towns  with  firo ;  so  won,  so  lost.  8h,L.  X.  X.  1. 1. 

Universal  plodding  prisons  up 

The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries  ; 

As  motion,  and  long-during  action  tires 

The  sinewy  vigour  of  the  traveller.      8h.  Loves  L,  Z.  it.  3. 

Fall  to  them,  as  you  find  your  stomach  serves  you  : 

No  profit  grows  where  is  no  pleasure  ta'en  ; 

In  brief,  oir,  study  what  you  most  afiect.      8h.  Tarn,  8. 1. 1. 

Man,  that  thinks  to  force  and  strain 

Beyond  its  natural  sphere,  his  brain. 

In  vain  torments  it  on  the  rack. 

And,  for  improving,  sets  it  back.  JBuiUr,  Sat  2. 

With  curious  art  the  brain,  too  finelv  wrought. 
Preys  on  itself,  and  is  destroy 'd  by  thought : 
Constant  attention  wears  the  active  mind, 
Blots  out  her  powers,  and  leaves  a  blank  behind. 

Churchill,  JSp.  to  Hogarth,  645. 
If  not  to  some  peculiar  end  designed 
Study's  the  specious  trifling  of  the  mind, 
Or  is  at  best  a  secondary  aim, 
A  chase  for.sport  alone,  and  not  for  game.  Young,  L.  F.  ii.  67. 

«TnPIBITT~M0  Folly,  Simplieity. 

Blocks  are  better  cleft  with  wedges. 

Than  tools  of  shazp  or  subtle  edjzes. 

And  dullest  nonsense  has  been  round 

By  some  to  be  the  most  profound.    Butler,  Pindaric  Ode,  4. 
inrTLE— «00  Laagaags,  Poetry. 

The  lives  of  trees  lie  only  in  the  barks, 

And  in  their  styles  the  wit  of  greatest  clerks.  Butler,  8at,  2. 

In  all  you  write  be  neither  low  nor  vHe : 
The  meanest  thing  may  have  a  proper  slyle. 

Dryden,  Art  of  Poetry,  i.  79. 
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8TXLE-    continued. 
Be  Bure  avoid  set  pbzaws  when  you 
The  UBiial  way  of  speech  is  more  polite.  (hid. 

SUBJECTS. 

Subjects  are  stiff-neck*d  animab  :  they  soon 
Feel  slackened  reins,  and  throw  the  rider  down. 

Jhydeu,  JMmga^e, 

8UB1QS8I0H— f  M  JObedianea. 

Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondsman's  key. 

With  bated  breath,  and  whiaperiag  humbleness. 

Say  this  ?  £k.  If.  tfVen.  i.  3. 

Yon  shall  be  as  a'fiither  to  my  yonl^L 

My  voice  shall  soond  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear : 

And  I  wOl  stoop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  well  practis'd,  wise  directions.        8k.  R,  iv,  2.  v.  2. 


Applanaa,  Ikte,  laduitry,  Perseveamee. 
Didst  thou  never  hear. 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  success  ?  Sk.  JZl  FJ.  3.  n.  2. 

Good  succees 
Is  oft  more  fatal  far  tlum  bad,  one  winning  throw. 
Cast  from  a  flattering  die,  may  tempt  a  gamester 
To  hazaacd  his  whole  fortunes.    Chapman^  Renemgtfmr  Minor, 

In  tracine  homaa  story,  we  shall  find 
The  cruel  more  Boooeuful  than  the  kind. 

Sir  W.  DavenmU,  £faye  ^Bkodes. 
If  well  thou  hast  begun,  go  en  foresight ; 
It  18  the  end  that  crowns  us,  not  the  nght. 

f  emdb,  Apk.  340. 
Conquer  we  shall,  but  we  must  first  contend ; 
'lis  not  the  fight  that  crowns  us,  but  the  end.  lb.  341. 

If  all  things  by  success  are  understood, 
Men  that  make  war,  grow  wicked  to  be  good. 

Sotoardy  Indian  Qkbm. 
Virtue,  without  success, 
Is  a  fair  picture  shewn  by  an  iU  light ; 
But  lucky  men  are  favourites  of  heaven 
AH  own  the  chief,  when  fortune  owns  the  eamse. 

Dryden,  I^Mimk  Wriar. 
'Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command  success  ; 
But  we'll  do  more,  Bempromus— ^e'U.deseire-it. 

Addkan,  Oato,  X.  3. 
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IV00E88— MM/MI«Mt 

Had  I  Tnigcarriad,  I  had  been  a  ▼illain : 
For  men  judge  actions  always  by  events : 
But  when  we  manage  by  a  just  foresight. 
Success  is  prudence,  and  possession  nglit. 

H%ggon$f  QensrauM  Conqueror. 
It  is  success  that  ooloon  all  in  life : 
Success  makes  fools  admir'd,  makes  yillains  honest ; 
All  the  proud  Tirtue  of  this  Taunting  world 
Fawns  on  success,  and  power,  howe'er  acquired. 

Thomson f  Agammnnon,  v.  1. 
What ;  though  success  will  not  attend  on  all, 
Who  l>raTely  dares  must  sometimes  risk  a  fall. 

SmoUHi,  Adniee,  907. 

8URSBDI0,  SDTFE&AVOEB. 

Sufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe.    Sh,  M.  qf  Ven,  i.  3. 

The  poor  beetle  that  we  tread  upon. 
In  corp'ral  sufferance  feels  a  pang  as  great 
As  when  a  giant  dies.  SL  Mifor  2L  ul  1. 

We  by  our  snfferines  learn  to  prise  our  bliss ; 
Like  early  lorers,  iniose  unpraotis'd  hearts 
Were  long  the  mar-game  or  malicious  arts. 
When  once  they  mid  their  jealousies  were  rain. 
With  double  heat  renew  their  fires  again. 

Dryden,  Astraa  Bedux,  210» 
Suffering  is  sweet  when  honour  doth  adorn  it. 
Who  slights  rerenge  P  not  he  that  fears,  but  scorns  it. 

Sheffield,  Duise  qfBucl ' 


8UiClI)B~«M  Death,  Itaspsir,  LsBBortalit^. 
Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  o£  laliB, 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death.      SIL  ML  C.  in.  1. 

I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  Tile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  preyent 
The  time  of  life.  8h,  Jul.  C.  t.  i. 

To  be  or  not  to  be ;  that  is  the  Question  : 

Whether  't  is  nobler  in  the  mina,  to  suffer 

The  stings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune. 

Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles. 

And,  by  opposins,  end  them  P    To  die— to  sleep ;— • 

No  more,— 'and,  oy  a  sleep,  to  say  we  and 

The  heart-ache,  «ad  the  thoasand  natanil  shooikB 

That  flesh  is  heir  to ;  't  is  a  oonsmmiatioin 

Derontly  to  be  wished.  8h.  Ham,  ni.  I 
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SUICIDE  ^continued. 

Who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 

The  oppres8or*8  wron^f  the  proud  man*s  contamely. 

The  pangs  of  dispriz'd  love,  the  hiw's  delay, 

The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  take, 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin  P  Sh.  Ham.  in.  1 

He 

That  kills  himself  t'  avoid  misery,  fears  it ; 
And  at  the  best  shows  a  bastard  valour. 

Masnnger,  Maid  of  Honour. 

•Says  he,  to  kill  himself  a  brave  man  scorns ; 
So,  instead  of  his  throat,  he  cut  his  corns. 

Kenny,  Major  McPherson,  a  Sony, 

What  torments  are  allotted  those  sad  spirits 

Who,  groaning  with  the  burden  of  despair, 

No  longer  will  endure  the  cares  of  life, 

But  boldly  set  themselves  at  liberty, 

Through  the  dark  caves  of  death  to  wander  on, 

Like  wilder'd  travellers  without  a  guide ; 

Eternal  rovers  in  the  gloomy  maze.  Lee. 

When  all  the  blandishments  of  life  are  gone. 
The  coward  sneaks  to  death,  the  brave  uve  on. 

G,  Sewell,  The  Suicide. 
Fear,  guilt,  despair,  and  moon-struck  frenzy  rush 
On  voluntary  death :  the  wise,  the  brave. 
When  the  fierce  storms  of  fortune  round  them  roar. 
Combat  the  billows  with  redoubled  force : 
Then,  if  the^  perish  ere  the  port  is  gain'd. 
They  sink  with  decent  pride  ;  and  from  the  deep 
Honour  retrieves  them  oright  as  rising  stars. 

JFenton,  Mariamnc. 
If  there  be  an  hereafter. 
And  that  there  is,  conscience,  uninfluenc*d 
And  suffer'd  to  speak  out,  tells  every  man. 
Then  must  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die  ; 
More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one's  own  hand.  Blair,Grave,  398* 

Our  time  is  fix'd  ;  and  all  our  days  are  number'd  ! 
How  long,  how  short,  we  know  not :  this  we  know, 
Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  summons, 
.Nor  dare  to  stir  till  heaven  shall  give  permission. 

Blair,  OravOf  417* 
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To  mn  away 
From  this  world's  ills,  that,  at  the  rery  worst, 
Will  soon  blow  o'er,  thinking  to  mend  oarselves 
By  boldly  rentarine  on  a  world  nnknown. 
And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark ! — 't  is  mad ! 
No  frenzy  htdf  so  desperate  as  this.  Blair,  Grave,  425,. 

When  affliction  thunders  o'er  our  roofs  ; 
To  hide  our  heads,  and  run  into  our  graves. 
Shows  us  no  men,  but  makes  us  fortune's  slaTes. 

Jno,  Jones,  Adrasta, 
How !  leap  into  the  pit  our  life  to  save  P 
To  save  our  life  leap  all  into  the  grave. 

Cotpper,  The  Needless  Alarm,  107. 
My  spirit  shrunk  not  to  sustain 
The  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pain  ; 
Nor  sought  the  self- accorded  grave  - 
Of  ancient  fools  and  modem  knave.  Byron,  Giaour. 

He,  with  delirious  laugh,  the  dagger  hurl'd, 

And  burst  the  ties  that  bound  him  to  the  world ! 

Campbell,  Pleasures  of  Hope. 

SUIT,  SmiOB. 

Mistress,  look  on  me. 

Behold  the  window  of  mv  heart,  mine  eve. 

What  humble  suit  attends  thy  answer  there. 

Sh.  Love's  L.  L.  v.  2. 

Lightly  from  fair  to  fair  he  flew, 

And  loved  to  plead,  lament,  and  sue  ; 

Suit  lightly  won,  and  short-lived  pain. 

For  monarchs  seldom  sigh  in  vain.  Scotl,  Marmion,  v.  9. 


From  bright'ning  fields  of  ether  fair  disclos'd 

Child  of  me  sun,  refulgent  summer  comes. 

In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  nature's  depth  ; 

He  comes  attended  by  the  sultry  hours, 

And  ever-fanning  breezes,  on  his  way : 

While,  from  his  ardent  lopk,  the  turning  spring 

Averts  her  blushful  face ;  and  earth  and  skies, 

All-smiliii!T,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves.  T^mson,  Summer,  l- 

BUV—tee  Bawn,  Evening,  Morning. 

The  glorious  sun, 
Stays  in  his  course,  and  plays  the  alchemist ; 
Turning,  with  splendour  of  nis  precious  eye. 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold.  8h.  K,  John^  m.  Ir 


^M  scnr — bukbeam. 

What  light  through  yonder  window  breaks  ? 

It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  son ! 

Arise,  fair  son,  and  kill  the  anvioua  moon.        jSI.  JBofli.  n.  2. 

Now,  ere  the  son  advance  his  burning  eye. 

The  day  to  cheer,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry.  Sk,  Bom.  n.  3. 

All  the  world's  bravery  that  delights  our  eyes. 

Is  but  thy  several  liveries  : 

Thou  the  rich  dye  on  them  bestow'st, 

Thy  pencil  paints  this  landscape  as  thou  go'st.  Cowlsy, 

The  sunshine  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  turned  astray,  is  sunshine  still. 

Moore,  LaUa  Rookh,  The  Fire^  WorMppere. 

And  see  the  sun  himself!  on  wings 

Of  glory  up  the  east  he  springs. 

Angel  of  hght !  who  from  the  time 

Those  heavens  began  their  march  sublime. 

Hath  first  of  all  the  starry  choir 

Trod  in  his  Maker's  steps  of  fire !  Moored  LaUa  Jioakk. 

Thou  material  god ! 
And  representative  of  the  unknown, 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow !    Thou  chief  star ! 
Centre  of  many  stars  ! — which  mak'st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons !    Monarch  of  the  climes, 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them  !  for  near  or  far, 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee, 
E'en  as  our  outward  aspects, — ^thou  dost  rise. 
And  shine  and  set  in  glory !  Byrouy  Mai^ed^  lO^  2. 

I  marvel  not,  O  sun !  that  unto  thee 

In  adoration  man  should  bow  the  knee, 

And  pour  the  prayer  of  mingled  awe  and  love ; 

For  hke  a  Grod  thou  art,  and  on  thy  way 

Of  glory  sheddest,  with  benignant  ray. 

Beauty  and  life  and  joyance  from  above.  SoMeg^ 

8T7HB1AH. 

Sunbeam  of  summer !  oh !  what  is  like  thee, 
Hope  of  the  wilderness,  joy  of  the  sea ! 
One  thing  is  like  thee  to  mortals  given, — 
The  faith  touching  all  things  with  hues  of  heaven. 
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OTHTLOWER. 

The  lofty  follower  of  ih^  svn. 
Sad  when  lie  sets,  shuts  up  her  yellow  learef, 
Drooping  all  night ;  and  when  he  waarm  retains. 
Points  her  enamour'd  bosom  to  his  ray.  Thomson,  8Mmm8r,216, 

SimAT— Mf  Sabbath. 
E'en  Sunday  shines  no  Sabbath-day  to  me. 

Fope,  Ep.  to  AfI,  12. 

8UJIBISS— M0  Dawn,  Xondjig. 
Yonder  comes  the  powerful  Idng  of  day 
S«joicing  in  the^east.    The  lessening  cloud. 
The  kincUing  aaure,  aud  the  moontam's  brow. 
Illumed  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approach 
Betoken  glad.    Lo !  now,  apparent  all. 
Aslant  the  dew-bright  earth  and  coloured  air 
He  looks  in  boundless  mi^esty  abroad. 
And  sheds  the  shining  day,  tnat  bumish'd  plays 
On  rocks,  and  hills,  and  towers,  and  wandering  streams, 
High  gleaming  from  afar.  Thom$ony  SmtMner,  81. 

Prime  cheerer.  light ! 
Of  all  material  beings  first  and  best ! 
Efllux  dirine  !  Nature's  resplendent  robe ! 
Without  whose  vesting  beauty  all  were  wrapt 
In  unessential  gloom ;  and  thou,  O  sun  t 
Soul  of  surrounding  worlds !  in  whom  best  seen 
Shines  out  thy  maker !  TAonuon,  Summer,  90. 

I  say  the  sun  is  a  most  s^orions  sight, 
IVe  seen  him  rise  full  oft,  indeed  of  late 
I  have  sat  up  on  purpose  all  the  mfjkd. 
Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say,  one's  fiite ; 
And  so  all  ye,  who  would  be  in  the  right 
In  health  and  purse,  begin  your  day  to  date 
From  day-break,  and  when  ooffin'd  at  fourscore, 
Engraye  upon  the  plate,  you  rose  at  four.  .Byron,  D.  cTI  ii.  140. 
SUVSET— «f0  Bvening,  Kight. 

The  sun,  when  lie  from  noon  declines. 

And  with  abated  heat  less  fiercely  shines. 

Seems  to  grow  milder  as  he  turns  away. 

Pleasing  hunself  with  the  remains  of  day.  J>ryibii. 

Bless'd  be  the  hour, 
The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot,  where  I  so  oft 
Hare  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 
Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft. 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower. 
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SfTSBTI — continued. 
Or  the  faint  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft, 
And  not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air, 
And  yet  the  forest  leares  seem'd  stirr'd  with  prayer.   Byron^ 

"Tis  snnset :  to  the  firmament  serene, 
The  Athmtic  ware  reflects  a  gorgeons  scene  ; 
Broad  in  the  cloudless  west  a  belt  of  gold 
Girds  the  blue  hemisphere  ;  above,  unroU'd. 
The  keen  clear  air  grows  palpable  to  sight. 
Embodied  in  a  flush  of  cnmson  light. 

Jos,  Montffomefy,  G-reenland,  b.  v» 
Dipp'd  in  the  hues  of  sunset,  wreath'd  in  zones. 
The  clouds  are  resting  on  their  mountain  thrones  ; 
One  peak  alone  exalts  its  glacier  crest, 
A  golden  paradise,  above  the  rest ; 
Tluther  the  day  with  lingering  steps  retires, 
And  in  its  own  blue  element  expires.  Ih.  b.  hi. 

BTTPEBFLUITT. 

If  ye  know 
Why  ask  ye,  and  superfluous  begin 
Your  message  like  to  end  so  much  in  vain  ? 

Milton,  P.  X.  IV.  832. 
8TTPESI0BIT7— 9M  Bminenee. 

He,  above  the  rest 
In  shape  and  nature  proudly  eminent. 
Stood  like  a  tower.  Milton,  P.  L,  i.  689» 

BTrPSBBTinON— JM  Gipiiet. 

'  Alas  !  you  know  the  cause  too  well : 

The  salt  is  spilt,  to  me  it  fell. 

Then,  to  contribute  to  mv  loss. 

My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  across ; 

On  Friday  too  I  the  day  I  dread ! 

Would  I  were  safe  at  home  in  bed ! 

Last  night  (I  vow  to  heaven  'tis  true) 

Bounce  from  the  fire  a  coffin  flew. 

Next  post  some  fatal  news  shall  tell, 

God  send  my  Cornish  friends  are  well  !*  Gaj/,  JFahle  17.. 

Force  first  made  conauest,  and  that  conquest  law, 

Till  Superstition  taugnt  the  tyrant  awe. 

Then  snar'd  the  tyranny,  then  lent  it  aid, 

And  gods  of  con^u'rors,  slaves  of  subjects  made  : 

She,  midst  the  lightning's  blaze  and  thunders  sound, 

When  rock'd  the  mountains,  and  when  groan'd  the  ground. 
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SXf¥EBJVrmOV-— continued. 

She  taught  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray 
To  power  unseen,  and  mightier  far  than  they : 
She,  from  the  rending  earth  and  bursting  skies, 
Saw  gods  descend,  and  fiends  infernal  rise ; 
Here  fix'd  the  dreadful,  there  the  blest  abodes ; 
Fear  made  her  deyiLs,  and  weak  hope  her  gods. 

Fope,  E.  M.  in.  245. 
England  a  fortune-telling  host, 
As  numerous  as  the  stars  could  boast,— 
Matrons,  who  toss  the  cup,  and  see 
The  grounds  of  fate  in  grounds  of  tea.  Ckurehill,  Ghost,  1.115. 

I  have  led 
A  life  too  stirring  for  those  vf^e  beliefs 
That  superstition  builds  in  sohtude.  X.  E.  Landon. 

Superstition  must  throw  off  religion's  disguise ; 
For  men,  now  enlightened,  not  darkling  like  owls. 
While  they  reverence  priests  who  are  holy  and  wise. 
Will  no  longer  be  hooawink'd  by  cassocks  or  cowls. 

Horace  Smith,  Quarrel  of  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charit^f. 

"Lis  a  history 
Handed  from  ages  down ;  a  nurse's  tafe— 
Which  children,  opcn-ej'd  and  mouth'd,  devour ; 
And  thus  as  garrulous  ignorance  relates, 
We  learn  it  and  belicTe.  Southey,  Tkalaha,  iv. 

What  a  reasonless  machine 
Can  superstition  make  the  reas'ner  man !     Miller,  Mahomet. 

STTPPLEHSSS — see  Deceit,  Eypoerisy,  Obsequioasness,  Sycophaney. 

How  hard  for  real  worth  to  gain  its  price : 

A  man  shall  make  his  fortune  in  a  tnce, 

If  blest  with  pliant,  though  but  slender  sense, 

Feign'd  modesty,  and  retd  impudence. 

A  supple  knee,  smooth  tongue,  an  easy  grace, 

A  curse  within,  a  snuleupon  his  face,  xoung,  L.  ofF.  tii.  256. 

BUitFEiT--M»  Sxoeis,  Gluttony,  Satiety. 
As  surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast, 
So  every  scope,  by  the  immoderate  use, 
Turns  to  restraint.  8h.  M.for  M,  i.  3. 

They  surfeited  with  honey  :  and  began 

To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much.    Sh.  Hen,  ir.  i.  3, 2. 
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STJBPBI8E — ue  Amaiement,  Aitoniibme&t. 
The  things,  we  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rare, 
But  wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there.  Fope^  Bp.  to  Arh. 

The  handsome  bar-maids  stare,  as  mute  as  fishes  ; 

And  sallow  waiters,  frightened,  drop  their  dishes  !  P.  Pindar, 

Were  his  eyes  open  P    Yes,  and  his  month  too ; — 
Surprise  has  this  effect,  to  make  one  dumb, 
Yet  leave  the  gate,  which  eloquence  slips  through. 
As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  come.  Bjfran,  D.  J 

STTSPEKSE — wee  Crime. 

For  thee  the  fates,  severely  kind,  ordain 

A  cool  suspense,  from  pleasure  or  from  pain.  Pope. 

BTTSPICIOK^Mff  Ckmsdtnoe,  Jealousy,  Love. 
See,  what  a  ready  tongue  suspicion  hath  I 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing  be  would  not  know, 
Hath,  by  instinct,  knowledge  from  others'  eyes. 
That  what  he  feared  is  chanced.  8h,  JZ.  Xr.  2, 1. 1. 

He  that  will  live  of  all  cares  dispossessed, 
Must  shun  the  bad,  aye,  and  suspect  the  best. 

Herrich,  Aph.  245. 
I  would  not  wrong 
Virtue,  so  tried,  by  the  least  shade  of  doubt  * 
Undue  suspicion  is  more  abject  baseness 
Even  than  the  guilt  suspected.  Aaron  Mill, 

Suspicion  is  a  heavy  armour,  and 

Witn  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  it  protects. 

B^ron,  Werner, 
Suspect ! — ^that's  a  spy's  office.    Oh  !  we  lose 
Ten  thousand  precious  moments  in  vain  words, 
Ajid  vainer  fears.  Byron^  Sardanapaltts,  ii. 

And  shall  we  all  condemn  and  all  distrust. 
Because  some  men  are  false  and  some  unjust  ? 
Forbid  it  heaven  ;  for  better  'twere  to  be 
Duped  of  the  fond  impossibility — 
Of  light  and  radiance  which  sleep's  visions  gave, 
Than  thus  to  live  suspicion's  bitter  slave.  Mrs,  Norton, 

SWALLOW. 

When  Autunm  scatters  hib  departing  gleams, 
Warned  of  approaching  Winter,  gathered,  play 
The  swallow-people ;  and  tossed  wide  around 
O'er  the  calm  skv,  in  convolution  swift. 
The  feathered  eddy  floats  ;  rejoicing  once^ 
Ere  to  their  wintry  slumbers  they  retire,  l^mson,  Aut.  83^1, 
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swAirs. 

The  swan  with  arched  neck 
Between  her  white  wings  mantling  proudly,  rows 
Her  state  with  oary  feet.  MiUon,  P.  Z.  th.  438. 

The  statelj-sailine  swan 
Gives  oat  his  snowr  plumase  to  the  gale  ; 
And,  arching  prond  his  neck,  with  oarj  feet 
Bears  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  osier  isle. 
Protective  of  his  young.  Thomson,  9pnmg,  T7o. 

BWEAEIHO— nM#  Boasting,  Oaths. 
When  perjury,  that  heaven-  defying  vice. 
Sells  oaths  by  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price, 
Stamps  God  s  own  name  upon  a  lie  just  made, 
To  turn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade.  Cowper,  Table  Tali,  421. 

What  follows  next,  let  cities  of  g^eat  name. 

And  regions  long  since  desolate  proclaim. 

And  hast  thou  sworn,  on  every  slight  pretonee. 

Till  neijuries  are  common  as  bad  pence, 

Whue  thousands,  careless  of  the  damning  sin. 

Kiss  the  book's  outside  who  ne'er  look  within  ?  Ih.S^p,  380. 

Take  not  His  name,  who  made  thy  tongue,  in  vain  ; 

It  gets  thee  nothing,  and  hath  no  excuse.  SerbertfCkureA  P. 

SWEET  BBIAB. 

From  this  bleeding  hand  of  mine, 

Take  this  sprig  of  eglantine ; 

Which,  thouf  h  sweet  unto  your  smell. 

Yet,  the  firetful  briar  will  tell, 

He  who  plucks  the  sweets  shall  prove 

Many  thorns  to  be  in  love.  Merrick,  Amatory  Ode,  li. 

8WEETHE88. 

Things  sweet  to  taste  prove  in  digestion  sour.  Sh^  R.  ii.  i.  3. 

Tour  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees. 
And  leave  them  honeyless.  Sh.  Jul.  C,  y.  1. 

Sweets  to  tiie  sweet ;  farewell.  8h,  Ham,  v.  L 

Your  words  are  like  the  notes  of  dying  swans— 

Too  sweet  to  last.  Dryden. 

How  sweet  must  be  the  lips  that  guard  that  tongue ! 

Farquhar,  ConHami  Oouple,  iii. 
SWIFIEE88. 

I  go,  I  go,  look  how  I  go ; 

Swi^r  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow.  8h.  Mid.  N*  m.  2. 

B  B  2 
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SWnCXnrO— «M  shipwreck. 
Cheer'd  bj  the  milder  beam,  the  sprightly  youth 
Speeds  to  the  well-known  pool,  whose  crystal  depth 
A  sandy  bottom  shows.    Awhile  he  stands 
Gazing  th'  inverted  landscape,  half  afraid 
To  meditate  the  blue  profound  below  ; 
Then  plunges  headlong  down  the  circling  flood. 
His  ebon  tresses  and  his  rosy  cheek 
Instant  emerge  ;  and  through  tli'  obedient  wave. 
At  each  short  breathing  by  his  lip  repell'd, 
With  arms  and  legs  according  well,  he  makes. 
As  humour  leads,  an  easy  winding  path  ; 
While,  from  his  polish'd  sides,  a  dewy  light 
Effuses  on  the  pleas'd  spectators  round.  Thomson,  Sum.  1243. 

There  was  one  did  battle  with  the  storm 

With  careless,  desperate  force ;  full  many  times 

His  life  was  won  and  lost,  as  thou<>[li  he  recked  not — 

Ko  hand  did  aid  him,  and  he  aided  none — 

Alone  he  breasted  the  broad  wave,  alono 

That  man  was  saved.  Maiurin,  Bertram,  i.  3. 

How  many  a  time  have  I 
Cloven  with  arm  still  lustier,  breast  more  daring, 
The  wave  all  roughen'd  ;  with  a  swimmer's  stroke 
Fling  the  billows  back  from  my  drench'd  hair. 
And  laughing  from  my  lip  the  audacious  brine. 
Which  kiss'd  it  like  a  wine-cup,  rising  o'er 
The  waves  as  they  rose,  and  prouder  still 
The  loftier  they  uplifted  me.  B^ron,  Ttoo  Foseari,  1. 1. 

8WI88  ALPS. 

No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array. 
But  winter  lingering  chills  the  lap  of  May  ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  sues  the  mountain's  breast 
But  meteors  glare,  and  stormy  glooms  invest. 

Goldsmith,  Traveller^  172. 

STCOPHAHTS,   BTCOPHAKCT— «<^^  Courtiers,   Obtequionsnen,  lixie- 
serving. 

You  are  meek,  and  humblc-mouth*d  ; 

You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  seeming. 

With  meekness  and  humility :  but  your  heart 

Is  cramm'd  with  arrogances  spleen,  and  pride. 

Sh.  R.  YUh  n.  4. 

See  how  he  sets  his  countenance  for  deceit. 

And  promises  a  lie  before  he  speaks.  Drjfden^ 
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SfMJPATHT— «M  KindntM,  Love,  Xnaie,  Katort,  BeniibUitj. 
How  much  better  it  is  to  weep  at  joj 

Than  to  joy  at  weeping.  Sh.  M,  Ado,  1. 1. 

What  mj  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  shall  say. 

Thou  hast  giren  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 

A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul. 

If  sympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts.    Sh.  Hen.  ri.  2. 1. 1. 

The  eye  that  will  not  weep  another's  sorrow. 

Should  boast  no  gentler  brightness  than  Uie  glare 

That  reddens  in  uie  eyeball  of  the  wolf.  Mcusinger, 

Like  will  to  like ;  each  creature  lores  his  kind. 
Chaste  words  proceed  still  from  a  bashful  mind. 

Merrick^  Aph,  293. 
Oh!  who  the  exquisite  delights  can  tell, 
The  joy  which  mutual  confidence  imparts  P 
Or  who  can  paint  the  charm  unspeakabloy 
Which  links  in  tender  bands  two  faithful  hearts  P 

Mrs.  Tighe,  Psyche. 
There's  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy : 
'Tis  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face^ 
Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh. 
And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace.    Byron,  D.  J. 

There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 

We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines— 

Involuntary  sparks  of  thought, 

Which  struce  from  out  the  Iieart  overwrought. 

And  form  a  strange  intelligence, 

Alike  mysterious  and  intense. 

Which  Hnk  the  burning  chain  that  binds 

Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and  minds ; 

Conveying  as  the  electric  wire. 

We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire.  Ih.  ilazeppa,  vi.  234. 

Oh !  ask  not,  hope  not,  thou  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below : 

Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  same  fountain  flow  : 

Few — and  by  still  conflicting  powers 

Forbidden  here  to  meet — 

Such  ties  would  make  this  life  of  ours 

Too  fair  for  ought  so  fleet.  Mrs.  Hemans. 

Close  as  the  fondest  links  could  strain. 

Turned  with  my  very  heart  he  grew, 

And  by  that  fate  which  breaks  the  chain. 

The  heart  is  almost  broken  too.       T.  Moore,  Juvenile  Poems* 
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STXFATHT — cmtmued. 
Our  hearts,  mj  love,  were  form'd  to  be 
The  genuine  twins  of  Bjmpathj, 
Thej  lire  in  one  sensation  : 
In  joy  or  grief,  but  most  in  love, 
Like  chords  in  unison  they  more. 
And  thrill  with  like  Tibration.    21  Moore,  ^wtpaihtft  ^o  Julia, 

"Whose  hearts  in  eyeir  thouj^ht  are  one, 

Whose  voices  utter  the  same  wilh. 

Answering,  as  echo  doth  some  tone 

Of  fairy  music  'mong  the  hills. 

So  like  itself  we  seek  in  vain 

Which  is  the  echo^  which  the  strain.    lb.  Loves  of  the  Jm^eh, 

How  bless'd  the  heart  that  has  a  friend 

A  sympathising  ear  to  lend 

To  troubles  too  great  to  smother  P 

For  as  ale  and  porter,  when  flat,  are  restor'd 

Till  a  sparkling  babbling  head  they  afford, 

80  sorrow  is  cheer'd  by  being  pour'd 

From  one  ressel  into  another.  ffood.  Mite  Kilmuneegg, 

A  knight  and  a  lady  once  met  in  a  grore. 

While  each  was  in  quest  of  a  fugitive  love  ; 

A  river  ran  mournfully  murmuring  by, 

And  they  wept  in  its  waters  for  sympatiiy. 

'*  Oh,  never  was  knight  such  a  sorrow  that  bon, 

"  Oh,  never  was  maid  so  deserted  before." 

''  From  life  and  its  woes  let  us  instantly  fly. 

And  jump  in  together  for  sympathy !" 

At  length  spoke  the  lass,  'twist  a  smile  and  &  tear; 

"  The  weather  is  cold  for  a  watery  bier. 

When  the  summer  returns,  we  may  easily  die  ; 

Till  then  let  us  sorrow  in  sympathy.'^  Meguudd  Heler. 

I  know  thee  not — and  yet  our  spirits  seem 

Together  link'd  by  sympathy  and  love, 

And,  like  the  mingled  waters  of  a  stream, 

Our  thoughts  and  fancies  all  united  rove.   Mrt*  Welby^  {Am,) 

snroDS. 

Synods  are  mystical  bear-gardens. 

Where  elders,  deputies,  church-wardens, 

And  other  members  of  the  court. 

Manage  the  Babylonish  sport.  Butler,  Sud,  x.  tit.  1095. 

Synods  are  whelps  o'  th'  Inquisition, 

A  mongrel  breea  of  like  pernitioa.  Butler,  Mad.  i.  m.  1151. 
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tahobs. 

O  monstrous  arrogance  !  thou  licst 

Thou  thread,  thou  thimble, 

Thou  yard,  tiiree-quarters,  half-jard,  quarter,  nail. 

Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter-cricket,  thou : — 

Bray'd  in  mine  own  house  with  a  skein  of  thread ! 

Away  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant ; 

Or  I  shall  so  be-mete  thee  witii  thy  yard, 

As  thou  shalt  think  on  prating  whilst  thou  liy'st ! 

8h.  Tarn.  S.  if.  3. 
TAXJS— Mf  Aft4miihm«nt,  Fear,  Life,  Story. 
This  act  is  an  ancient  tale  new  told ; 
And,  in  the  last  repeating,  troublesome, 
Being  urged  at  a  tune  unreasonable.  8h,  K,  John,  nr.  2. 

An  honest  tale  speeds  best,  being  plainly  told.  Sk.  M.  izi.wA, 

They  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 

Of  horrid  apparition,  tall  and  ghostly. 

That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  stand 

O'er  some  new-open'd  graye,  and,  (strange  to  tell,) 

Eyanishes  at  crowing  of  the  cock.  Blair ^  Grave^  67. 

TALEFCS. 

Talents  angel-bright. 
If  wanting  worth,  are  shining  instruments 
In  false  ambition's  hand,  to  finish  faults 
Illustrious,  and  giye  infamy  renown.       Yo%ng,  N,  T.  n.  273. 

XAUAComrs. 

So  learned  Taliaootius,  from 
The  brawny  part  of  porter's  bum. 
Cut  supplemental  noses,  which 
Would  hist  as  long  as  parent  breech : 
But  when  the  date  of  Nock  was  out. 

Off  dropt  the  sympathetic  snout.  BiUlery  Hud.  i.  281. 

TALXniG— 4M  Boasting,  Bores,  Eloquence,  Tedionsness,  Words. 
You  cram  these  words  into  mine  ears,  against 
The  stomach  of  my  sense.  Sh,  Temp,  ii.  1. 

The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 

An  army  of  good  words :  and  I  do  know 

A  many  fools  that  stand  in  better  place, 

Gramish'd  like  him,  that  for  a  tricksy  word 

Defy  the  matter.  Sh.  M.  of  Ven.  in.  5. 

He  giyes  the  bastinado  with  his  tongue  ; 

Our  ears  are  cudgel'd ;  not  a  word  of  his, 

But  buffets  better  than  a  flst  of  France  : 

Zounds !  I  was  neyer  so  bethump'd  with  words. 

Since  I  first  called  my  brother's  father,  dad.  Sh.  K.  John,  ii.  2. 
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lALKXSO— continued, 

Whj,  what  a  wasp-stnnff  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thoa,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood ; 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own ! 

Sh.  H.  VI.  part  1.  i.  3. 
We  will  not  stand  to  prate. 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  assured 
We  go  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues.  Sh.  Sic.  ill.  i.  3. 

I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  Theban  : — 

What  is  your  study  P  Sh.  Lear,  in.  4. 

But  words  are  words  ;  I  never  yet  did  hear. 

That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 

Sh.  0th.  I.  3. 
But  still  his  tongue  ran  on,  the  less 
Of  weight  it  bore,  with  greater  ease ; 
And  with  its  everlasting  clack, 
Set  all  men's  ears  upon  the  rack.         Butler,  Hud.  3,  ii.  443. 

What  you  keep  by  you,  you  may  change  and  mend ; 

But  words  once  spoken  can  never  be  recall'd.       Sascommou. 

My  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein, 

For  who  talks  much  must  talk  in  vain  ; 

We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly ; 

Who  listens  to  the  chatt'ring  pye.  Gay,  Fcible,  Introduction. 

On  folly's  lips  eternal  tattlings  dwell ; 

Wisdom  speaks  little,  but  that  little  well. 

So  lengthening  shades  the  sun's  decb'ne  betray, 

\nd  shorter  shadows  mark  meridian  day.  S.  Bithop. 

Words  leam'd  by  rote,  a  parrot  may  rehearse. 
But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 
Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine. 
The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign.  Cowper^  Conversation. 
TALLNE88. 

She,  in  sooth, 
Possess'd  an  air  and  grace  by  no  means  common  ; 
Her  stature  tall — I  hate  a  dumpy  woman.  Byron,  D.  J.  i.  61. 

TAKFEBnre. 

"  At  once  all  law  all  settlement  control. 
And  mend  the  parts  by  ruin  of  the  whole ; 
The  tamperini^  world  is  subject  to  this  curse 
To  physic  their  disease  into  a  worse." 

Quoted  hy  Mr.  Lowe  on  the  Reform  Bill,  June  Ist,  1866. 
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TA880. 

Tasso  is  their  glory  and  their  shame. 

Hark  to  his  strain !  and  then  sorrey  his  cell ! 

And  see  how  dearly  eam'd  Torquato's  fame. 

And  where  Alfonso  bade  his  poet  dwell : 

The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 

The  insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  blend 

With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 

Where  he  had  plimged  it.    Glory  without  end 

8catter'd  the  clouds  away ;  and  on  that  name  attend. 

Byron,  Ch.  H.  it.  36.. 

Peace  to  Torquato's  injured  shade  !  'twas  his 

In  life  and  death  to  be  the  mark  where  wrong 

Aim'd  with  her  poison 'd  arrows, — but  to  miss. 

Oh,  yictor  imsurpass'd  in  modem  song ! 

Each  jear  brings  forth  its  millions ;  but  how  long 

The  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on, 

And  not  the  whole  combin'd  and  countless  throng 

Compose  a  mind  like  thine  P  though  all  in  one 

Condens'd  their  scatter'd  rays,  they  would  not  form  a  sun. 

Byron,  Ch.  H.  iv.  39. 
TA8TE. 
They  nerer  taste  who  always  drink  ; 
They  always  talk  who  never  think. 

I*rior,  On  apcuMage  in  the  Scaligeriana.. 

Talk  what  you  will  of  taste,  mj  friend,  you'll  find 

Two  of  a  face  as  soon  as  of  a  nund.  Pope,  Im.  ofHor.  2,  ii.  268 . 

For  what  has  Yirro  painted,  built,  and  planted  ? 
Only  to  show  how  many  tastes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Visto's  ill-got  wealth  to  waste  P 
Some  demon  whispered,  "  Visto !  hare  a  taste." 

Bope,  M,  E.  IT.  13. 
Good  natlTe  taste,  though  rude,  is  seldom  wrong. 
Be  it  in  music,  painting,  or  in  song ; 
But  this,  as  welt  as  other  faculties. 
Improves  with  age  and  ripens  by  degrees. 

Armetronfff  Tasie,  26.. 

'Tis  chiefly  taste,  or  blunt,  or  gross  or  fine. 
Makes  life  insipid,  bestial,  or  diTine ; 
Better  be  bom  with  taste  to  little  rent, 
Tlian  the  duU  monarch  of  a  continent ; 
Without  this  bounty  which  the  gods  bestow. 
Can  Fortune  make  one  favourite  happy  P    No. 

Amutrong,  Benevolencef,4S^ 
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-TATTLESS. 

Beware  of  tattlers ;  keep  your  ear 

Close  stopt  against  the  tales  they  bear, 

Fruits  of  their  own  indention ; 

The  separation  of  chief  friends 

Jb  what  their  kindness  most  intends ; 

Their  sport  is  your  dissension.  Cowper,  Friendihip,  16. 

TAYEBHS. 

Souls  of  poets  dead  and  gone, 

What  elvsium  have  ye  known, 

Happy  field  or  mossy  cavern, 

Choicer  than  the  Mermaid  tavern  P  KeaU,  Mtmudd  Taoern, 

Would  you  have  each  blessing  full. 

Hither  ny  and  live  with  Bull, 

Feast  for  body,  feast  for  mind, 

Best  of  welcome,  taste  refin'd. 

Bull  does  nothing  here  by  halves. 

All  other  landlords  are  but  calves. 

Lord  Erskine,  N,  Q.  Sep,  Sih,  1866. 
TAXATIOF,  TAXES. 

These  exactions 

Whereof  my  sovereign  would  have  note,  they  are 

Most  pestilent  to  th'  hearing ;  and,  to  bear  'em 

The  back  is  sacrifice  to  th'  load.  8h.  JS",  Fizr.  xi.  1. 

By  heaven,  I  had^  rather  coin  my  heart, 

And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 

From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash. 

By  any  indirection.  Sh.  Jul.  C.  it.  3. 

In  things  a  moderation  keep  ; 

Kings  ought  to  shear,  not  skin  their  sheep.  HJerrii9k,Apk,V^. 

What  is't  to  us  if  taxes  rise  or  fall  ? 

Thanks  to  our  fortune,  we  pay  none  at  all.  ChurehiU,  Ni.  263. 
TEA. 

The  gentle  fair  on  nervous  tea  relies. 

Whilst  gay  good-nature  sparkles  in  her  eyes ; 

An  inoffensive  scandal  fluttering  round. 

Too  rough  to  tickle,  and  too  light  to  wound.  Crabhe,  Inebrieiy. 
TEACHES8,  TEAGHnTO— m0  Education. 

I  have  laboured, 

And  with  no  little  study,  that  my  teaching 

And  the  strong  course  of  my  authority. 

May  go  one  way.  8k.  S.  TDX.  S. 

Teachers  men  honour,  learners  they  allure ; 

But  learners  teaching,  of  contempt  are  sure. 

Orabbe,  Learned  Bof. 
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TEASB—ue  Affactimii  Grief,  Love,  Fetitioni,  Weeping. 

The  big  Toand  tears 
Cours'd  one  anotiher  down  his  iimooeiit  nose 
In  piteous  chase.  8k,  Am  Y.  X.  ix.  1. 

What's  the  matter. 
That  this  distemper'd  messenger  of  wet. 
The  many  ooloojKd  Iris,  rounds  thine  eye.  8k.  MPs  W.  i.  3. 

I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  sex 

Commonly  are ;  the  want  of  which  vain  dew, 

Perchsnce  shall  dry  your  pities  :  but  I  hare 

That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  bums 

Worse  than  tears  drown.  Sh.  WhU.  T.  n.  1. 

Trust  not  those  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes. 

For  Tillany  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 

And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 

Like  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocency.       8h,  K,  John,  it.  3. 

Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew. 

That  silverly  doth  progress  on  thy  cheeks  ; 

My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears. 

Being  an  ordinary  inundation ; 

But  uiis  effusion  of  such  manly  drops, 

This  shower,  blown  up  by  tempest  of  the  soul, 

Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 

Than  had  1  seen  the  vaulted  top  of  heaven 

Figur'd  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors.     Sh»  K.  John,  y.  2. 

The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 

Those  waters  from  me  which  I  would  have  stopp'd  ; 

But  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me. 

But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes. 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears.  8L  JBL  r.  it.  6. 

To  weep,  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears,  th^i,  for  babes  ;  blows  and  revenge  for  me  ! 

8h.  U.  vi.  3,  II.  1. 
What  I  should  say. 
My  tears  gainsay :  for  every  word  I  speak, 
Te  see,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes.  Ih,  3.  v.  4. 

Those  eyes  of  thine  Arom  mine  have  drvwn  salt  tears, 
Sham'd  their  aspects  with  store  of  childish  drops. 

Sk.  Blc.  m.  I.  2. 

I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  single  tear 

In  all  my  miseries ;  but  thou  hast  forc'd  me, 

Out  of  tny  honest  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 

Sk,  S.  VMi.  III.  2. 
fie  has  strangled  his  language  in  his  tears.  lb.  v.  1. 


n 


620  TXABS. 

TEAB8 — continued. 

Touch  me  with  nohle  anger  ! 
O,  let  not  woman's  weapons,  water-drops, 
Stain  my  man's  cheek !  Sh,  Lear,  xi.  4- 

Patience  and  sorrow  strore, 
Which  should  express  her  goodliest.    You  hare  seen 
Sunshine  and  rain  at  once :  those  happj  smiles 
That  plaj'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  seem'd  not  to  know 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes  ;  which  parted  thence, 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropp'd.  Sh.  Lear,  iv.  3. 

Then  fresh  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  honey-dew 
Upon  a  gathered  lily  almost  wither'd.  8h.  Tit,  And^ 

Yenus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  tears.  8h,  Bom,  it.  1. 

'  O  father,  what  a  hell  of  witchcrafl  lies 

In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear ! 

But  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes, 

What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear?  Sh .  Lover* m  Comp,  42. 

Heav'n,  that  knows 
The  weakness  of  our  natures,  will  forgive, 
^ay,  must  applaud  love's  debt,  when  decent  paid : 
Nor  can  the  oravest  mortal  blame  the  tear 
Which  glitters  on  the  bier  of  fallen  worth.  Shirley,  Parricide, 

She  by  the  river  sat,  and  sitting  there, 

She  wept,  and  made  it  deeper  by  a  tear.  JSerrick,  Anacr.  332. 

Thrice  he  assay 'd,  and  thrice  in  spite  of  scorn, 

Tears,  such  as  angels  weep,  burst  forth.  Milton^  P.  L.  i.  619. 

And  sorrow  too  finds  some  relief. 

In  tears  which  wait  upon  our  grief.  Waller, 

There's  not  a  tear  that  falls  from  those  dear  eyes, 

But  makes  my  heart  weep  blood.  Lee,  Mithridaies, 

Believe  these  tears,  which  from  my  wounded  heart, 

Bleed  at  my  eyes.  Dryden,  Spanish  Friar^ 

Thy  tears  are  no  reproach : 
Tears  ofl  look  graceful  on  the  manly  cheek  ; 
The  cruel  cannot  weep.    Lo,  friendship's  eye 
Gives  thee  the  drop  it  would  refuse  itself. 

Thomeon^  Sophonieba,  v.  1. 
Of  nature's  tears 
I  would  i^ot  rob  thee  :  they  invigorate  virtue. 
Soften  at  once  and  fortify  the  heart ; 
But  when  they  rise  to  speak  this  desperate  language, 
They  then  grow  tears  or  weakness.  Thomson,  Md,  4*  ^^*  ^^*  ^ 
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TEASM— continued. 

Hide  not  thy  tears  ;  weep  boldly  and  be  proud 

To  gire  the  flowing  virtue  manly  way  : 

'Tis  nature's  mark  to  know  an  honest  heart  by. 

4Shame  on  those  breasts  of  stone  that  cannot  melt 

In  soft  adoption  of  another's  sorrow.         Aaron  JERll,  Alzira. 

See  the  tide  working  upward  to  his  eye, 

And  stealing  from  him  m  large  silent  drops, 

Without  his  leave.  Young,  JSusiris. 

The  eye,  that  will  not  weep  another's  sorrow, 

Should  boast  no  gentler  bnehtness  than  the  glare. 

That  reddens  in  the  eye-bau  of  the  wolf.        Mason,  Elfrida. 

No  radiant  pearl,  which  crested  fortune  wears, 

No  gem,  that  twinkling  hangs  from  beauty's  ears  : 

Not  the  bright  stars,  which  night's  blue  arch  adorn  ; 

Nor  rising  sun,  that  gilds  the  vernal  mom  ; 

Shine  with  such  lustre  as  the  tear,  that  flows 

Down  virtue's  manly  cheek  for  other's  woes.  Dartpin, 

The  tear  down  childhood's  cheek  that  flows, 

Is  like  the  dewdrop  on  the  rose  ; 

When  next  the  summer  breeze  comes  by. 

And  waves  the  bush,  the  flower  is  dry.  Scott.  Bokeby,  it.  11. 

A  child  will  weep  at  a  bramble's  smart, 

A  maid  to  see  her  sparrow  part, 

A  stripling  for  a  woman's  heart : 

But  woe  awaits  a  country,  when 

•She  sees  the  tears  of.  bearded  men.      Scott,  Marmion,  v.  16. 

So  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  eye, 

Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry ; 

So  sweet  the  blush  of  bashfulness, 

£v'n  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less.      Bi/ron,  Bride  of  Ah.  I.  8. 

What  gem  hath  dropp'd  and  sparkles  o'er  his  chain  ? 
The  tear  most  sacred,  shed  for  other's  pain. 
That  starts  at  once — ^bright — ^pure — from  pity's  mine. 
Already  polished  by  the  hand  divine  !  Byron,  Cyrsair,  ii.  15. 

Oh !  too  convincing — dangerously  dear — 

In  woman's  eye  the  unanswerable  tear ! 

That  weapon  of  her  weakness  she  can  wield. 

To  save,  subdue — at  once  her  spear  and  shield ; 

Avoid  it — virtue  ebbs  and  wisdom  errs. 

Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers  ! 

What  lost  a  world,  and  made  a  hero  fly  P 

The  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye.        Byron,  Corsair,  ii.  19. 
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TRAJBtS^eontinued, 
None  are.  so  desolate  but  somethiBg  dear, 
Dearer  than  self,  possesses  or  possessed 
A  thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear. 

Byron,  CL  H.  u.  %L 

She  was  a  good  deal  shock*d ;  not  shook'd  at  tears. 

For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking ; 

Bat  there  is  something  when  man's  e^e  appears 

Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking.  Byron,  D,  J,  v.  118. 

Hide  thy  tears — 
I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them — 'twere 
Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  heart- 
But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  thej  unman  me. 

Bjfron,  Sardanapalu9, 
I  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear. 
As  something  welcome,  new  and  dear, 
I  wish'd  it  then,  1  wish  it  still, 
Despair  is  stronger  than  my  will.  Bj/ron,  Giaoui\ 

When  friendship  or  love  our  sympathies  move. 

When  truth  in  a  glance  should  appear. 

The  lips  may  beguile  with  a  dimple  or  smile. 

But  the  test  of  fmfection's  a  tear.  Bjfron,  The  Tear, 

May  no  marble  bestow  the  splendour  of  woe, 

Wmch  the  children  of  vanity  rear ; 

No  fiction  of  fame  shall  blazon  my  name. 

All  I  ask— all  I  wish — ^is  a  tear.  Byron,  The  Tear. 

Oh  I  those  are  tears  of  bitterness. 

Wrung  from  the  breaking  heart, 

When  two,  blest  in  their  tenderness. 

Must  learn  to  liye  apart !  Z.  JS.  Landon. 

Beauty's  tears  are  loTclier  than  her  smile.  Campbells 

To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  give 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 

WbrdsiDortk,  IntimcUione  of  ImtnortaUiff  t  11* 

The  tear  tbat  is  shed,  though  in  secret  it  roll. 

Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  my  soul.  T,  Mtore. 

Tears  such  as  tender  fathers  shed 

Warm  from  my  aged  eyes  descend. 

For  joy,  to  think,  when  I  am  dead. 

My  son  will  have  mankind  his  friend.  Ejtndel,  Song^ 
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TEKBS-^continued, 

Tears,  idle  tears,  I  know  not  what  thej  mean, 

Tears  from  the  depth  of  some  diyine  despair 

S.ise  in  the  heart,  to  gather  in  the  eyes, 

lu  looking  on  the  happj  autumn  fields, 

And  thinking  of  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

Tent^son,  Hke  PrincetM^  TV, 

The  smile  that  illumines  the  features  of  beauty, 

When  kindled  by  rirtue,  alluring  appears  ; 

But  smiles,  tho'  alluring,  no  magic  can  borrow, 

To  vie  with  the  softness  of  beauty  in  tears. 

The  smiles  that  are  sweetest  are  often  deceiring ; 

Too  often  a  mask  which  the  cold  hearted  wears  ; 

But  a  tear  is  the  holiest  offspring  of  feeling. 

And  monarchs  are  weak  before  beauty  in  tears.  MS. 

TEBIOUSHESa^-Mf  Talking. 

Sometimes  an  author,  fond  of  his  own  thought. 

Pursues  its  object  tiU  'tis  over-wrought : 

If  he  describes  a  house,  he  shows  the  face. 

And  after,  walks  you  round  from  place  to  place  ; 

Here  is  a  vista,  there  the  doors  unfold. 

Balconies  here  are  ballustred  with  gold  ; 

Then  counts  the  rounds  and  ovals  in  the  halls. 

The  festoons,  friezes,  and  the  astragals  : 

Tired  with  his  tedious  pomp,  away  I  run. 

And  skip  o'er  twenty  pages  te  be  gone. 

Dry  den.  Art  ofJPoelry,  i.  49. 

TEETH. 

Some  ask'd  how  pearls  did  grow,  and  where  P 

Then  spoke  I  to  my  girl. 

To  part  her  lips,  and  shew  me  there 

The  qnarrelets  of  pearl.  Serrick,  Amatory  Odes,  51, 

Kate's  teeth  are  black  ;  white  lately  Bell's  are  grown  : 

Bell  buys  her  teeth,  and  Kate  still  Keeps  her  own. 

Martial,  (Hodgson),  v.  43. 

TELEOBAPH. 

O  star-eyed  science !  hast  thou  wander'd  there. 

To  waft  us  home  the  message  of  despair  P 

Campbell,  Pleasures  qf  Hope,  II.  325. 

The  electric  chain,  whose  mystic  girth. 

Makes  distance  but  a  span ; 

And  science  covering  all  the  earth 

With  benefits  for  man ; 

And  countless  triumphs  to  be  bora. 

In  the  new  dawning  of  the  mom. 

Charles  Machay,  to  Qk^vr  Victoria,  Stanza  12. 
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TEMFEB— M«  DUoretion. 
Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  cars  ? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  P 
Have  I  not  heard  the  sea,  puff'd  np  with  wind, 
Kage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  sweat  P 
Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field, 
And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  ? 
Hare  I  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 
Loud  'larums,  neighing  steeds,  and  trumpets  clang  P 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue  P    Sh.  Tarn,  S,  ii.  2. 

Oh !  blest  with  temper,  whose  unclouded  ray 

Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day.  Pope,  M.  JS.  ii.  257. 

8ome  fretful  tempers  wince  at  every  touch. 

You  always  do  too  little,  or  too  much.  Cotoper, 

Of  all  bad  things  by  which  mankind  are  curs'd. 

Their  own  bad  tempers  surely  are  the  worst. 

CumberlofuTs  Menander, 
TEMPEBAKCE— 4M  Abstinenoe,  Old  Age,  Water. 

Philosophy,  religious  solitude 

And  labour  wait  on  temperance ;  in  these 

Desire  is  bounded :  they  instruct  the  mind's 

And  body's  action.  Nabh,  Microuosmv* 

If  all  the  world 
Should,  in  a  pet  of  temperance,  feed  on  pulse, 
Drink  the  clear  stream,  and  nothing  wear  but  frieze, 
The  AU-giver  would  be  unthank'd,  would  be  unprais'd  ; 
Kot  half  his  riches  known,  and  yet  despis'd ; 
And  we  should  serve  him  as  a  grudging  master. 
As  a  penurious  niggard  of  his  wealth  ; 
And  Bve  like  nature's  bastards,  not  her  sons. 

Milton,  Qmui,  720. 
Impostor !  do  not  charge  most  innocent  nature 
As  if  she  would  her  children  should  be  riotous 
With  her  abundance ;  she,  good  cateress. 
Means  her  provision  only  to  the  good. 
That  live  according  to  her  sober  laws. 
And  holy  dictates  of  spare  temperance. '  Milton,  Com  us,  761. 

K  thou  well  observe 
The  rule  of '  not  too  much,'  by  temperance  taught 
In  what  thou  eat'st  and  drink'st,  seeking  from  thence 
Due  nourishment,  not  gluttonous  delight, 
Till  many  years  over  tuy  head  return ; 
So  mayst  thou  live,  till,  like  ripe  fruit,  thou  drop 
Into  thy  mother's  lap,  or  be  with  ease 
Grather  d,  not  harshly  pluck'd,  in  death  mature.  lb.  P.  X.  5901 
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\ — coniintud. 

Temperate  in  every  place,— abroad,  at  home, 

Thence  will  applause,  and  hence  will  profit  come ; 

And  health  from  either  he  in  time  prepares 

For  sickness,  age,  and  their  attendant  cares. 

Crabhe,  The  Borough. 

TEMPESTS— 400  Btorms,  Thunder. 

Suddeine  they  see  from  midst  of  all  the  maine 

The  surging  waters  like  a  mountain  rise. 

And  the  great  sea,  puft  up  with  proud  disdaine. 

To  swell  above  the  measure  of  his  fpise, 

As  threatning  to  devoure  all  that  his  powre  despise. 

Spenser,  Fairy  Queen^  xii.  21. 

The  southern  wind 

Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes ; 

And,  by  nis  hollow  whistling  in  the  leaves. 

Foretells  a  tempest,  and  a  blustering  day. 

Sh.  H.  ir,  part  1,  v.  i. 

I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 

Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks  ;  and  I  have  seen 

The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  rage,  and  foam, 

To  be  exalted  with  the  threat 'ning  clouds  ; 

But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 

Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire.       Sh,  Jul.  C.  i.  3. 

Look  from  the  turbid  south 
What  floods  of  flame  in  red  diflusion  burst. 
Frequent  and  furious,  darting  thro'  the  dark 
And  broken  ridges  of  a  thousand  clouds, 
Pil'd  hiU  on  hill ;  and  hark,  the  thunder  rous'd. 
Groans  in  long  roarings  through  the  distant  gloom. 

Mallet,  Muetapha. 
A  horrid  stillness  first  invades  the  ear. 
And  in  that  silence  we  the  tempest  fear. 

Dryden^Aetrcea  Bedux,  7« 

From  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  lightnings  rage ; 

Till,  in  the  furious  elemental  war 

Dissolved,  the  whole  precipitated  mass. 

Unbroken  floods,  and  solia  torrents  pour.  Tliomson,  Sum,  799. 

Along  the  woods,  along  the  moorish  fens. 
Sighs  the  sad  genius  of  the  coming  storm ; 
And  up  among  the  loose  disjointed  clifi's, 
And  fractured  mountains  wild,  the  brawling  brook 
And  cave,  presageful,  send  a  hollow  moan, 
Resounding  long  in  listening  fancy's  ear.        lb.   Winter,  66. 

8  8 


626  TB1CPSST8 — 9>ElCFTATIOK. 

And  sometimes  too  a  burst  of  rain. 
Swept  from  the  black  horizon,  broacU  descends 
In  one  continuous  flood.    Still  oyer  head 
The  mingline  tempest  weaves  its  gloom,  and  still 
The  deluge  deepens  ;  till  the  fields  around 
Lie  sunk,  and  msitted,  in  the  sordid  wave. 
Sudden  the  ditches  swell ;  the  meadows  swim. 
Bed,  from  the  hills,  innumerable  streams 
Tumultuous  roar ;  and  high  above  its  banks 
The  riyer  lifts ;  before  whose  rushing  tide. 
Herds,  flocks,  and  harrests,  cottages  and  swains, 
!Roll  mingled  down  ;  all  tbat  the  winds  had  spar'd 
In  one  wild  moment  ruined  ;  the  bi^  hopes. 
And  well-earned  treasures  of  the  pamfui  year. 

Thomson,  Auiumu,  880. 
The  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder, 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest. 

Byron,  Sardanapalut,  n.  1. 

Hark !  hark  I     deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still, 
Are  howling  from  the  mountain's  bosom : 
There's  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill. 
Yet  quivers  every  leaf,  and  drops  each  blossom.; 
Earth  groans  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  load. 

£jj/ran,  Jleaoeji  and  JSarik,  i.  3. 
Far  along 
From  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
Leaps  the  live  thunder !    Not  from  one  lone  cloud, 
But  «veTy  mountain  now  hath  found  a  tongue, 
And  Jura  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud. 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud. 

Byron,  Ch.  H.  in.  92. 

The  night  grows  wondrous  dark :  deep-swelling  gusts 
And  sultry  stillness  take  the  rule  by  turn, 
Whilst  o*er  our  heads  the  black  and  heavy  clouds 
ItoU  slowly  on.    This  surely  bodes  a  storm. 

Joanna  Buillie,  Banner,  i.  1. 
TEHPTATION— «tftf  Saints. 
Ay  me  !  how  many  perils  do  enfold 
The  righteous  man,  to  make  him  daily  fall ! 
Were  not  that  heavenly  grace  doth  him  uphold. 
And  steadfast  trath  acquit  him  out  of  all.  j^i.  Spennr, 
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TEXFTATIOlf — eontinued. 

OdeiLiuaeB,  to  win  us  to  our  Larm, 

The  instramentB  of  darkness  tells  us  tmtiii ; 

Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray  us 

In  deepest  consequence.  Sk,  Maeb.  i.  II. 

To  flj  the  boor  before  the  boar  pursues, 

Were  to  incense  the  boar  to  follow  us  ; 

And  make  pursuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chase. 

Sk.  Sic.  171.  m.  2. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  fearful  thing 

And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 

Like  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream : 

The  genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 

Are  tnen  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  man, 

Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suflers  then 

The  nature  of  an  insurrection.  Sh.  Jul.  C,  ii.  1. 

They  that  fear  the  adder's  sting  will  not  come 

NeMX  her  hissing.  Chapman. 

Virtue's  no  yirtue  whiles  it  lires  secure ; 

When  difficulty  waits  ou't,  then  'tis  pure.  Qtuwles. 

'Tis  the  temptation  of  the  devil 

That  makes  all  human  actions  evil ; 

For  saints  may  do  the  same  thing  by 

The  spirit,  in  sincerity. 

Which  othei  men  are  tempted  to, 

And  at  the  devil's  instance  do : 

And  yet  the  actions  be  contrary, 

Just  as  the  saints  and  wicked  vary.  But.  Hud.  part  2.  ii.  233. 

There's  naught  so  monstrous  but  the  mind  of  man 

In  some  condition,  may  be  brought  to  approve ; 

Theft,  sacrilege,  treason,  and  pairicide. 

When  flattering  opportunity  enticed. 

And  desperation  drove,  have  been  committed 

By  those  who  once  would  start  to  hear  them  named.      LUlo. 

The  veriest  hermit  in  the  nation 

May  yield,  God  knows,  to  strong  temptation. 

Fope,  ImiL  of  Hor.  2,  vi.  181. 

But  who  can  view  the  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  it  ?  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauly's  cheek, 
I^OT  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old  P 

Byron,  Ch.  S.  in.  11. 
8  s  2 
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TEBBOB—««0  Alarm. 

The  bay-trees  in  our  country  are  all  wither'd, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  stars  of  hearen  ; 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth, 
And  lean-lookM  prophets  whisper  fearful  change. 

SI*.  Mie.  II,  IT.  4 
TEA1CE8— Me  Bivers. 
O,  could  I  How  like  thee,  and  make  thy  stream 
My  great  example,  as  it  is  my  theme  ! 
Though  deep,  yet  clear :  though  gentle,  yet  not  dull ; 
Strong  without  rage,  without  o'eiflowing  full. 

Denham  Cooper's  Hill,  188. 
The  time  shall  come,  when,  free  as  seas  or  wind. 
Unbounded  Thames  shall  fiow  for  all  mankind, 
Whole  nations  enter  with  each  swelling  tide, 
And  seas  but  join  the  regions  they  divide ; 
Earth's  distant  ends  our  glory  shall  behold, 
And  the  new  world  launcn  forth  to  seek  the  old. 

Pope,  Windsor  Forest,  397. 
The  river  Thames,  now  nearly  undone. 
Doth  wash  your  famous  city  London ; 
But  tell  me,  cits,  wliat  power  supreme 
Shall  henceforth  wash  your  filthy  stream  ?  Anon, 

TRAVJLB—tM  Gratitude. 
The  poorest  service  is  repaid  with  thanks.  Sk.  Tarn,  8h.  iv.  3. 

Ever  more  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the  poor ; 
Which,  tdl  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years. 
Stands  for  my  bounty.  Sh.  Bie,  u,  ii.  3. 

Thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  mmds,  is  honourable  meed.  Sh,  Tit,  A,  i.  2. 

Words  would  but  wrong  the  gratitude  I  owe  you ; 

Should  I  begin  to  speak,  my  soul's  so  full, 

That  I  should  talk  of  nothing  else  all  day.       Otway,  Orphan, 

Yoa  have  deserved  of  me 

More  than  rew^ard  can  answer. 

Were  the  mam  ocean  crusted  into  land, 

And  universal  monarchy  were  mine. 

Here  should  the  gift  be  placed.  Dryden,  Don  Sehtuiian, 

Your  bounty  is  beyond  my  speaking ; 
But  though  my  mouth  be  dumb,  my  heart  shall  thank  you. 

Rowe,  Jane  Shore, 
There  is  a  kind  of  gratitude  in  thanks. 
Though  it  be  barren,  and  bring  forth  but  words. 

Southern,  Fate  of  Capua. 
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1HEAXRIGAL8—M0  Drama. 

Immortal  Bicli !  how  calm  he  sits  at  ease, 

'Midst  snows  of  paper,  and  fierce  hail  of  peas ! 

And,  proud  his  mistress*  orders  to  perform. 

Bides  in  the  whirlwind,  and  directs  the  storm. 

Po^tf,  Dunciad,  in.  261  i 

TEEOBY. 

'lis  mighty  easy  o'er  a  glass  of  wine 

On  Tain  refinements  vainly  to  refine. 

To  laugh  at  poverty  in  plenty's  reign. 

To  boast  of  apathy  when  out  of  pain. 

And  in  each  sentence,  worthy  of  the  schools, 

Vamish'd  with  sophistry,  to  deal  out  rules 

Most  fit  for  practice,  but  for  one  poor  fault 

That  into  practice  they  can  ne'er  ue  brought. 

Churchill,  Farewell,  45. 
THISVXft-sA;  Appearances. 

I'll  example  you  with  thievery, 

The  sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 

Bobs  the  vast  sea ;  the  moon's  on  arrant  thief. 

And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun ; 

The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 

The  moon  into  salt  tears  :  the  earth's  a  thief. 

That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composturc  stolen 

Prom  general  excrement :  each  thing's  a  thief. 

Sh,  Timon,  iv.  3. 

Every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief.  Sh.  M.for  M,  it.  2. 
THllt8T~M0  Water. 

The  panting  thirst,  which  scorches  in  the  breath 

Of  those  that  die  the  soldier's  fiery  death, 

In  vain  impels  the  burning  mouth  to  crave 

One  drop— one  last — ^to  cool  it  for  the  grave,      Byron,  Lara. 

Witii  throats  unslaked,  with  black  lips  baked. 

Agape  they  heard  me  call ; 

Gramercy  they  for  joy  did  grin, 

And  all  at  once  their  breath  drew  in. 

As  they  were  drinking  all.  8.  T,  Coleridge. 

A  small  glass,  and  thirsty  !  be  sure  never  ask  it ; 
Man  mi^t  as  well  serve  up  his  soup  in  a  basket. 

Leigit,  Sunt,  from  the  Italian. 
Twas  thirst,  'twas  maddening  thirst  alone, 
That  wrung  my  spirit's  inmost  groan. 
Hunger  is  bitter,  out  the  worst 
Of  human  pangs,  the  most  accursed 
Of  Want's  fell  scorpions,  is  thirst.  Eliza  Cook,  Milata. 
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THZBTT-FIVE. 
Ladies,  stock  and  tend  jotit  hiye. 
Trifle  not  at  thirty-five  ! 
For,  howe'er  we  boast  and  atriye. 
Life  declines  from  thirty-fire ; 
He  that  ever  hopes  to  thrive. 
Most  begin  by  thirty-five. 

Dr.  Johnton,  to  Mrt.  Thrah,  when  tkirtf-Jh^^ 

Of  all  barb'rons  Middle  Ages,  that 

Which  is  most  barb'rons  is  the  Middle  Age 

Of  man ;  it  is — I  really  scarce  know  what ; 

But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and  sage, 

And  don't  know  justly  what  we  would  be  at, — 

A  period  something  hke  a  printed  page, 

Black  letter  upon  loolscap,  while  our  hair 

Grows  grizzled,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were, — 

Too  old  for  youth — too  young  at  thirty-five. 

To  herd  with  boys,  or  hoard  with  good  threescore — 

I  wonder  people  should  be  left  alive ! 

But  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a  bore  : 

Love  lingers  still,  althougn  'twere  late  to  wive ; 

And  as  u>t  other  love,  the  illusion  's  o'er ; 

And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination, 

Gleams  only  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation. 
^^  Byron,  D.  fT.  XII.  1-2. 

TBCXRH8. 

The  thorns  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 

I  planted ;  they  have  torn  me,  and  I  bleed : 

I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from  such  a 
seed.  Byron,  Ck.  H.  iv.  10. 

TH0U0HT8,  IHOirOHTFT7IiNXS8— ^M  SeflectioB. 
I  and  my  bosom  must  debate  awhile. 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company.  Sh.  Hen,  r.  iv.  1. 

Bright-eyed  Fancy,  hovering  o'er, 

Scatters  from  her  pictured  urn 

Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  bum. 

Ghray,  The  Progre99  ofPoeey,  ii.  3. 
Gkiard  well  thy  thought ;— • 
Oar  thoughts  are  heard  in  heaven. '  Young^  N.  T.  n.  96. 

Thoughts  shut  up,  want  air, 
And  spoil  like  bales  unopened  to  the  sun.  Young,  N.  jT.  U.4S6. 

Ejndred  objects  kindred  thoughts  inspire. 

As  summer  clouds  flash  forth  electric  fire.  Ibogen^ 
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THOUGHTS,  THOUOUTJ^  U LHESB—eontimmL 

Who  can  mistake  great  tHouehU  ! 

Tliey  seize  upon  the  mind ;  axreat,  and  search, 

Andahake  it.  JBaUey,  Fesius. 

THBBAT8,  THBEATEHIHG— «m  Defianea,  Eonastj. 

If  thou  more  murm'rest,  I  will  rend  an  oak. 

And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 

Thon  has  howl'd  a^ray  twelve  winters.  8h,  Temp.  i.  2. 

1*11  note  you  in  my  book  of  memoiy, 

To  sconrj^e  you  for  this  reprehension ; 

Look  to  it  well,  and  say  you  are  well  wam'd.  Sk.S.  Vi.  1,  ii.4. 

Hence, 
Horrible  villain  I  or  I'll  spurn  thiuo  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me ;  I'll  unhair  thy  head ; 
Thou  shalt  be  whipt  with  wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine. 
Smarting  in  ling'rmg  pickle.  Slu  Jbii.  Cleop.  u.  5. 

Unhand  me.  gentlemen ; — 
By  heayen,  I'll  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me.  Sh.Sdm.i.'L 

Leave  wringing  of  your  hands  :  Peace ;  sit  yoa  down, 

And  let  me  wrmg  yonr  heart :  for  so  I  ahall. 

If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuiF ; 

If  damned  custom  have  not  braz'd  it  so, 

That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense.   Sh.  Mam.  ni.  4. 

I  pr^ythee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  tfaroai ; 

For,  though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash. 

Yet  have  1  in  me  something  dangerous. 

Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear  :  holaoff  thy  hand.  Si.  Mam.  v.l. 

For  Christian  shame,  put  by  this  b&rfoarous  brawl : 

He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage, 

Holds  his  soul  light ;  he  dies  upon  his  moti(».  SJL  (M^  xi»3. 

Set  hills  on  hills  betwixt  me  and  the  man 

That  utters  this,  and  I  will  scale  them  all ; 

And  from  the  utmost  tops  fall  on  his  neck. 

Like  thunder  from  a  cloud.  Beaumoni^  PkHmsier. 

Back  to  thy  punishment. 
False  fugitive,  and  to  thy  speed  add  wings, 
Lest  witia  a  whip  of  scorpions  I  pursue 
Thy  lingering.  Milton,  P.  X.  n.  699. 

Old  as  I  am,  and  quenoVd  with  scars  and  sorrows. 

Yet  could  I  make  this  wither'd  arm  do  wonders. 

And  open  in  an  enemy  such  wounds, 

Mercy  would  weep  to  look  on.  BockesUr,  VdUntinian. 
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THBEAT8,  THBEATEKING— coii^mt^. 

Cowards  are  scar'd  with  threat'nings,  boys  are  wliipp'd 

Into  confessions ;  but  a  steady  mind 

Acts  of  itself,  ne'er  asks  tlie  body  counsel.  Otway^  Ten.  Pres. 

Speak  tlien,  or  I  will  tear  thee  limb  from  limb  : 

Ijiou  shalt  be  safe,  if  thou  confess  the  truth ; 

But  if  thou  hide  aught  from  me,  I  will  rack  thee. 

Till  with  thy  horrid  groans,  thou  wake  the  dead  : 

Or  I  will  cut  thee  to  anatomy. 

And  search  thro'  all  thy  veins  to  find  it  out.  Lee,  C<B9,  Borgia. 

Think  not  I've  forgot  thy  insolence. 

No !  though  I  pardon'd  it,  yet  if  again 

Thou  dar'st  to  cross  me  with  another  crime. 

The  bolts  of  fury  shall  be  doubled  on  thee.     Lee,  Alexander, 

Oh  !  that  thou  wort  my  equal,  ^eat  in  arms 
As  the  first  C»sar  was,  that  I  might  kill  thee 
Without  a  stain  to  honour.  Drydenj  Allfbr  Love, 

Oh  I  that  I  had  the  fruitful  heads  of  hydra. 

That  one  might  bourgeon  where  another  fell ; 

Still  would  1  give  thee  work :  still,  still,  thou  tyrant ! 

And  hiss  thee  with  the  last.  Dry  den,  thn  Sebastian. 

Ne'er  think  to  fight  me  with  thy  mighty  looks : 

Know,  I  dare  stem  that  tempest  in  your  brow. 

And  dash  it  back  upon  you.  Dryden,  Secret  Love. 

Stand  there,  damn'd  meddling  villain,  and  be  silent ; 

For  if  thou  utt'rest  but  a  single  word, 

A  cough  or  hem,  to  cross  me  in  my  speech, 

I'll  send  thy  cursed  spirit  from  the  earth, 

To  bellow  with  the  damn'd  !  Joanna  Baillie,  Basil,  ii.  2. 

THSIFT — see  Caution,  Soonomy. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  blest ; 
And  thrift  is  blessing,  if  men  steal  it  not.   SL  M.  of  Yen*  i.  3. 

Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio ! 
The  funeral  baked  meats 
Did  coldly  ftimish  forth  the  marriage  table.      SU,  Ham.  i.  2. 

Though  some  men  do  as  do  they  would, 

Let  thrifty  do  as  do  they  should. 

TStsser,  500  points  of  G.  Husbandry. 

THT7KDEE — see  Storm,  Tempest. 

Hear  ye  not  his  chariot  wheels. 

As  the  mighty  thunder  rolls  P 

Nature,  stertled  Nature,  reels, 

From  the  centre  to  the  poles  ; 
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TEUVSEB — continued. 

Brighter,  broader  lightning's  flash, 

Ha3  and  rain  tempestuous  fall ; 

Louder,  deeper  thunders  crash, 

Pesolation  toreatens  all.     Jcu»  Moni^omety,  Thunder  Storm. 

Meantime,  from  eyery  region  of  the  skj, 

Red  bumins  bolts  in  for^  yengeance  fly ; 

Preadfullj  Bright  o'er  seas  and  earth  thej  glare, 

And  bursts  of  thunder  rend  th'  enciunbePd  air.         Broome, 

TicKLnro. 

I'll  tickle  your  catastrophe  Sh.  Sen.  ir.  2,  ii.  1. 

TDCE — iee  Age,  Decay,  Decision,  Dispatch,  Life,  Mortality,  Fromptitade. 
For  though  we  sleep,  or  wake,  or  roam,  or  ride ; 
Aye  fleetn  the  time  ;  it  will  no  man  abide.  Chaucer. 

Beautie's  great  enemy,  and  to  all  the  rest 

That  in  the  garden  of  Adonis  springs, 

Is  wicked  time,  who  with  his  sythe  addrcst. 

Does  mow  the  flowing  herbs  and  goodly  things, 

And  all  their  glory  to  the  earth  down  flings. 

Where  they  do  withei,  and  are  fouly  made  ; 

He  flies  about,  and  with  his  flaggie  wings. 

Beats  down  both  leaves  and  buoS  without  regard. 

Never  pity  may  relent  his  malice  hard.  Ed.  Spenser, 

The  clock  upbraids  me  with  waste  of  time.   Sh.  T.  Ni.  iii.  1. 

Thus  the  whirligig  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges.  Sh.T.Ni.y.l. 

Time  is  like  a  fashionable  host, 
That  slishtly  shakes  his  parting  guest  by  th'  hand ; 
And  witn  his  arms  outstretch'd,  as  he  would  fly, 
Grasps-in  the  comer :  Welcome  ever  smiles. 
And  farewell  goes  out  sighing.  Sh,  Wint.  T.iii.  3. 

Come  what  come  may  ; 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  dav. 

S%>  Mad.  I.  3. 
I  wasted  time,  and  now  doth  time  waste  me.   Sh,  R.  IL  v.  5. 

What's  past,  and  what's  to  come,  is  strew'd  with  husks. 
The  formless  ruin  of  oblivion.  Sh,  Troil.  iv.  5. 

The  end  crowns  all ; 
And  that  old  common  arbiti*ator.  Time, 
Will  one  day  end  it.  Sh.  Troil.  iv.  6. 

Time's  the  king  of  men. 
For  he's  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave. 
And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  thev  crave. 

Sh  Peric.  il.  3. 
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TUB — eoniinued. 
Make  use  of  time  ;  let  not  advantage  slip : 
Beau^  within  itself  should  not  be  wasted  : 
Fair  flowers,  that  are  not  gathered  in  their  prime, 
Rot  and  consume  themselves  in  little  time.      Sk.  Ten.  ^  Ad^ 

Like  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled  shore. 

So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end  ; 

Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before  ; 

In  sequent  tou  all  forwards  do  contend.  8h,  Son.  60. 

Time  doth  transfix  the  flourish  set  on  youth. 

And  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow ; 

Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth. 

And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow.     8h,  Son,  60» 

O,  how  shall  summer's  honey  breath  hold  out 

Against  the  wreckful  siege  of  battering  days. 

When  rocks  impregnable  are  not  so  stout, 

Nor  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  time  decays  ?      8h.  Son.  65>. 

Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings. 

To  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  truth  to  light ; 

To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  in  aged  things. 

To  wake  the  mom,  and  sentinel  the  night ; 

To  wrong  the  wronger  till  he  render  right ; 

To  ruinate  proud  bmldings  with  thy  hours. 

And  smear  with  dust  their  glittering  golden  towers. 

Sk.  B.  qfJj.  135. 
Swift  speedy  time,  feather'd  with  flying  hours, 
Dissolves  the  beauties  of  the  fairest  brow.  Sam*  Daniel. 

Gather  ye  rose-buds  while  ye  may, 

Old  time  is  still  a-flying  ; 

And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to  day ; 

To-morrow  will  be  dying.  He  trick  ^  Amatory  Odes,  93. 

Time's  the  prime  minister  of  death. 

There's  nought  can  bribe  his  honest  will ; 

He  stops  the  richest  tyrant's  breath. 

And  lays  his  mischief  still.  Mctrveh 

Time  lays  his  hand 
On  pyramids  of  brass,  and  ruins  quite 
What  all  the  fond  artificers  did  think 
Immortal  workmanship  ;  he  sends  his  worms 
To  books,  to  old  records,  and  they  devour 
Th'  inscriptions.    He  loves  ingratitude, 
For  he  destroy 'd  the  memory  of  man. 

Sir  William  Davenant,  Cruel  Brother^ 
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My  gaUigaskins,  that  hare  long  withstood 

The  winter's  ftirY  and  encroaching  frosts. 

By  time  subdued  (what  will  not  time  snbdae  !) 

A  horrid  chasm  disclosed.     FhUlipsy  Splendid  ShiUing,  121 » 

Let  time  that  makes  yon  homely,  make  you  sage, 
Hie  sphere  of  wisdmn  is  the  sphere  of  age. 

Pamelly  JSlegy  to  an  Old  LaJy,  35. 

The  greatest  s^emes  that  human  wit  can  forge, 

Or  bold  ambition  dares  to  put  in  practice, 

Depend  upon  our  husbanding  a  moment.  Botee. 

Look  on  each  day  youVe  pass'd 

To  be  a  mighty  treasure  won  ; 

And  lay  each  moment  out  in  haste : 

We're  sure  to  lire  too  fast, 

And  cannot  live  too  soon. 

Youth  doth  a  thousand  pleasures  bring. 

Which  from  decrepit  age  will  fly  ; 

The  flowers  that  flourish  in  the  spring. 

In  winter's  cold  embraces  lie.  Congreve^ 

Time  conquers  all»  and  we  must  time  obey. 

Pope,  Pastorals;  Winter,  88. 
Time  hurries  on 
With  a  resistless,  unremitting  stream, 
Tet  treads  more  soft  than  e'er  did  midnight  thief. 
That  slides  his  hand  under  the  miser's  pillow. 
And  carries  ofi*  his  prize.  Blair,  Grave. 

This  vast  and  solid  earth,  that  blazing  son ; 

Those  skies  through  which  it  rolls,  must  all  have  end  ; 

What  then  is  man  ? — ^The  smallest  part  of  nothing. 

Day  buries  day,  month,  month ;  and  year  the  year.  Tiomeoti, 

What  though  on  her  cheek  the  rose  loses  its  hue, 
Her  ease  and  good-humour  bloom  all  the  year  through  ; 
Time  still  as  he  flies  brings  increase  to  her  truth. 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  steals  from  her  youth. 

JEd,  Moore,  Song  z.  4.. 
The  bell  strikes  one.    We  take  no  note  of  time 
But  from  its  loss.    To  give  it  then  a  tongue, 
Li  wise  in  man.  Yaumgf  N,  7.  i.  65. 

We  see  Time's  furrows  on  another's  brow. 

And  death  intrench'd,  preparing  his  assault ; 

How  few  themselves  in  that  just  mirror  see  I    lb.  N.  T.  v.  627.^ 
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TIME — continued. 

Time  is  eternity. 
Pregnant  witli  all  eternity  can  give  ; 
Pregnant  with  all  that  makes  Archangels  smile. 
Who  murders  time,  he  crushes  in  the  birth 
A  power  ethereal,  only  not  adored.         Young,  iV.  T,  ii.  107. 

Time  wasted  is  existence  ;  used,  is  life.      Youngy  N,  ii.  150. 

Nought  treads  so  silent  as  the  foot  of  time  ; 

Hence  we  mistake  our  Autumn  for  our  prime.  lb.  Sat,  v.  497. 

Time  destroyed. 
Is  suicide  where  more  than  blood  is  spilt.        Jb,  N,  T.  II.290. 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time,  it  may  be  poor ; 

Part  with  it  as  with  money,  sparing  ;  pay  . 

Ko  moment  but  in  purchase  of  its  woiih ; 

And  what  it's  worth  ask  death-beds,  they  can  tell.     lb.  ii.  18. 

Time  shakes  the  stable  tyranny  of  thrones, 
And  tottering  empires  rush  by  their  own  weight. 

Armstrong^  Art  of  Preserving  Health,  ii.  642. 
Catch  I  then,  O  catch,  the  transient  hour ; 
Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies  ; 
Life's  a  short  summer — ^man  a  flower — 
He  dies— alas  !  how  soon  he  dies.  Dr,Jbhnon,Winter,anOde,9. 

3ome  on  the  swift,  tho'  silent  wings  of  time. 
Old  age  comes  on  apace,  to  ravage  all  the  clime. 

Beattie,  The  Minstrel,  zxv.  8. 
Noiseless  falls  the  foot  of  time 
That  only  treads  on  flowers. 

7F.  jB.  Spenser,  lines  to  Lady  A,  Hamilton, 
Nations  from  every  land  and  clime 
Shall  gather  to  fi;aze  on  the  close  of  Time, 
The  moon  shall  look  down  with  a  tearful  eye, 
And  the  sun  shall  withhold  his  fire. 
And  the  hoary  earth,  all  parched  and  dry. 
Shall  flame  for  his  funenu  nyrc. 
When  the  angel,  that  stanaoth  on  earth  and  shore, 
Proclaimeth  tnat  "  Time  shall  be  no  more  !" 

Follok,  Course  qfT. 
Before  my  breath,  like  blazing  flax, 
Man  and  his  marvels  pass  away  ; 
Ajid  changing  empires  wane  and  wax. 
Are  foimded,  flourish,  and  decay. 
Hedeem  mine  hours — ^the  space  is  brief — 
While  in  my  glass  the  sand  grains  shiver. 
And  measureless  thy  joy  or  grief, 
When  time  and  thee  shall  part,  for  ever  I  Sir  W.  Scott. 
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TIMS — continmd. 

Time  rolls  his  ceaseless  conrso.    The  race  of  yore, 

Wlio  danced  our  infancy  upon  their  knee. 

And  told  our  marrelling  boyhood  legends  store, 

Of  their  stranse  ventures  happ'd  by  land  or  sea, 

How  are  they  plotted  from  the  things  that  be  ! 

How  few,  all  weak  and  wither'd,  of  their  force 

Wait,  on  the  verge  of  dark  eternity, 

Like  stranded  wrecks,  the  tide  returning  hoarse, 

To  sweep  them  from  our  sight!  8eoU,  Z.  ofL,  iii.  1. 

Time  that  is  past  thou  never  canst  recall ; 

Of  time  to  come  thou  art  not  sure  at  all ; 

The  present,  only,  is  within  thy  power, 

And  therefore  now  improve  the  present  hour.  Byron, 

"  Where  is  the  world,"  cries  Young,  "  at  eighty  ?    Where 
The  world  in  which  a  man  was  born  P"    Alas  ! 
Where  is  the  world  of  eight  vears  past  ?  'Twas  there — 
I  look  for  it — 'tis  gone,  a  globe  of  glass ! 
Cracked,  shivered,  vanished,  scarcely  gazed  on  ere 
A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittenng  mass. 
Statesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  kings. 
And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wmd's  wings. 

Byrojiy  D.  J.  XI.  76. 

Oh,  Time !  Whv  dost  not  pause  ?  Thy  scythe  so  dirty 

With  rust  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 

£eset  it ;  shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower, 

If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a  mower.     Byron,  2).  J.  xiv.  54. 

Oh  Time  !  thou  beautifier  of  the  dead, — 

Adomer  of  the  ruin — comforter 

And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bled — 

Time  !  tne  corrector  when  our  judgments  err. 

The  test  of  truth,  love, — sole  philosopher !  Byron.  C/i.jBT.iv.ISO. 

Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  thy  azure  brow. 

Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  roUest  now.  lb,  iy.l82* 

Out  upon  time  !  it  will  leave  no  more, 

Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before  ! 

Out  upon  tune  !  who  for  ever  will  leave 

Eat  enough  of  the  past  for  the  future  to  grieve. 

Byron,  Siege  of  Corinth,  18.- 
Still  on  it  creeps. 
Each  little  moment  at  another's  heels. 
Till  hours,  da^s,  years,  and  ages  are  made  up 
Of  such  small  parts  as  these,  and  men  look  back. 
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TTXE^eontinued. 

Worn  and  bewilder'd,  wond'ring  how  it  is. 
Thou  trarellest  like  a  ship  in  the  wide  ocean, 
Which  hath  no  bounding  shore  to  maik  its  progress, 
O  time  !  ere  long  I  shall  have  done  with  thee. 

Joanna  Baillie,  Btq^ner,  v.  2. 

The  noiseless  foot  of  time  steals  swiftly  by. 
And  ere  we  dream  of  manhood  age  is  nigh. 

Giffordf  Juvenal,  iz.  132. 
He  who  knows  most,  grieres  most  for  wasted  time. 

Dante  (Wrighi). 
Oh  !  never  chide  the  wing  of  time, 
Or  say  'tis  tardy  in  its  flight  I 
You'll  find  the  days  speed  q^uick  enough, 
If  you  but  husband  them  aright. 
Thy  span  of  life  is  waning  fast ; 
Beware,  unthinking  youth,  beware  ! 
Thy  soul's  eternity  aepends 
Upon  the  record  moments  bear !  ELiza  Cookf  Tme, 

Why  grieve  that  Time  has  brought  so  BO<»n 

The  sober  age  of  manhood  on  P 

As  idly  should  I  weep  at  noon 

To  see  the  blush  of  morning  gone.  W,  C,  Bryant,  {Am,) 

Desire  not  to  live  long,  but  to  live  well; 
How  long  we  live,  not  years,  but  action?  tell.  Watkyns.  (Am,) 
TDCE-SEBTIKG— «(v  Sycophancy. 
That,  sir,  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain 
And  follows  but  for  form. 
Will  pack,  when  it  begins  to  rain. 
And  leave  thee  in  the  storm.  8L  Lear,  u,  4. 

HTHES. 

This  priest  he  merry  is  and  blithe 

Three  quarters  of  the  year. 

But  oh  1  it  cuts  him  like  a  scythe. 

When  tithing-time  draws  near. 

He  then  is  full  of  frights  and  fears. 

As  one  at  point  to  die. 

And  long  before  the  daj  appears 

He  heaves  up  many  a  sigh.  Cowper,  Yearly  DUiress,  2. 

TITLES— ««0  Ancestry,  Honour,  NobiUtj,  Pedigree. 
We  all  are  soldiers,  and  all  venture  lives  ; 
And  where  there's  no  difference  in  men's  works. 
Titles  are  all  jests.      Beaumont  4*  Fletcher,  King  or  no  Kimy* 
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TTTLEB'-cotUinued. 

He's  a  name  only,  and  all  good  in  Lim 
He  most  derive  from  Lis  great  grandsires'  ashes  : 
Por  had  not  their  yictorious  acts  beqneath'd 
His  titles  to  him,  and  wrote  on  his  forehead, 
"  This  is  a  lord,"  he  had  lived  unobserred 

lb.  Cugtom  of  the  Country, 
Titles,  the  servile  court it-r's  lean  reward, 
Sometimes  the  paj  of  virtue,  but  more  oil 
The  hire  which  greatness  gives  to  slaves  and  sjcophanta. 

Sowe,  Jane  Shore,  II.  li 
With  their  authors,  in  oblivion  sunk. 
Tain  titles  lie ;  the  servile  badges  oil 
Of  mean  submission,  not  the  meed  of  worth.  Tkomtou. 

Titles  are  marks  of  honest  men  and  wise  ; 

The  fool  or  knave  who  wears  a  title,  lies.  Young^  L,  ofF,  1.147. 

These  are  the  lords 
That  have  bought  titles :  men  maj  merchandise 
Wares,  ay,  and  traffic  all  commodities 
From  sea  to  sea,  ay,  and  from  shore  to  shore ; 
But  in  my  thoughtiB,  of  all  things  that  are  sold, 
'Tis  pity  honour  should  be  bought  for  gold ; — 
It  cats  off  all  desert.  Meywood,  Soyal  King. 

A  fool,  indeed,  has  great  need  of  a  title. 
It  teaches  men  to  call  htm  count  and  duke. 
And  to  forget  his  proper  name  of  fool. 

Crovme^  Ambitiout  Statesman. 

Titles  of  honour  add  not  to  his  worth. 

Who  is  himself  an  honour  to  his  titles.    JFurdy  Lady^s  Trial. 

Though  I  do  '  Sir '  thee,  be  not  vain,  I  pray  : 

I  *  Sir  *  my  monkey  Jacko  every  day. 

Martial,  v.  67  {Cgms  Rtddimg.) 

TITTLE-TATTLE. 

In  fact,  there's  nothing  makes  me  so  much  grieve 

As  that  abominable  tittle-tattle. 

Which  IB  the  cud  eschew'd  by  human  cattle.      Byrot^  D,  J. 

TOADYinC— ««0  Syeophaney. 
Warm  in  pursuit,  he  levees  all  the  great. 
Staunch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  estate. 
Where'er  their  lordships  go,  they  never  find. 
Or  Lico,  or  their  shadows,  lag  behind ; 
He  sets  them  sure,  where'er  their  lordships  run, 
Close  at  their  elbows  as  a  morning  dun.  Foung,  L,  ofF.ir.l  32. 
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TOASTS. 

Quiet  days,  fair  issue,  and  long  life.  Sh.  Temp,  iv.  I. 

To  the  old,  long  life  and  treasure, 
To  the  young,  all  health  and  pleasure. 

Ben  Jonson,  Song  of  the  Gipsies, 
Here's  to  the  maiden  of  blushing  fifteen, 
Now  to  the  widow  of  fifty  ; 
Here's  to  the  flaunting,  extravagant  queen. 
And  then  to  the  housewife  that's  thnfty; 
Let  the  toast  pass,  drink  to  the  lass, 
I'U  warrant  she'll  find  an  excuse  for  the  glass. 

Sheridan,  School  for  Scandal,  iii.  3> 

TOBACCO— «M  Smoking,  Snuff, 

Carmen 

Are  got  into  the  yellow  starch,  and  chimney  sweepers 
To  their  tobacco,  and  strong  waters. 

Ben  Jonsont  The  Devil  is  an  Ass,  i.  1. 

Hell  hath  smoke 
Impenitent  tobacconists  to  choake. 
Though  never  dead :  there  shall  they  have  their  fill. 
In  heaven  is  none,  but  light  and  glory  still. 

Sj/lvester,  Tobacco  battered. 

Much  victuals  serve  for  gluttony,  to  fatten  men  like  swine. 
But  he's  a  frugal  man  indeed  that  with  a  leaf  can  dine, 
And  needs  no  napkins  for  his  hands  his  fingers'  ends  to  wipe. 
But  keeps  his  kitchen  in  a  box,  and  roast  meat  in  a  pipe. 

S.  Bowlandt  Knave  of  Clubs. 

In  a  tobacco-shop  (resembling  Hell, 

Fire,  stink,  and  smoke  must  be  where  devils  dwell). 

He  sits,  you  cannot  see  his  face  for  vapour. 

Offering  to  Pluto  with  a  tallow  taper.     lb.  Knave  of  Heart*. 

Sweet  youth,  smoake  not  thy  time. 

Too  precious  to  abuse  ; 

Th'ast  fitter  feats  to  choose  : 

What  may  redeeme  that  prime. 

Thy  smoaking  age  doth  loose  P  JR.Brathwaite,  the  Smoking  Age, 

Pernicious  weed  !  whose  scent  the  fair  annoys. 

Unfriendly  to  society's  chief  joys. 

Thy  worst  effect  is  banishing  for  hours 

The  sex  whose  presence  civilizes  ours : 

Thou  art  indeed  the  drug  a  gardener  wants, 

To  poison  vermin  that  infest  his  plants.  Cotoper,  Coneer,  251. 


TOBACCO — TOIL.  Ml 

TOBACCO— «MUiiiM«f. 

Tobacco,  an  oaUandisIi  weed, 

Doth  in  the  land  strange  wonders  breed ; 

It  taints  the  breath,  the  blood  it  dries. 

It  bnms  the  head,  it  blinds  the  eyes ; 

It  dries  the  Inngs,  sconrgeth  the  lights. 

It  'numbs  the  soul,  it  dulls  the  sprites ; 

It  brings  a  man  into  a  maze, 

And  makes  him  sit  for  other's  gaze  ; 

It  mars  a  man,  it  mars  a  purse, 

A  lean  one  £at,  a  fat  one  worse ; 

A  white  man  black,  a  black  man  white, 

A  night  a  day,  a  day  a  night ; 

It  turns  the  orain  like  cat  in  pan. 

And  makes  a  Jack  a  gentleman. 

FairAolt,  {from  J.  S.  Collier's  M8,) 
TO-DAY. 

To-day  is  ours ;  what  do  we  fear  ? 

To-day  is  ours ;  we  have  it  here. 

Let's  treat  it  kmdlr,  that  it  may 

Wish,  at  least,  witn  us  to  stay. 

Let's  banish  business,  banish  sorrow ; 

To  the  gods  belong  to-morrow.  Cowley, 

TOIL — u$  Industry,  Labour. 
Whate'er  is  excellent  in  art  proceeds 
From  labour  and  endurance  ;  deep  the  oak 
Must  sink  in  stubborn  earth,  its  roots  obscure. 
That  hopes  to  lift  its  branches  to  the  skies ; 
Gold  cannot  gold  appear,  until  man's  toil 
Discloses  vnSe  the  mountain's  hidden  ribs, 
And  digs  the  dusky  ore,  and  breaks  and  grinds 
Its  grit^  parts,  and  lay^s  in  limpid  streams 
Wiw  oft-repeated  toil,  and  oft  in  fire 
The  metal  purifies.  Bt^er,  FUece,  in.  349. 

Toil  and  be  ^lad  I  let  industry  inspire 

Into  your  quickened  limbs  her  buoyant  breath ! 

Who  does  not  act  is  dead ;  absorp'd  entire 

In  miry  sloth,  no  pride,  no  joj  he  hath  : 

O  leaden-hearted  man,  to  be  m  love  with  death  I 

Tliomeon,  Castle  of  IndoUnee,  II.  54. 

There  is  a  time  when  toil  must  be  preferr'd. 
Or  joy,  by  mistimed  fondness,  is  undone. 

Young,  N.  T.  viii.  799. 
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642  TaiL — TO-MOSBOW. 

TOIL — eoniinued. 

Toil,  and  be  stroni^ ;  bj  toil  the  flaecid  neires 

Grow  finn,  and  gain  a  more  oompaeted  tone  : 

The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  subdued, 

Mellow'd,  and  subtilis'd ;  the  Topid  old 

Expell'd,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 

Amtitronff,  A.  JP.  S,  ni.  48. 

He  chooses  best,  whose  labour  entertains 

His  vacant  fancy  most ;  the  toil  you  hate 

Fatigues  you  soon,  and  scarce  improres  your  limbs. 

Amutronfff  A.  P.  IT.  in.  39. 

The  body  overcharg'd  with  unctuous  phlegm 

Much  toil  demands  ;  the  lean  elastio  less. 

While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  reizM, 

No  labours  are  too  hard ;  by  those  you  'scape 

The  slow  diseases  of  the  torpid  year. 

Endless  to  name.  Arnutronff,  A,  P.  S.  nj.  357. 

TOKENS— Mtf  Oifti. 

This,  and  in  this,  my  soul  I  giye, 

Lodg'd  where  I  know  'twill  ever  live, 

For  never  could  myself  or  mine 

Fall  into  kinder  lu^ds  than  thine.  MS, 

TOLEEAnON— «e0  Bigotry,  Eeligion. 

Look  round,  how  Providence  bestows  alike 

Sunshine  and  rain  to  bless  the  fruitful  year, 

On  different  nations,  all  of  different  faiths  ; 

And  (though  by  several  names  and  titles  worship'd) 

Since  all  agree  to  own — at  least  to  meai^-* 

One  best,  one  greatest,  only  Lord  of  all.  Sm§e, 

TOMBS. 

The  tombs 

And  monumental  caves  of  death  look  cold. 

And  shoot  a  ohillness  to  my  trembling  hesrt : 

Congreve,  Mourning  Brlde^ 

The  most  magnificent  and  costly  dome. 

Is  but  an  upper  chamber  to  a  tomb ; 

No  spot  on  earth  but  has  supplied  a  grave, 

And  numan  skulls  the  spacious  ocean  pave. 

Younfff  Last  Danft  u.  87. 
TO^KOBBOW. 

Defer  not  till  to-morrow  to  be  wise. 

To-morrow's  sun  to  thee  may  never  rise ; 

Or  should  to-morrow  chance  to  cheer  thy  sight 

With  her  enlivening  and  unlook'd  for  light. 

How  grateful  will  appear  her  dawning  rays. 

As  favours  unexpected  doubly  please.     Congrett^  to  Cobham, 


TO-HOSBOW — TOKeUE.  G^ 

TO-MOSBOW— cofi<i>it<^<^. 
To-moTTOW  is  a  satire  on  to-daj. 
And  shows  its  weakness.  Yaunff,  Old  Man's  Behtpsc, 

In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can  rise, 

Than  man's  presumption  on  to-morrow's  dawn ! 

Where  is  to-morrow  ?  Young,  N.  T,  1,  374. 

To-morrow's  actions  !   Can  that  hoaiy  wisdom. 

Borne  down  with  years,  still  dote  upon  to-morrow, — 

That  fatal  mistress  of  the  youds,  the  lazy. 

The  coward,  and  the  fool  I  condemn'd  to  lose 

A  useless  life  in  waiting  for  to-morrow ; 

To  gaze  with  longing  eyes  upon  to-morrow. 

Till  interposing  death  destroys  the  prospect !  Dr.John*ou,]inmie, 

To-morrow !  'Tis  a  sharper,  who  takes  the  ready  cash. 

And  pays  thee  nought  but  wishes,  hopes,  and  promises. 

The  currency  of  idiots.    Injurious  bankrupt, 

That  gulls  the  easy  creditor !    To-morrow ! 

It  is  a  period  nowhere  to  be  found 

In  all  tne  hoary  registers  of  time ; 

Unless,  perchance,  in  the  fool's  calendar  ; 

Wisdom  disclaims  the  word,  nor  holds  society 

With  those  that  own  it.  CotUn. 

Where  art  thou,  beloved  to-morrow  P 

When  young  and  old,  and  strong  and  weak,— 

Rich  and  poor,  through  joy  and  sorrow. 

Thy  sweet  smiles  we  erer  seek — 

In  thy  place — ^ah  i  well-a-day ! 

We  mia  the  thing  we  fled — to-day.       Shelley,  Misc.  Poems* 

Oh  I  how  many  deeds 
Of  deathless  yirtuc,  and  immortal  crime. 
The  world  had  wanted,  had  the  actor  said 
I  wiU  do  this  to-morrow !  JBarl  RusseilL 

TOKOnS<-M0  Eloquence,  Lajigoage,  Loquadtj,  TaUdng. 
HI  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word.    8h.  Com,  JEr,  ui.  2, 

O  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts. 

That  blabb  d  them  with  such  pleasing  eloquence, 

Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  nollow  cage. 

Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 

Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear  I  Sh.TU,  And.  m.  1. 

Fair,  rich,  and  young !  how  rare  is  her  perfectioni 
Were  it  not  mingled  with  one  foul  infection ; 
So  proud  a  heart,  I  mean,  so  eurs'd  a  tongue. 
As  makes  her  seem  nor  rich,  nor  fair,  nor  young. 

Martiaf,  i.  64  (Harrington). 
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644  TOKOUE — TBASB. 

TOVQilTE'^eontinued. 

When  tliou  dost  tell  anotkers  jest, 
Omit  the  oaths  which  true  wit  cannot  need ; 
Pick  out  of  tales  the  mirth,  bat  not  the  sin  : 
He  pares  his  apple  that  wonld  cleanly  feed. 

Sisrbert,  Church  Porch, 
Sacred  interpreter  of  hnman  thought, 
How  few  respect,  or  use  thee  as  they  ought ! 
But  all  shall  ^i^e  account  of  every  wrong, 
Who  dare  disnonour  or  defile  the  tongue  ; 
Who  prostitute  it  in  the  cause  of  vice, 
Or  sell  their  glory  at  the  market  price  !  Coioper, 

T0BBENT8. 

Thus  from  high  hills  the  torrents,  swift  and  strong, 
Deluge  whole  fields,  and  swee^  the  trees  along ; 
Through  ruin'd  moles  the  rushing  ware  resounds, 
O'erwhelms  the  bridge,  and  bursts  the  lofty  bounds.     Bowe, 

TOOTHACHE. 

There  was  never  yet  philosopher, 

That  could  endure  the  toothache  patiently.  Sh,  M,  Ado.  v.  1. 
TOWN. 
The  town  divided,  each  runs  several  ways, 
As  passion,  humour,  int'rest,  party  sways. 
Things  of  no  moment,  colour  of  the  hair. 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  dress  well  chosen,  or  a  patch  misplac'd. 
Conciliate  favour,  or  create  distaste.    Churchill,  Boseiad,  37. 

ERADE. 

In  every  age  and  clime  we  sec, 

Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree.  Oay,  Fable  21. 

But  chief  by  numbers  of  industrious  hands 

A  nation's  wealth  is  counted ;  numbers  raise 

Warm  emulation ;  where  that  virtue  dwells, 

There  will  be  traffic's  seat ;  there  will  she  build 

Her  rich  emporium.  Ihfcr,  Fleece,  iii.  530. 

The  times  are  alter'd  ;  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Usurp  the  land,  and  dispossess  the  swain ; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  scatter'd  hamlets  rose, 
Unwieldy  wealth  and  cumbrous  pomp  repose. 

Chldemith,  Dee.  Vil,  63. 
Some  men  make  gain  a  fountain,  whence  proceeds 
A  stream  of  libend  and  heroic  deeds  ; 
The  swell  of  pity,  not  to  be  confined 
Within  the  scanty  limits  of  the  mind.    Ccwper,  Charily,  224. 


TBADS — TBAlTBinGEATION.  64S 


And  if  a  boundleu  plenty  be  the  robe. 

Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  globe. 

Wise  to  promote  wmiteyer  end  he  means, 

God  opens  fraitfn]  Nature's  yarions  scenes. 

Each  climate  needs  what  other  climes  produce. 

And  offers  something  to  the  general  nse ; 

No  land  but  listens  to  the  common  call. 

And  in  retom  receives  supply  from  alL    Cowper,  Ckaritj/,  86. 

TBAOSDT— -M9  Aetors,  Drama,  Plays. 
To  wake  the  soul  by  tender  strokes  of  art, 
To  raise  the  genius  and  to  mend  the  heart, 
To  make  mankind  in  conscious  virtue  bold. 
Lire  o'er  each  scene,  and  be  what  they  behold ; 
For  this  the  tragic  muse  first  trod  the  stage. 
Commanding  tears  to  stream  through  every  age. 
Fope,  Prol,  to  AdduoiCi  Cata. 

TBAIVnrG. 
Now  'tis  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  shallow-rooted ; 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'errun  the  garden. 
And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husband^.  Sh.  S.  vi.  m.  1. 

TBAITO&—M0  Treason. 

Bemember  him,  the  rillain,  righteous  heav'n : 

In  thy  great  day  of  yengeance  blast  the  traitor, 

And  his  pernicious  counsel,  who,  for  wealth. 

For  power,  the  ^ride  of  greatness,  or  reyenge. 

Would  plunge  ms  native  land  in  civil  wars,  itowe,  Jane  Shore, 

TBAV8LATI0K. 

Bless  thee.  Bottom !  bless  thee !  thou  arfc  translated. 

Sh.  Mid,  N.  m.  1. 
'Tis  true,  composing  is  the  nobler  part, 
But  good  translation  is  no  easy  art. 

Boioommon,  On  Translated  Veree. 

TEAvnaeKAnoK. 

Think  not,  when  woman's  transient  breath  is  fled. 

That  all  her  vanities  at  once  are  dead ; 

Succeeding  vanities  she  still  regards. 

And  thou|pi  she  plays  no  more,  o'erlooks  the  cards. 

Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive 

And  love  of  ombre,  after  death  survive. 

For  when  the  fair  in  all  their  pride  expire, 

To  their  first  elements  their  souls  retire  : 

The  sprites  of  fieir  termagants  in  flame 

Mount  up,  and  talce  a  salamander's  name. 


M6      TAAirSHIGSATIOV — T&A.T£LLE£S|  XSAYELLnia. 

TBJJXSMIQVLkriOV--eontinued. 

Soft  yieldijig  minds  to  water  glide  away. 

And  rip,  wim  nymphs,  their  elemental  tea* 

The  graver  prude  sinks  downward  to  a  gnome. 

In  search  of  misohief  still  on  earth  to  roaos* 

The  light  coquettes  in  sylphs  aloft  repair, 

And  sport  and  flutter  in  tne  fields  of  air.  Pope,  12.  ^X.  t.  5L 

TBAKBFOBI— iM  PassioiL 
On  such  a  theme  'tis  impious  to  he  calm ; 
Passion  is  reason, transport,  temper, here!  Young^N,  ^r7.639. 

TBAKBTniSTAHTIATIOir. 

He  was  the  word  that  spake  it. 

He  took  the  hread  and  brake  it ; 

And  what  that  word  did  make  it, 

I  do  believe  and  take  it.    Dr,  John  Donne,  On  ike  Sacntment, 

These  lines  have  been  variously  assigned  as  well  as  misquoted, 
but  the  author  i^themis  undoubtedly  Dr.  Donne,  Sherlock,  in  his 
'  Practical  Christian,*  1698,  gives  them  as  follows  : 

"  Christ  waa  the  Word,  and  spake  it, 
He  took  the  bread  and  brake  it ; 
And  what  the  Word  doth  make  it. 
That  I  belieye  and  take  it." 

TEATELLESS,  TBAVBTiTiTTfffl    teg   Alpine  Trayelling,  AuthsnUp, 
Home. 
When  I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place  ; 
Baft  tmrelleci  must  be  content.  Sh,  As  F.  X.  ii.  4. 

To  a  wise  man  all  the  world's  a  soil : 

It  is  not  Italy,  nor  France,  nor  Europe, 

Hiat  must  bound  me,  if  my  fates  call  me  forth* 

Ben  Jonson,  Vblpone. 
This  is  a  traveller,  sir,  knows  men  and 
Manners,  and  has  ploughed  up  sea  so  far, 
Till  botii  the  poles  nave  knock'd ;  has  seen  the  sun 
Take  coach,  and  can  distinguish  the  colour 
Of  his  horses,  and  their  kinda.  Beaum.  SfFlet.  Scornful  Jjady. 

The  man  who,  with  undaunted  toils, 

Sails  unknown  seas  to  unknown  soils. 

With  various  wonders  feasts  his  sight : 

What  stranger  wonders  does  he  write ! 

We  read,  and  in  description  view 

Creatures  which  Adam  never  knew : 

For,  when  we  risk  no  contradiction 

It  prompts  the  tongue  to  deal  in  fiction.  ^^%  WMs  10. 


TBAYELUBBB,  TfiAYXLLIXQ TBXA.SOir.  SdlT 

TBJLYKLLKBB9  TKKYELLISQ^eoHimMd. 
Betuming  he  proclaimB  hj  many  s  grace. 
By  shrugs  and  strange  contortions  of  his  face. 
How  much  a  dunce  Qiat  has  been  sent  to  roan, 
Excels  a  dunce  that  has  been  kept  at  home.  Cowpm^f  Pr9g.qf£r, 

I  can't  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 

To  see  one's  native  land  receding  Uxroafh 

The  growing  waters ;  it  nrnnans  one  quite. 

Especially  when  life  is  rather  new.  Byron,  2>.  J",  u.  12. 

There  is  nothing  gives  a  man  such  spirits^ 

Learening  his  mood  as  Cayenne  dotn  a  curry. 

As  going  at  full  spNoed — no  matter  where  its 

Direction  be,  so  'tis  but  in  a  hurry. 

And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits  ; 

For  the  less  eanse  there  is  for  all  this  flurry, 

The  greater  ii  the  pleasure  in  arriving 

At  the  great  end  of  travel — ^which  is  driving.  Byron,  DJ".  x.  72. 

She  had  resolred  that  he  should  travel  through 

All  European  climes,  by  land  or  sea. 

To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new, 

Especially  in  France  and  Italy, 

(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do).  Byron^  D.J.i^  191. 

HBSA80V— M»  Banger,  Deceit,  Kings,  Sedition,  Tniter. 
Treason  does  never  prosper :  what's  the  reason  ? 
Why,  when  it  prospers  none  dare  call  it  treason. 

Sir  John  Harrington. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  miscreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live.  8h.  JSec*  U»  i.  1. 

Treason  is  but  trusted  like  the  fox ; 
Who,  ne'er  so  tam'd,*  so  cherish'd,  and  lock'd  up. 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  ancestors.  8h,  H,  /F.  p.  1,  t.  2. 

That  man,  that  sits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 

And  ripens  in  the  sunshine  of  his  favour. 

Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  king, 

Alaek«  what  mischiefs  might  he  set  abroach. 

In  shadow  of  such  greatness  !  8h,  S*  /r.  2.  fv.  2. 

Treason  and  murder  ever  keep  together. 

As  two  yoke-devils  sworn  to  either's  purpose.  Sh,  H,  r.  11. 2. 

So  Judap  kiss'd  his  master. 
And  cried — all  hail !  when  as  he  meant — all  harm. 

Sh.  R.  VI,  p.  3,  V.  7. 
Treason  is  not  own'd  when  'tis  deserted ; 
Successful  crimes  alone  are  justified.      Dryden^  Meimlf  W!» 

^  This  readbg  is  giren  by  A  AJIott  in  his  'England's  Pamusofl,'  1610. 
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648  TREASON — TREATIES. 

TKEABOV— continued. 

He  therefore  wisely  cast  about, 

All  wajs  he  could  t'  ensure  his  throat, 

And  hither  came,  t'  observe  and  smoke 

What  courses  other  riskers  took ; 

And  to  the  utmost  do  his  best 

To  save  himself,  and  hang  the  rest.  Butler,  Sudibras, 

Is  there  not  some  chosen  curse. 
Some  hidden  thunder  in  the  stores  of  heaven, 
Bed  with  uncommon  wrath,  to  blast  the  maji 
Who  owes  his  greatness  to  his  country's  ruin  P  Ad.Cato,  1. 1. 

Why  should  the  sacred  character  of  virtue 

Shine  on  a  villain's  countenance  P    Ye  powers ! 

Why  fix'd  ye  not  a  brand  on  treason's  front, 

That  we  might  know  t'  avoid  perfidious  mortals  P  J.  Dennis. 

The  man,  who  pause"  on  the  paths  of  treason. 
Halts  on  a  quicKsand,  the  first  step  engulphs  him. 

Aaron  Mill,  Senry  r- 
The  man  who  rises  on  his  country's  ruin. 
Lives  in  a  crowd  of  foes,  himself  the  chief; 
In  vain  his  power,  in  vain  his  pomp  and  pleasure  I 
His  guilty  thoughts,  those  tyrants  of  the  soul. 
Steal  in  unseen,  and  stab  him  in  his  tnum^h.Martyn,7^moleon, 

I  know  that  there  are  angrv  spirits 
And  turbulent  muttcrers  oi  stificd  treason 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  discontented  rumans, 
And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  taverns. 

Byron,  Doge  tf  Venice,  vi.  1. 
Oh  for  a  tongue  to  curse  the  slave, 
Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  blight. 
Comes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave, 
And  blasts  them  in  tbcir  hour  of  might !  Tkot.  Moore. 

His  country's  curse,  his  children's  shame, 

Outcast  of  virtue,  peace,  and  fame.  Thoe,  Moore. 

Who  strikes  at  sov'reign  power,  had  need  strike  home  ; 

For  storms  that  fail  to  olow  the  cedar  down. 

May  tear  the  branches,  but  they  fix  the  roots.  Jeffrey, 

TBEATIE8. 

It  is  a  vain  attempt 
To  bind  th*  ambitious  and  unjust  by  treaties  : 
These  they  elude  a  thousand  specious  ways  ; 
Or  if  they  cannot  find  a  fair  pretext. 
They  blush  not  in  the  face  of  heaven  to  break  them. 

Thomson,  CoriolanuSf  ly.  2. 
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TSSSSES^aee  Hair,  Bingloti. 

Fair  trosscs  man's  imperial  race  ensnare, 

And  beauty  draws  us  with  a  single  hair.  Pope,  B,  ofL.  ii.  27. 
TBIFLS8— M»  Upstarts. 

Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys. 

Is  jolhty  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys.  8h,  Chfmh,  iy.  2. 

Bivers  iirom  Dubbling  springs 

Hare  rise  at  first ;  and  great  from  abject  things.    Middleton^ 

Think  nought  a  trifle,  though  it  small  appear ; 

Small  sands  the  mountain,  moments  make  the  year ; 

And  trifles  life.  Young,  Love  of  Fame,  ti.  20S. 


Whether  he  measure  earth,  compute  the  sea. 

Weigh  sunbeams,  carve  a  flv,  or  split  a  flea. 

The  solemn  trifler  with  his  boasted  skill 

Toils  much,  and  is  a  solenm  trifler  still.  Cowper,  Charity,  353. 

TBIHITy. 

Since  you're  leam'd  in  Greek,  let's  see 

Sometning  against  the  Trinity.  Oay,  Fable  10. 

TBIMKEB8. 

Wo  trimmers  are  for  holding  all  things  even  : 
Yes— just  like  him  that  hung  'twixt  hell  and  heaven. 
Now,  since  the  weight  hangs  all  on  our  side,  brother. 
You  trimmers  shomd,  to  poise  it,  hang  on  t'other. 
Damn'd  neuters,  in  their  middle  way  of  steering. 
Are  neither  fish  nor  flesh,  nor  good  red-herring  : 
Nor  Whigs,  nor  Tories  they ;  nor  this,  nor  that ; 
Nor  birds,  nor  beast ;  but  just  a  kind  of  bat, 
A  twilight  animal,  true  to  neither  cause. 
With  Tory  wings,  but  Whiggish  teeth  and  claws. 

Diyden,  Epilogue,  Duke  of  Guize,  33.- 
TSOTTBLSS— «M  AdYonity,  Diitress,  lUsery,  Kisfortnno. 
O,  how  fuU  of  briars  is  this  working-day  world  I 

v^oY  ^     '^^  ^*        ^*  ^^ 

Troy  for  ten  long  years  her  foes  withstood. 
And  daily  bleeding  bore  th'  expense  of  blood : 
Now  for  thick  streets  it  shows  an  empty  space. 
Or  fill'd  with  tombs  of  her  own  jperish'd  race, 
Herself  become  the  sepulchre  or  what  she  was. 

Dryden,  Pythagorean  Phil.  (Ovid's  Met  xv.)  680: 

TBXJTH — «M  Falsehood,  Fietion,  Eononr,  Ides,  Philosophy,  Boses. 
The  truth  you  speak,  doth  lack  some  gentleness, 
And  time  to  speak  it  in :  you  rub  the  sore. 
When  you  should  bring  tne  plaster.  8k,  Temp.  ii.  1. 
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TJHITH — continued. 

This  is  all  as  tme  as  it  is  strange : 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true  ;  for  truth,  is  truth 
To  the  end  of  reckoning.  8h,  M.Jhr  M,  r.  1. 

O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  aiid  shame  the  deriL 

8h.  Bjgm.  nr,  1,  m.  1. 
If  dzcnmstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre.  Sk.  Sam.  n.  2. 

T%Le  truth  doth  dwell  within  the  holy  tahles 

Of  God*s  live  word,  not  in  our  wanton  brain. 

Which  daily  coining  some  strange  error  yain 

For  gold  takes  lead,  for  truth  electeth  fables.       JC  SilvuUr, 

Truth  informs  the  judgment,  rectifies  the  mind. 

Pleases  the  understanding,  makes  the  will 

Submit ;  the  mem'ry,  too,  it  doth  fill 

With  what  do  our  imaginations  please ; 

Likewise  it  tends  our  troubles  to  appease.  Bmagfun, 

Dare  to  be  true,  nothing  can  need  a  lie  ; 

A  fault  which  needs  it  most,  grows  two  thereby. 

Herbert,  Chureh  Parek. 

'Twixt  truth  and  error  there's  this  difference  cnown. 

Error  is  fruitful,  truth  is  only  one.  JTerrick,  Aph.  257. 

Thy  actions  to  thy  words  accord ;  thy  words 
To  thy  laree  heart  give  utterance  due ;  thy  heart 
Contains  of  good«  wise,  just,  the  perfect  shape. 

Miliam,  P.  JS.  m.  9. 
What  is  truth,  or  knowledge,  bnt  a  kind 
Of  wantonness  and  luxury  o'  th'  mind, 
A'  greediness  and  gluttony  o'  the  orain. 
That  longs  to  eat  forbidden  fruit  again, 
And  grows  more  desp'rate,  like  the  worst  diseases 
Upon  the  nobler  part,  the  mind,  it  seizes. 

Butler,  JSl^hani  in  ike  Moon, 
Yet  all  of  us  hold  this  for  true, 
No  faith  is  to  the  wicked  due ; 
For  truth  is  precious  and  dirine. 
Too  rich  a  pearl  for  carnal  swine.        Sutler,  JEM.  %  n.  255. 

True  as  the  dial  to  the  sun, 

Although  it  be  not  slun'd  upon.  lb,  3.  ii.  157. 

Truth  and  fiction  are  so  avtly  mix'd 

Tfaatall  seems  uniform,  and  of  a  pieee.i8eii>s«Msii,.grraaM-P* 
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TRUTH— ^eoM^MMcf. 

Trathiias  such  s  face  and  sack  a  mien. 
As  to  be  loy'd  needs  only  to  be  seen.  Drjfden^ind^^  P,i»SS, 
FrinoeSy  like  beauties,  from  their  yoath 
Are  strangers  to  the  Yoiee  of  traui.  6^«y«  JFaAU  i. 

'Tis  not  enough  yonr  counsel  shall  be  true. 

Blunt  truths  more  mischief  than  nice  falsehoods  do. 

Without  good  breeding,  truth  is  disapproy'd ; 

That  only  makes  superior  sense  beloy'a.  Pope,  £.  C.  m.  572. 

Truth  needs  no  flowers  of  speech.  Pope. 

Curse  on  the  coward  or  perfidious  tongue, 
That  dares  not,  eyen  to  kings,  ayow  the  trath ! 

Thomson,  Agamemnon,  ni.  1. 
Truth,  though  sometimes  dad 
In  painM  lustre,  yet  is  always  welcome  ; 
Dear  as  the  light  that  shows  the  lurking  rocks  : 
'Tis  the  fair  star  that,  ne'er  into  the  mam 
Descending,  leads  us  safe  through  stormy  life. 

Tkomeon,  Agamemnon,  m.  2. 
"Truth!  why  shall  eyery  wretch  of  letters 
Dare  to  speak  truth  against  his  betters ! 
Let  ragged  yirtue  stand  aloof, 
^or  mutter  accents  of  reproof ; 
Let  ragged  wit  a  mute  become, 
When  wealth  and  power  would  have  her  dumb 

CkurekUl,  ahuty  in.  875. 
Truths  on  which  depends  our  main  ooneem. 
That  'tis  our  shame  and  nuserr  not  to  leani. 
Shine  by  the  side  of  eyery  patn  we  tread 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  tliat  runs  may  read. 

ConpeTp  Tirooinium,  77. 
Marble  and  recording  brass  decay, 
And,  like  the  'graver's  memory,  pass  away ; 
The  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  just, 
Their  author's  frailty,  and  return  to  dust ; 
But  Truth  diyine  for  eyer  stands  secure. 
Its  head  is  guarded,  as  its  base  is  sure ; 
Fixed  in  the  rolling  flood  of  endless  years, 
The  pillar  of  the  eternal  plan  appears  ; 
The  raying  storm  and  dashing  waye  defies, 
Built  by  that  Architect  who  built  the  skies.  (hwper* 

dan  this  be  true  P  an  arch  obseryer  cries, — 

Yes,  rather  moyed,  I  saw  it  with  these  eyes. 

Sir  I  I  belieye  it  on  that  ground  alone  ; 

L  could  not  had  I  seen  it  with  my  own.iB.  OottmnmHon,  231* 
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TRUTH — continued. 
All  truth  is  DreciouSi  if  not  all  divine. 
And  what  duates  the  pow'rs  must  needs  refine. 

Cowper,  Charity^  3S1. 
The  sages  say,  dame  truth  delights  to,  dwell. 
Strange  mansion !  in  the  bottom  of  a  well. 

? Questions  are,  then,  the  windlass  and  the  rope 
hat  pull  the  grave  old  gentlewoman  up. 

Peter  Pindar,  Birth»day  Ode, 
All  that  I  know  is,  that  the  facts  I  state 
Are  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late.   Byron,  D,  J,  Yl.  86» 

'Tia  strange,  but  true,  for  truth  is  always  strange ; 

Stranger  than  fiction ;  if  it  could  be  told. 

How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange  ! 

How  difierently  the  world  would  men  behold ! 

How  oft  would  vice  and  virtue  places  chance : 

The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  ola, 

If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas 

Would  show  mankind  their  soul's  antipodes.       lb.  ziv.  101. 

Truth's  fountains  may  be  clear— her  streams  are  muddy. 
And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contradiction, 
That  she  must  often  navigate  o'er  fiction.        /6. 2).  Jl  xv.  88. 

No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show 

For  truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  woe.        lb,  Coreair,  in.  22. 

Fair  Truth's  immortal  son 
Is  sometimes  hid  in  clouds ;  not  that  her  Hght 
Is  in  itself  defective,  but  obscured 
By  our  weak  prejudice,  imperfect  faith. 
And  all  the  thousand  causes  which  obstruct 
The  growth  of  goodness.  Sanuah  Mare. 

The  real  nobility  of  birth 

To  age,  maturity,  or  youth, 

The  very  crown  of  creature  worth 

Is  easy,  guileless,  open  truth.   Tapper,  Proverb,  Philoeophy. 

Truth !  Truth !  where  is  the  sound 
Of  thy  calm,  unflatt'ring  voice  to  be  found  ? 
We  may  go  to  the  Senate,  where  Wisdom  rules. 
And  find  but  deceiv'd  or  deceiving  fooLs : 
Who  dare  trust  the  sages  of  old. 
When  one  shall  unsay  what  another  has  toldP 
And  even  the  lips  of  childhood  and  youth 
Ijut  rarely  echo  the  tones  of  Truth.         JSliza  Cook,  Sianzas. 

Who  never  doubted,  never  half  believed, 
Wliere  doubt,  there  truth  is,  'tis  her  shadow.  Bailey,Festus,  36. 
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■ 

TB17TH — continued. 

How  oft  it  pains  historians  to  relate 

The  tmth  which  Troth  obliges  them  to  state  : 

Colman,  Vagaries^  Two  JPasstons, 

TULIPS. 

Then  comes  the  tulip  race,  where  beauty  plays 

Her  idle  freaks ;  from  family  diffused 

To  family,  as  flies  the  father  dust. 

The  yaried  colours  run  ;  and  while  they  break 

On  the  charmed  eye,  the  exulting  florist  marks. 

With  secret  pride,  the  wonders  of  his  hand.  Thomson,  Sp.  536. 

TUMULT^iM  Xob,  Babble. 
As  when  in  tumults  rise  th'  ignoble  crowd. 
Mad  are  their  motions,  and  their  tongues  are  loud. 
And  stones  and  brands  in  rattling  furies  fly. 
And  all  the  rustic  arms  which  fury  can  supply. 
Then  if  some  ^re  and  pious  man  appear. 
They  hush  their  noise,  and  lend  a  listening  car.  Diydeiu 

TUBXE78. 

How  bless'd,  how  enyied  were  our  life, 

Gould  we  but  'scape  the  poulterer's  knife  ! 

But  man,  curs'd  man,  on  turkeys  preys, 

And  Christmas  shortens  all  our  days  : 

Sometimes  with  oysters  we  combine 

Sometimes  assist  the  savoury  chine. 

From  the  low  peasant  to  the  lord. 

The  turkey  smokes  on  every  board.  Gay,  JFable  38. 

TUBVFIXB  BOAD. 

What  a  delightful  thing's  a  turnpike  road ! 

So  smooth,  so  level,  such  a  mode  of  shaving 

The  earth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 

Air  can  accomplish,  >vith  its  wide  wings  waving  ; 

Had  such  been  cut  in  Fhfieton's  time,  the  God 

Had  told  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 

With  the  York  mail ; — ^but  onward  as  we  roll, 

"  Surgit  amari  aliquid  " — the  toll  1  Byron,  D.  J.  x.  78. 

TUBTLS. 
Good,  weU-dress'd  turtle  beats  them  hollow, 
It  almost  makes  me  wish,  I  vow, 
To  have  two  stomachs,  like  a  cow ! 
And  lo !  as  with  the  cud,  an  inward  thrill 
Upheaved  his  waistcoat  and  disturb'd  his  fiill. 
His  mouth  was  oozing,  and  he  work'd  his  jaw— 
-^  I  ahnost  think  that  I  could  eat  one  raw!    21  Hood  {TwrtU.) 
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TWICXENHAX. 

Blasted  with  sighs,  and  surroimded  with  tears* 

Hither  I  come  to  seek  the  spring. 

And  at  mine  eyes,  and  at  mme  ears, 

iReceire  such  balm  as  else  cores  everything ; 

But  O,  self-traitor,  I  do  bring 

The  spider  lore,  which  transubstantiates  all. 

And  can  convert  manna  to  gall, 

And  that  this  place  may  thoroughly  be  titooght 

True  Paradise,  I  hare  me  serpent  brought. 

JDoTine,  IkoichewAam  Gha^dem. 
Know,  all  the  distant  din  the  world  can  keep, 
Eolls  o'er  my  grotto  and  but  soothes  my  sleep. 
There  my  retreat  the  best  companions  grace. 
Chiefs  out  of  war  and  statesmen  out  of  place. 
There  St.  John  mingles  with  my  friendly  bowl 
The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  souL 

Fope,  ImiL  ofSor.  ii.  123. 
Thou  who  shalt  stop  where  Thames'  translucent  ware 
Shines,  a  broad  mirror,  through  the  shady  care, 
Where  lingering  drops  from  mineral  roofs  distil, 
And  pointed  crystals  break  the  sparkling  rill ; 
Unpolish'd  gems  no  ray  on  pride  bestow. 
And  latent  metals  innocently  glow. 
Approach !  great  nature,  studiously  behold 
And  eye  the  mine  without  a  wish  for  gold. 

PopCf  on  his  Ghroito  at  TkcickenhiUH^ 

Slow  let  us  trace  the  matchless  Yale  of  Thames  ; 

Fair  winding  up  to  where  the  Muses  haunt. 

In  Twit'nam's  DOwers,  and  for  their  Pope  implore. 

Thomson,  Sttmmer,  1424. 

TWILIGHT— «60  Svening,  Night,  Simiet. 

Soft  hour !  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the  kaart 
Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day. 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart. 
Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way. 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start. 
Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay  ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  P 
Ah !  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns ! 

Btfron,  D.  J,  in.  124. 
The  sun  does  not  gladden  a  moment  so  sweet. 
The  moon  does  not  shine  on  so  lovely  an  hour. 
As  the  soil  one  where  light  and  obscurity  meet. 
And  the  world  is  half  veil'd  by  its  shadowy  power.  21  Moore, 
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TWTLlQiBT—amtinued, 

O  twilight !  spirit  that  doet  render  birth 

To  dim  enchantments — meltin|i^  hearen  to  eartb— 

Leaying  on  cragsy  hills  and  ninning  streams 

A  softness  like  we  atmosphere  of  dreams. 

Son.  Mrs,  Norton,  Drwam,. 

TW118. 

Two  lorely  berries  moulded  on  one  stem.  8k.  Mid.  N.  iii.  2. 

TY31AHHY,  TTEAHTS— ««»  Aggresfton,  Xeroy,  Keoeinty,  Treason. 

I  grant  him  bloody, 

Lnznrious,  ayaricious,  false,  deceitful, 

Sndden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 

That  has  a  name.  Sh.  Mach.  rr.  3. 

How  can  tyrants  safely  gorem  home, 

Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  allianoe.    S.  vj.  3,  lu.  3- 

He  hath  no  friends,  but  what  are  friends  for  fear ; 

Which,  in  his  dearest  need,  will  fly  from  him.    Bic.  m.  y.  2 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 

With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 

The  scope  of  justice ;  till  now,  myself  and  such 

As  slept  withm  the  shadow  of  your  power, 

Haye  wander'd  with  our  trayers'd  arms,  and  breath'd 

Our  suflerance  yainly.  8h.  Ttmon^  v.  5» 

I  know  him  tyrannous ;  and  tyrants'  fears 

Decrease  not,  but  grow  faster  than  their  years.  8h,  Peric.  i.  2. 

'Tia  time  to  fear  when  tyrants  seem  to  kiss.       8JL  Per.  i.  2. 

'Twixt  kings  and  tyrants  there's  this  difference  known — 
Kings  seek  their  subjects'  good,  tyrants  their  own. 

Herrick,  Aph.  305. 
Justice  is  lame,  as  well  as  blind,  amongst  us  : 
The  laws,  corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  them, 
Serre  but  for  instruments  of  some  new  tyranny, 
That  eyery  day  starts  up  t'  enslaye  us  deeper. 

Otway,  Ten.  Pres. 
When  force  invades  the  gift  of  nature,  life. 
The  eldest  law  of  nature,  bids  defence  ; 
And  if  in  that  defence  a  tyrant  fall, 
Kifl  death's  his  crime,  not  ours.  Dnfden. 

To  send  the  injur'd  unredress'd  away. 
How  great  soever  the  offender,  and  the  wrong'd 
Howe  er  obscure,  is  wicked,  weak  and  vile, — 
Degrades,  defiles,  and  should  dethrone  a  king. 

Smollett,  Regicide, 
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T7BANNT,  TnLKXTB^eontinued. 

Fear  not  that  tyrants  shall  role  for  ever^ 

Or  the  priests  of  the  bloody  faith  ; 

They  stand  on  the  brink  of  that  mighty  river 

Whose  wares  they  have  tainted  witn  death. 

'Tis  fed  from  the  depths  of  a  thousand  dells ; 

Around  them  it  foams,  and  rages,  and  swells  ; 

Their  swords  and  their  sceptres  I  floating  see. 

Like  wrecks  in  the  serge  ot  eternity !  Skelley» 

Think'st  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 

Of  blood  and  chains  ?    The  despotism  of  vice — 

The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury — 

The  negligence — the  apathy — the  evils 

Of  sensual  sloth — produce  ten  thousand  tyrants, 

Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 

The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 

However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 

Byron,  Sardanapalus,  i.  2. 
Tyranny 
Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.    Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjects  P    The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  robber  chief.    Byron,  Ttco  Foteari,  li.  1. 

They  have  gone  beyond 
Even  their  exorbitance  of  power ;  and  when 
This  happens  in  the  most  contemn'd  and  abject 
States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it.   Bt/ron,  lb,  ii.  1. 

His  country's  wrongs,  and  his  despair  to  save  her. 

Had  stung  liim  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver.  lb,  y.  53. 

txoaded  by  ambition's  sting 

The  hero  sunk  into  the  king ! 

Then  he  fell — so  perish  all 

Who  would  men  oy  man  enthral !  Byron,  Waterloo. 

Tyrants,  the  comets  of  their  kind. 

Whose  withering  influence  ran 

Through  all  the  promise  of  the  mind, 

And  smote  and  mildew'd  man.  James  Montgomery. 

^GwtT  is  a  curse  when  in  a  tyrant's  hands, 

But  in  a  bigot  tyrant's — treble  curse.    Jos,  Miller,  MakomH. 
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Uncertainty ! 
Fell  demon  of  our  fean  !    The  human  sonl, 
That  can  support  despair,  supports  not  thee.JI£allet,Miu(€^ha. 

Beally  if  a  man  won't  let  us  know 

That  he's  alive,  he's  dead,  or  should  be  so.  Byron,  Beppo,  35. 
TOOLZ. 

Tut,  tut ! 
Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  uncle  me  no  uncle.  8h.  Ric.  II,  n.  3. 

totauhfulnsss. 

Who  should  be  trusted  now,  when  one's  right  hand 

Is  peijured  to  the  bosom  P    Proteus, 

I  am  sorry  I  must  never  trust  thee  more. 

But  count  the  world  a  stranger  for  thy  sake. 

The  private  wound  is  deepest.  Sh,  Two  G»  y.  4. 

UHJUJIDVX88— <M  Friendship. 

In  nature  there's  no  blemish  but  tbe  mind ; 

None  can  bo  call'd  deform^,  but  the  unkind  : 

Virtue  is  beauty ;  but  the  beauteous  evil 

Are  empty  tmius,  o'erflourish'd  by  the  devil.  Sh.  T.  Ifi.  in.  4. 
UP8TABT8. 

It  is  a  note 

Of  upstart  greatness  to  observe  and  watch 

For  those  poor  trifles,  which  the  noble  mind 

Neglects  and  scorns.  Ben  Jonson,  Sejanus, 

How  insolent  is  upstart  pride ! 

Hadst  thou  not  thus  wita  insult  vain, 

Provok'd  my  patience  to  complain. 

I  had  conceal  d  thy  meaner  birth, 

Nor  trac'd  thee  to  the  scum  of  earth.  Gay,  Fahh  14. 

All  upstarts,  insolent  in  place, 

Benund  us  of  their  vulgar  race.  ^oy^  Fable  24. 

USB,  UBEFUXJTESS. 
Naught  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live. 
But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give  ; 
Nor  aught*  so  good,  but,  strain  d  from  that  fair  use, 
!Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse : 
Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  being  misapplied ; 
And  vice  sometimes  's  by  action  dignified.       Sh.  Rom.  ii.  3« 

Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  frets. 
But  gold  that's  put  to  use,  more  gold  begets. 

Shakespeare  {from  Alleles  JPamaenu)* 
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USITAPEBS,  nSTJfiPATIOH. 

A  sceptre,  snatcli'd  with  an  unruly  hand. 

Must  De  as  boisterously  maintaiu'd  as  gain'd.  Sh.X,  Johm^  TaA, 

Though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  awhile, 

Yet  heavens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrongs. 

Sh.  Hen.  FJ.  S,  m.  8. 
Power  usurp'd,  like  stoPn  delight, 

Is  more  bewitching  than  the  right.  Butler,  Hudibrae, 

» . .  •      '  ••       . 

Elngs  who  did  crowns  unjustly  get. 

In  hell  on  burning  thrones  are  set : 

And,  oh  I  uneasil]^  their  crowns  they  wear. 

And  their  own  guilt  amidst  the  guards  they  fear ; 

Cares,  when  the^  wake,  their  minds  unquiet  keep. 

And  ghosts,  in  yisions,  lord  it  o'er  their  sleep.  Drydeu,  Tna^» 

YAGUmr— «M  Folly,  Stupidity. 
The  fool  of  nature  stood  with  stupid  e^es. 
And  gaping  mouth  that  testified  surprise. 

Dryden,  Chfmon  and  IpkifftHiOf  107. 

He  trudged  along,  unknowing  what  he  sought, 
And  whistled  as  he  went,  for  want  of  thought. 

Dr^den,  Cymon  and  Iph.  i.  84. 

You  beat  your  pate,  and  fancy  wit  will  come, 

£nock  as  you  please,  there's  nobody  at  home.  Pope,  JSpigram. 

yA0ABoin). 

Headstrong,  determined  m  his  own  career, 

He  thought  reproof  unjust,  and  truth  severe  ; 

The  soul's  disease  was  to  its  crisis  come, — 

He  first  abus'd,  and  then  abjur'd  his  home ; 

And  when  he  chose  a  vagabond  to  be. 

He  made  his  shame  his  glory — *^  I'll  be  free  I"  CbtojMr. 

YALEHTnrES,  YALEimirFS  DAT. 
This  day  dame  Nature  seemed  in  love. 
The  lust;^  san  began  to  move, 
Fresh  juice  did  stir  th'  embracing  vines, 
And  birds  had  drawn  their  valentines.  Sir  JET.  WotUm^ 

They  are  those  wing'd  postillions  that  can  fly, 
Prom  the  Antarctic  to  the  Arctic  sky ; 
The  heralds  and  swifl  harbingers  that  move 
Prom  east  to  west  on  embassy  of  love. 

Jiau.  Howell,  Poems  on  Leti^rs. 
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▼ALEHTDnSS,  yALEHTDTE'S  T>AY'-€ontmu4d. 
Oft  hare  I  heard  both  youths  and  yirgins  9Sj, 
Birds  choose  their  mates,  and  coaple  too,  this  day ; 
But  by  their  flight  I  nerer  can  divine 
When  I  shall  couple  with  my  Valentine. 

Herrieky  Amatory  Oigi^  IBB* 
What,  conscience,  say,  is  it  in  thee, 
When  I  a  heart  had  none. 
To  take  away  that  heart  from  me. 
And  to  retain  thine  own  P 
For  shame,  or  pity  now  incline 
To  play  a  loving  part ; 
Eitner  to  send  me  kindly  thine, 
Or  give  me  back  my  heart. 
Covet  not  both ;  but  if  thou  dost 
Sesolve  to  part  with  neither. 
Why,  yet  to  shew  that  thou  art  just, 
Take  me  and  mine  together.  Merrick,  Amatort/  Ode»,  4L 

Apollo  has  peeped  through  the  shutter. 

And  awaken 'd  the  witty  and  fair ; 

The  boarding-school  belle's  in  a  flutter. 

The  twopenny  post's  in  despair ; 

The  breath  of  tne  morning  is  flinging 

A  magic  on  blossom  and  spray, 

And  cockneys  and  sparrows  are  singing 

In  chorus  on  Valentine's  Day.  Praed,  14M  ofW^rvuxry. 

On  paper  curiously  shaped 
Scrinblers  to-day  of  every  sort. 
In  verses  Valentines  y'clep'd, 
To  Venus  chime  their  annuid  court. 
I  too  will  swell  the  motley  throng. 
And  greet  the  all  auspicious  day, 
Whose  privilege  permits  my  song. 

My  love  thus  secret  to  convey.  3f8L 

yALOtJB—M»  Contempt,  Courage. 

Fear  to  do  base  unworthy  things  is  valour ; 

If  ihey  be  done  to  us,  to  suffer  them 

Is  valour  too.  Ben  Joiuon^  New  Lai, 

Valour  employ'd  in  an  ill  quarrel,  turns 
To  cowardice  ;  and  virtue  then  puts  on 
Foul  vice's  vizor.  Mdsnnger. 

YAHTTY—iM  Delights. 

Light  vanity,  (insatiate  cormorant 

Consuming  means)  soon  preys  upon  itself.     Sh.  JRic,  17.  ii«  I. 

vv  2 
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YASnY—coutinu^d.     . 
Hey  day,  what  a  sweep  of  yanity  comes  this  way.  Sk,  Tim,  1.2^ 

Where  now,  ye  lying  ranities  of  life  ! 
Ye  ever- tempting,  ever-cheating  train ! 
Where  are  ye  now  ?  and  what  is  your  amount  P 
Vexation,  (fisappointment,  and  remorse. 
Sad,  sickening  thought  I  and  ^et  deluded  man, 
A  scene  of  crude  disjointed  visions  past. 
And  broken  slumbers,  rises  still  resolved, 
With  new-flushed  hopes,  to  run  the  giddy  round. 

Thomson,  Winter,  209. 
She,  who  fond  of  dress,  of  paint,  and  place. 
Aims  but  to  be  a  goddess  in  the  face, 
Sinks,  as  her  beauty  fades  and  passion  cools, 
The  scorn  of  coxcombs,  and  the  jest  of  fools.    Jos*  Cawthorn, 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  lass ; 

Nor  finds  that  one,  but  inher  looking  glass.  !Fbtf»j/,Z.q/*^.T.220. 

What  dotage  will  not  vanity  maintain  P 

Wliat  web  too  weak  to  catch  a  modem  brain  ?  Cowper,Sxp,Q2S. 

Ecclesiastes  said  that  all  is  vanity-— 

Most  modem  preachers  say  the  same,  or  show  it 

By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity  : 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it ; 

And  in  this  scene  of  all-confessed  inanity, 

By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet. 

Must  I  restrain  me  through  the  fear  of  strife. 

From  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life  P  B^n,  2>.  J*,  nx.  6. 

The  fool  of  vanity  ;  for  her  alone 

He  lives,  loves,  vrrites — ^and  dies  but  to  be  known. 

Canning,  New  Morality,  Anti  Jacobin,  236. 
Thus  felt  Sir  Owen  as  a  man  whose  cause 
Is  very  good — it  had  his  own  applause.  Crahbe. 

yASXETY—see  Change. 
Variety's  the  source  of  joy  below. 
From  which  still  fresh  revolving  pleasures  flow ; 
In  books  and  love,  the  mind  one  end  pursues, 
And  only  change  the  expiring  flame  renews. Gay, JEpistles,!^ 

Nature,  through  all  her  works,  in  great  degree, 

Borrows  a  blessing  &om  variety. 

Music  itself  her  needful  aid  requires 

To  rouse  the  soul,  and  wake  our  dying  fires. 

Churchill,  Ajpohgy,  370. 
Variety's  the  very  spice  of  life, 
'That  gives  it  all  its  flavour.  Cotoper,  Task,  ii.  606» 
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VJUICE. 

I  stood  in  Yenice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Siglis, 

A  palAce  and  a  prison  on  each  hand : 

I  saw  from  oat  the  wave  her  stractures  rise 

As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand : 

A  thousand  years  their  cloudy  wines  expand 

Around  me,  and  a  dying  GI017  smiles 

O'er  the  far  times,  where  many  a  subject  hind 

Look'd  to  the  winged  Lion's  marble  piles. 

Where  Venice  sat  in  state,  thron'd  on  her  hundred  isles  1 

Byron,  Ch,  R.  iv.  1. 
In  Venice  Tasso*8  echoes  are  no  more. 
And  silent  rows  the  songless  gondolier ; 
Her  palaces  are  crumbling  to  the  shore. 
And  music  meets  not  always  now  the  ear : 
Those  days  are  gone,  but  Beauty  still  is  hero. 
States  fafi,  arts  lade,  but  nature  doth  not  die, 
Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear, 
The  pleasant  place  of  all  festiyity, 
The  revel  of  tne  earth,  the  masque  of  Italy  !  lb,  Ch,  S,  ty.  S. 

I  loyed  her  from  my  boyhood ;  she  to  me 

Was  as  a  fairy  city  of  tlie  heart, 

Itising  like  water-columns  from  the  sea. 

Of  joy  the  sojourn,  and  of  wealth  the  mart ; 

And  Otway,  Kadcliffe,  Schiller,  Shakespeare's  art, 

Had  stamped  her  image  in  me.  Byron,  Ch,  H»  ly.  18. 

yZNISOH. 

Thanks,  my  lord,  for  your  venison,  for  finer  or  fatter 
Ne'er  ranged  in  a  forest,  or  smoked  in  a  platter  ; 
The  haunch  was  a  picture  for  painters  to  study, 
The  fat  was  so  white,  and  the  lean  was  so  ruddy. 

Goldsmith,  Haunch  of  Venison,  1. 

TDIOSAVCX. 

I  shall  see 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  such  children.  Sh.  Lear,  iii.7. 

YBHTUBDTG— M«  Ambitiott,  Danger,  Daring. 

Things  out  of  hope  are  ccmpass'd  oft  with  venturing. 

Sh.  Fen,  if  Ad,  96. 

VUUS. 

Creator  Venus,  genial  power  of  love. 

The  bliss  of  men  below,  and  gods  above ! 

Beneath  the  sliding  sun  thou  runn'st  thy  race, 

Dost  fairest  shine,  and  best  become  thy  place ; 

For  thee  tbe  winds  their  eastern  blasts  lorbear. 

Thy  month  reyeals  the  spring,  and  opens  all  the  year  \ 
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VamuS — continued. 
Thee,  goddess,  thee  the  storms  of  winter  flj, 
Earth  smiles  with  flowers  renewing,  laughs  the  sky* 
And  birds  to  lays  of  love  their  tuneful  notes  applj; 
For  thee  the  lion  loathes  the  taste  of  blood. 

Dry  den  f  Palamon  and  Arcite,  iii«  12& 
O,  Yenus  hail !  all  hail  immortal  Queen ! 
Thou  reign'st  unbounded  o'er  the  human  scene, 
Where  the  bright  Thames  shines  forth  in  azure  pride. 
To  where  the  Ganges  rolls  its  foamy  tide, 
Where  the  redundant  Nile  expands  his  course, 
Or  Niagara  throws  her  headlong  force  ; 
Still  from  the  east  to  west,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Thou  e'er  shall  rule  great  Sovereign  of  the  whole.  M8» 

He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbosity 

Finer  than  the  staple  of  his  argument     SA»  Love's  L.  L»  y.  1» 

TEB8E— «««  Poetry,  Bhyme. 
A  verse  may  find  him  who  a  sermon  flics. 
And  turn  delight  into  a  sacrifice.     G.  Herbert^  Church  Porch. 

I'll  versify  in  spite,  and  do  my  best. 

To  make  as  much  waste  paper  as  the  rest.  Dryden* 

Of  little  use,  the  man  you  may  suppose, ' 
Who  says  in  verse  what  others  say  m  prose  ; 
Yet  let  me  show  a  poet's  of  some  weignt, 
And  (though  no  soldier)  useful  to  the  state. 
What  wiU  a  child  learn  sooner  than  a  songP 
What  better  teach  a  foreigner  the  tongue  P 
What's  lonj;  or  short,  each  accent  where  to  place  P 
And  speak  m  public  with  some  sort  of  grace  ? 

Pope,  ImiL  of  Horace^  2,  i.  201» 
I  was  a  poet  too ; — but  modem  taste 
Is  so  renned  and  delicate  and  chaste. 
That  verse,  whatever  fire  the  fancy  warms. 
Without  a  creamy  smoothness  has  no  charms. 
Thus,  all  success  depending  on  an  ear, 
And  thinking  I  mignt  purchase  it  too  dear. 
If  sentiment  were  sacrificed  to  sound. 
And  trui^  cut  short  to  make  a  period  round, 
Ijudg'd  a  man  of  sense  could  scarce  do  worse 
Tnan  caper  in  the  morris-dance  of  verse.  Cowper,  TcuTalh,  610* 

Terse  sweetens  toil,  however  rude  the  sound ; 

All  at  her  works  the  village  maiden  sings  ; 

Nor,  as  she  turns  the  gjddy  wheel  around,     ^  _^f 

Beyolves  the  sad  vicissitudes  of  things.  R.  Qiffbrdt  C&nUmp I- 
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VICE— Mi  Crime,  Sin. 

There  is  no  vice  so  simple,  but  assamefi 

Some  marie  of  virtue  on  hisoutwurd  part.  8h.  M",  ofVen.  in.  2. 

Few  love  to  hear  the  sins  they  love  to  act.        Sh.  Perie,  i.  1. 

The  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices 

Make  instruments  to  scourge  us.  Sh,  Lear,  v.  3. 

Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  bein);  misapplied , 

And  vice  sometimes  's  by  action  dignified.        Sk.  Bom.  ii.  3. 

O,  what  a  mansion  have  those  vices  got, 

Which  for  their  habitation  chose  out  thee ; 

Where  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  blot. 

And  all  things  turn  to  fair,  that  eyes  can  see  !       Sh.  Son,  95. 

Vice  never  doth  her  just  hate  so  provoke 

As  when  she  rageth  under  virtue  s  cloak.  Chapman. 

I  hate  when  vice  can  bolt  her  arguments, 

And  virtue  has  no  tongue  to  check  her  pride.  Milton,ComMO. 

No  penance  can  absolve  our  guilty  fame ; 

Nor  tears,  that  wash  out  sin,  can  wash  out  shame. 

JPrior,  Henry  and  Enmna. 
Count  all  th'  advantage  prosperous  vice  attains, 
'Tis  but  what  virtue  fies  from,  and  disdains.  Pope,JS,M.TvJ89> 

Vice  is  a  monster  of  so  frightful  mien, 

As  to  be  hated  needs  but  to  be  seen ; 

Yet  seen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face, 

We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace.  Pope,  E.]i£,  II.217. 

When  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will. 
How  soon  they  find  fit  instruments  of  ill !  lb*  1?.  ofL,  ni.  126. 

When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  soar. 

They  light  a  torch  to  i^ew  their  shame  the  more. 

Those  governments  which  curb  not  evil's  cause  ! 

And  a  rich  knave  's  a  libel  on  our  laws.        Young,  Z.ofJP^l, 

Ah,  vice  !  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways  ! 

While  boyish  blood  is  mantling,  who  can  scape 

The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  P  Byron^  Ch.  JZ".  i.  65. 


Who  called  thee  vicious  was  a  l^ing  elf. 
Thou  art  not  vicious,  tihou  art  vice  itself. 


Marital,  xi.  92. 


VXOB4JS4VCXLL0BS. 

Vice-Chancellors,  whose  knowledge  is  but  small, 
And  Chancellors,  who  nothing  know  at  all : 
lU-brook'd  the  generous  spirit  in  those  days 
When  learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praise. 

Churehilt,  Author,  £5. 
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YlCIBBlTUD'E—see  Xiifortuiw. 
But  jesterdaj  the  word  of  Csraar  xnif  lit 
Hare  stood  against  the  woild ;  now  ues  he  there. 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence.        8h,  Jul,  C.  in.  S. 

Think  on  the  slipper  j  state  of  human  things, 

The  strange  vicissitudes  and  sudden  turns 

Of  war  and  fate,  recoiling  on  the  proud. 

To  crush  a  merciless  and  cruel  victor  : 

Think  there  are  bounds  of  fortune,  set  above 

Periods  of  time,  and  progress  of  success, 

Which  none  can  stop  beiore  th'  appointed  limits, 

And  none  can  push  beyond.  JDryden,  Love  THumpkanL 

A  blossom  full  of  promise  is  life's  jov, 

That  never  comes  to  fruit.    Hope,  u>r  a  time. 

Suns  the  young  floweret  in  its  gladsome  light. 

And  it  looks  flourishing— a  little  while 

'Tis  pass'd,  we  know  not  whither,  but  'tis  gone.  L.  E.  Landon. 

▼ICTOEY.  o,  such  a  day 

80  fought,  so  follow'd,  and  so  fairly  won. 
Came  not  till  now,  to  dignify  the  tmies. 
Since  Cesar's  fortune.  Sh.  Hen,  IV.  2,  i.  1. 

Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  onward  course. 

And  we  are  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  victoiy.  Sh.  JET.  F/.  3,  v.  3. 

It  is  not  victory  to  win  the  field. 

Unless  we  make  our  enemies  to  yield 

More  to  our  justice,  than  our  force  ;  and  so 

As  well  instruct,  as  overcome  our  foe.  Rohert  QomersaL 

There  is  a  tear  for  all  who  die, 
A  mourner  o'er  the  humblest  grave ; 
But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry, 
And  triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 

Byron,  Death  of  Sir  P,  Parker, 
Grown  ye  the  brave !  crown  ye  the  brave ! 
As  through  your  streets  they  ride, 
And  the  sunbeams  dance  on  the  polish'd  arms 
Of  the  warriors,  side  by  side ; 
Shower  on  them  your  sweetest  flowers. 
Let  the  air  ring  with  their  praise.  Mrs,  Hemane* 

yriLLAQXBi. 

The  villager,  bom  humbly  and  bred  hard, 
Content  his  wealth,  and  poverty  his  guard. 
In  action  simply  just,  in  conscience  clear. 
By  guilt  untamted,  undistorb'd  by  fear, 
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His  means  but  scanty,  and  his  wants  bnt  few, 
Labour  his  business,  and  his  pleasure  too. 
Enjoys  more  comforts  in  a  single  hour 
Than  ages  give  the  wretch  condemn'd  to  power. 
TTTXATwa  VILLAHY.  Churchill,  Gotham,  117. 

Which  is  the  villain  ?    Let  me  see  his  eyes ; 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him.  Sh.  M.  Ado,  Y.  1. 

The  multiplying  yillanies  of  nature 

Do  swarm  upon  him.  Sh,  Maeb.  1. 1. 

A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd. 

Quoted,  and  sign'd,  to  do  a  deed  of  shame. 5A.  K.  John^  rv.  2. 

Things  ill-got  had  ever  bad  success.         Sh.  Hen,  ri.  3,  iz.  2. 

Do  but  observe  the  face  of  villany. 
How  different  from  the  brow  of  mnocence  ! 
See  what  a  settled  gloom  obscures  his  visage, 
Sure  emblem  of  the  horror  of  his  breast. 
Where  his  false  heart  enthron'd  in  native  darkness 
(Unconscious  and  unwishing  for  the  light), 
Broods  o'er  new  treasons,  and  enjoys  tiie  mischief.  Hoioard. 
TOlGnrS— M0  XaidmOiood. 
What  tender  maid  but  must  a  victim  fall 
To  one  man's  treat,  but  for  another's  ball  ? 
When  Florio  speaks,  what  virgin  could  withstand. 
If  {gentle  Damon  did  not  squeeze  her  hand  ? 
With  varying  vanities,  from  every  part, 
They  shift  the  moving  toyshop  of  their  heart ; 
Where  wi^s  with  wigs,  sword-knots  with  sword-knots  strive, 
Beaux  bamsh  beaux,  and  coaches  coaches  drive. 

VIBTUS-^  Conduct,  Pnritans,  Tice.  ^^P^'  ^'  ^f  ^'  ^'  ^^' 

Virtue  is  more  amiable  and  more  sweet. 
When  virtue  and  true  majestic  do  meet.  JEd,  Spencer, 

I  held  it  ever, 
Yirtne  and  knowledge  were  endowments  greater 
Than  nobleness  and  riches  ;  careless  heirs 
May  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend  ; 
But  immortality  attends  the  former. 
Making  a  man  a  god.  8h»  Perie.  m,  2. 

Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  torches  do ; 

Not  light  them  for  themselves  ;  for  if  our  virtues 

Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 

jIb  if  we  had  them  not.  Sh.  M^/br  JCu  1» 
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YnLTJrE—eontinued, 

Her  virtues,  graeed  with  external  gifts. 

Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in  my  heart.  Sh.Hen.Vi.UYji^ 

I'll  leave  my  son  my  virtuous  deeds  behind  ; 
And  would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  I 
For  fill  the  rest  is  held  at  such  a  rate, 
,  As  brings  a  thoojaand  fold  more  care  to  keep. 
Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure,     Sh.  Hen*  vi,  3,  ii.  2» 

Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  virtues 

We  write  in  water.  5/i.  Hen,  VIIJ.  iv,  2. 

Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not.  8h,  Mam,  iii.  4. 

Virtue  dies  not,  her  tomb  we  need  not  raise, 

Let  them  trust  tombs  who  have  outliv'd  their  praise. 

Thos^  Bastard*. 
Virtue  in  greatest  danger  is  most  shown, 
And  iliougn  oppressed,  yet  never  is  o'erthrown.       S.  Danieh 

Virtue  makes  honour,  as  the  soul  doth  sense. 

And  merit  far  exceeds  inheritance.  Geo,  Ckapmanm^ 

The  path  that  leads  to  virtue's  court  is  narrow. 

Thorny,  and  up  a  hill,  a  bitter  journey : 

But  being  gone  through,  you  find  all  heavenly  sweets  ; 

Th'  entnuice  is  all  flintv  ;  but  at  th'  end 

To  towers  of  pearls  and  crystal  you  ascend.       Thos,  Dekher, 

Virtue  abhors  to  wear  a  borrow'd  face.  Thoa,  Dehher^ 

Virtue,  if  not  in  action,  is  a  vice  ; 

And,  when  we  move  not  forward,  we  go  backward.  Massinger- 

Virtue  may  be  assail*d,  but  never  hurt ; 

Surprised  by  unjust  force,  but  not  enthrall'd ; 

Yea,  even  that  which  mischief  meant  most  harm, 

Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  most  glory.  Milton,  Comus,  589. 

If  Virtue's  self  were  lost,  we  might 

From  your  fair  mind  new  copies  write. 

All  things  but  one  you  can  restore  : 

The  heart  you  get  returns  no  more.  JSd.  Waller. 

If  there's  a  power  above  us. 
And  that  there  is  all  nature  cries  aloud 
Thro*  all  her  works,  he  must  delight  in  virtue : 
And  that  which  he  dehghts  in  must  be  happy.  Addison,  Caio» 

The  virtuous  nothing  fear  but  life  with  shame. 
And  death's  a  pleasant  road  that  leads  to  fame. 

Lansdotcne,  Verses  written  in  1600L' 
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YTRTJrE-^cantmued. 

Shall  ignorance  of  good  and  ill 

Dare  to  direct  th'  eternal  will  P 

Seek  yirtne  ;  and,  of  that  possess 'd, 

To  PiOTidence  resign  the  rest.  Ot^j  MAle  39. 

Why  to  true  merit  should  they  haye  regard  P 

They  know  that  yirtae  is  its  own  reward.  Gay,  JSp.  toMethaen, 

Yirtue  she  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour, 

Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  eyer.     Pope,  M,  JE.  n.  163. 

Tirtuoas  and  vicious  ererr  man  must  be. 

Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree.  Pope,  E.  M.  i.  231. 

Count  all  th'  advantage  prosperous  Vice  attains, 
'Tis  but  what  Yirtue  flies  from  and  disdains : 
And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  they  would. 
One  they  must  want — which  is,  to  pass  for  good. 

Pope,  :E.  M,  lY,  89. 
But  sometimes  virtue  starves  while  vice  is  fed. 
What  then  is  the  reward  of  virtue — bread  ?  Pope,E.M.iYAJSO, 

What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  destroy, — 

The  soul's  cahn  sunsnine,  and  the  heartfelt  joy,— - 

Is  virtue's  prize  ;  a  better  would  ^ou  fix  ? 

Then  give  humility  a  coach  and  six, 

Justice  a  conqueror's  sword,  or  truth  a  gown. 

Or  public  spirit,  its  great  cure,  a  crown.  Pope,  JS*  M.  iv.  167. 

SInow  then  this  truth,  enough  for  man  to  know. 

Virtue  alone  is  happiness  below.  Pope,  JS,  M.  nr.  309. 

Virtue  may  choose  the  high  or  low  degree, 
'Tis  just  auko  to  Virtue  and  to  me ; 
Dwell  in  a  monk,  or  light  upon  a  king, 
She's  still  the  same  bclov'd  contented  thing. 

Pope,  Epilogue  to  the  Satires,  1. 136. 
What,  what  is  virtue,  but  repose  of  mind, 
A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  no  storm ; 
Above  the  reach  of  wild  Ambition's  wind. 
Above  those  passions  that  this  world  deform, 
And  torture  man.  Thomson,  Castle  of  Indolence,  1. 16» 

There  breathes  a  felt  divinity  in  nature. 

In  candid,  unassuming,  generous  virtue. 

Whose  very  silence  speaks,  and  which  inspires* 

Without  proud  formsu  lessons,  a  disdain 

Of  mean  mjurioas  vice.  Tkomeim. 

Keep  virtue's  simple  path  before  your  eyes, 

JTor  think  from  evil  good  can  ever  rise.        Ih»  Tanered^  T.  8. 
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YIRTlTE'-eontinued, 
Believe  the  muse,  the  wintry  blast  of  death 
TTilla  not  the  buds  of  virtue  ;  no,  they  spread, 
Beneath  the  heavenly  beams  of  brighter  suns. 
Thro'  endless  ages,  into  higher  powers.  2^ifi«o}i,6Wmm^,  681. 

The  generous  pride  of  virtue 
Disdains  to  weigh,  too  nicely,  the  returns 
Her  bounty  meets  with.    Like  the  liberal  gods. 
From  her  own  gracious  nature  she  bestows. 
Nor  stoops  to  ask  reward.  Thomson. 

Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truth  I  tell ; 
'Tis  virtue  makes  the  bliss,  where'er  we  dwell. 

Collins,  Oriental  Eclogues,  1, 
The  virtuous  to  those  mansions  go 
Where  pleasures  unembitter'd  flow, 
Where,  leading  up  a  jocund  band, 
Tigour  and  Youth  dimce  hand  in  hand, 
Whilst  Zephyr,  with  harmonious  gales, 
Pipes  softest  music  through  the  vales, 
And  Spring  and  Flora,  gaily  crown 'd, 
With  velvet  carpet  spread  the  ground ; 
With  livelier  blush  where  roses  bloom. 
And  every  shrub  respires  perfume.  Churchill,  Ghost,  n.  401. 

Weak  is  that  throne,  and  in  itself  unsound, 

Which  takes  not  solid  virtue  for  its  ground.  2L  Gotham,  107. 

Whatever  farce  the  boastful  hero  plays. 

Virtue  alone  has  majesty  in  death.         Young,  N.  T.  ii.  660. 

Virtue,  not  rolling  suns,  the  mind  matures. 

That  life  is  long,  which  answers  life's  great  end. 

The  time  that  bears  no  fruit,  deserves  no  name ; 

The  man  of  wisdom  is  the  man  of  years.  Young,  N,  T.  T.772. 

Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  Pyramids  ; 

Her  monuments  shall  last,  when  Egypt's  fall. 

Young,  N,  T.  Yi.  312 
Virtue,  our  present  peace,  our  fiiture  prize, 
Man's  unprecarious,  natural  estate. 
Improvable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies ; 
Its  tenure  sure ;  its  income  is  divine.     Young,  N.  T,  yi»  470. 

Virtue,  the  strensth  and  beauty  of  the  soul. 
Is  the  best  gift  of  Heaven ;  a  happiness 
That,  even  above  the  smiles  and  ^owns  of  ikte, 
Exalts  neat  Nature's  favourites  ;  a  wealth 
That  ne  er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  transferr'd. 

Armstrong,  Art  qfPres.  H,  vr.  284. 
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VIKTUE — cmUmued, 
Yirtue  and  sense  are  one ;  and,  trust  me,  still 
A  faiilJess  heart  betrays  the  head  unsound' : 
Yirtue  (for  mere  good  nature  is  a  fool) 
Is  sense  and  spirit,  with  humanity ; 
'Tis  sometimes  angry,  and  its  frown  confounds  ; 
'Tis  even  yindictiTe,  but  in  rengeance  just ; 
Xnares  fain  would  laugh  at  it ;  some  great  ones  dare  ; 
But  in  his  heart  the  most  undaunted  son 
Of  fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awful  charms.        lb.  it.  265. 

A  virtuous  deed  should  never  be  delay 'd, 

The  impulse  comes  from  Heav'n,  and  he  who  strives 

A  moment  to  repress  it,  disobeys 

The  god  within  nis  mind.  Alex.  Dow,  Sethona. 

The  only  amaranthine  flower  on  earth 

Is  virtue,  the  only  lasting  treasure,  truth.  Cotpper,TashfUi,26S, 

All  private  virtue  is  the  public  fund : 
As  that  abounds,  th'  state  decays,  or  thrives  : 
Each  should  contribute  te  the  general  stock, 
And  who  lends  most,  is  most  his  country's  friend. 

Jephson,  Braganza, 
In  virtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 
Save  thine  "  incomparable  oil,"  Macassar !  Btfron,  D.  J,  1. 17. 

Vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 

Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  around 

Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her  aspect.  Byron, 

VIRTUOSO— AM  Antiqaary,  Collector. 

His  mansion  was  the  pink  of  taste  and  art : 

His  charming  pictures  !— oh,  how  they  delighted  you! 

In  his  saloon,  Egyptian  monsters  frighted  you : 

And  pagods,  on  his  stair-case,  made  you  start. 

Nothing  surpassed  his  carpets,  and  ms  draperies. 

His  clocks,  cnairs,  tables,  sofas,  ottemans  ; — 

His  rooms  were  crowded  with  Etruscan  aperies. 

Fine  noseless  busts,  and  Homan  pots,  and  pans. 

He  had  a  marble  Venus,  on  a  stand. 

Wanting  a  leg,  and  a  right  hand ; 

A  sweeter  piece  of  art  was  never  found ; 

Had  not  those  brutes,  the  sailors,  rot  'em ! 

In  bringing  her  from  Bome,  knock'd  off  her  bottom, 

She  would  have  sold  for  tldr^  thousand  pound. 

Uolman,  Vagaries,  Two  Farsone* 
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Doubt  not  her  care  should  be 
To  comb  jour  noddle  with  a  three-legg*d  stool. 
And  paint  your  face,  and  use  you  like  a  fool.  Sh.  Tarn.  8. 1. 1. 
YOCATIOH. 

'Tis  no  sin  for  a  man  to  labour  in  his  Yocation.  Sh,irJV.1^.2, 
YOlCE^see  Eloquence,  Singing. 

Her  Yoice  was  ever  soft, 
Gentle,  and  low ;  an  excellent  thing  in  woman.  Sh,  Lear,  y.  3. 

Her  Toice,  the  music  of  the  spheres, 

So  loud,  it  deafens  mortal  ears.  JButler,  Hud,  2,  i.  417. 

His  voice,  more  gentle  than  the  summer's  breeze, 

That  mildly  whispers  through  the  waving  trees, 

6ofb  as  the  nightingale's  complaining  song. 

Or  murm'ring  cuiTents  as  they  roll  along.     Dryden,  Don  &&. 

His  voice  no  touch  of  harmony  admits. 

Irregularly  deep,  and  shrill  by  fits  ; 

The  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife. 

Coupled  together  for  the  sake  of  strife.  C&urehill,  Bote.  103. 

O  ye  voices  round  my  own  hearth  singing ! 

As  the  winds  of  May  to  memory  sweet. 

Might  I  yet  return,  a  worn  heurt  bringing, 

Would  those  vernal  tones  the  wanderer  greet  ?  Mrt,  Hemam, 

The  voice  that  won  me  first ! 
O,  what  a  tide  of  recollections  rush 

Upon  my  drowning  soul !  Mrs.  LouUa  J,  Sail  {Am.). 

YOLGAKO. 
The  dread  volcano  ministers  to  good  : 
Its  smother'd  flames  might  undermine  the  world : 
Loud  JStnas  fulminate  in  love  to  man.    Young,  JV.  T,  iz.  489. 

VOWELS. 

We  are  little  airy  creatures, 
All  of  different  voice  and  features  ; 
One  of  us  in  glass  is  set. 
One  of  us  you'll  find  in  jet. 
T'other  you  may  see  in  tin. 
And  the  fourth  a  box  within. 
If  the  fifth  you  should  pursue. 

It  can  never  fly  from  jyott.  Sip^ 

YOWB-^see  Oatha. 
Unheedful  vows  may  heedfully  be  broken.    Sk,  Two  G,  n.  6. 

Grood  vows  are  never  broken  with  good  deed?, 

For  then  good  deeds  were  bad :  vows  are  but  seeds. 

And  good  deeds  fruits.  Geo,  Ckapnum* 
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TOW— «OM«m«Af. 

We  know  not  how  to  tow,  till  lore  unblind  ub, 

And  Yows  made  ignorantlj  never  bind  us.        Geo.  Chapmaau 

No  man  takes  or  keeps  a  tow, 
Bat  just  as  lie  sees  others  do ; 
Nor  are  they  'blig'd  to  be  so  brittle 
As  not  to  yield  and  bow  a  little  : 
For  as  best  tempered  blades  are  found, 
Before  they  break,  to  bend  quite  round ; 
So  truest  oaths  are  still  more  tough. 
And  tho'  they  bow,  are  breaking  proof. 

Butler,  Hud.  Ep.  to  his  Lady,  76. 

17AITSB8,  WAITING. 

Taste  your  legs,  sir ;  put  them  to  motion.      8h,  T,  Ni.  ni.  1. 

You  loggerheaded  and  unpolished  grooms ! 

What !  no  attendance,  no  regard,  no  duty  ? 

Where  is  the  foolish  knare  I  sent  before  i'    Sh,  Tarn,  S.  IT.  2. 

WALDEVSES. 

Ayenge,  O  Lord !  thy  slaughtered  saints,  whose  bones 

Lie  scattered  on  the  Alpine  mountains  cold ; 

Even  them  who  kept  thy  truth  so  pure  of  old, 

When  all  our  fathers  worshipped  stocks  and  stones 

Forget  not.  Milton,  San,  18. 

WALXma-BTICES. 

Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tip  produce  ; 

Be  theirs  for  empty  show,  but  thine  for  use. 

Lnprudent  men  Heaven's  choicest  gifls  profane  ; 

Thus  some  beneath  their  arms  support  the  cane. 

The  dirty  point  oft  checks  the  careless  pace. 

And  mudch'  spots  the  clean  crayat  disgrace. 

Oh  !  may  1  never  such  misfortune  meet ! 

May  no  such  vicious  persons  walk  the  street !  Gay,Trivia,iJl^ 

The  rude  stone  fence,  with  wall-flowers  gay, 

To  me  more  pleasure  yields. 

Than  all  the  pomps  imperial  domes  display.        Sir  W.  SeoiL 

The  wall- flower!  the  wall-flower ! 

How  beautiful  it  blooms  ! 

It  gleams  above  the  ruin'd  tower* 

Like  sunlight  over  tombs ; 

It  sheds  a  halo  of  repose 

Around  the  wreck  ot  time ; — 

To  beauty  give  the  flaunting  rose — 

The  wall-flower  is  sublime.  Delta  {JB,  Mair). 
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WALTZ,  WALTZIKGF--M#  Dandng. 

Behold  with  downcast  eyes  and  modest  glance. 

In  measur'd  step,  a  well-dres8*d  pair  advance. 

One  hand  on  hers,  the  other  on  her  hip, 

(Bnt  licens'd  not  to  neighbouring  parts  to  slip) ! 

For  thni  the  law's  ordain'd  by  Baron  Trip. 

'Twas  in  such  posture  our  first  parents  moy'd, 

When  hand  in  hand  thro'  Eden  s  bowers  they  roy'd. 

Ere  yet  the  devil,  with  practice  foul  and  false, 

Tum'd  their  poor  heads,  and  taught  them  how  to  waltz. 

Sheridan. 
Imperial  Waltz  I  imported  from  the  Bhine 
(Famed  for  the  growth  of  pedigrees  and  wine), 
Long  be  thine  import  from  all  dut^  free. 
And  hock  itself  be  less  esteem'd  tnan  thee : 
In  some  few  qualities  alike — for  hock 
Improves  our  cellar — thou  our  living  stock. 
The  head  to  hock  belongs — thy  subtler  art 
Intoxicates  alone  the  heedless  heart : 
Through  the  full  veins  thy  gentler  poison  swims, 
And  wakes  to  wantonness  the  willing  limbs.  Byron^  TheWaUz* 

Endearing  Waltz  !  to  thy  more  melting  time 
Bow  Irish  jig,  and  ancient  rigadoon. 
Scotch  reels,  avaunt !  and  country- dance,  forego 
Your  future  claims  to  each  fantastic  toe ! 
Waltz — ^Waltz  alone — both  legs  and  arms  demands. 
Liberal  of  feet,  and  lavish  of  her  hands.     Byron^  The  Waltz, 

What !  the  girl  I  adore  by  another  embraced  I 

What !  the  balm  of  her  lips  shall  another  man  taste ! 

What  I  touch'd  in  the  twirl  by  another  man's  knee ! 

What !  pant  and  recline  on  another  than  me ! 

Sir !  she's  yours !    From  the  grape  you  have  press'd  the  soft 

blue  ! 
From  the  rose  you  have  shaken  the  tremulous  dew  ! 
What  you've  touch'd  you  may  take  \    Pretty  waltzer,  adieu  \ 

Tho».  Moore. 
WANDEBEB,  WAND£BIKa—««0  Exile. 
But  me,  not  destin'd  such  delights  to  share. 
My  prime  of  life  in  wandering  spent  and  care : 
Impelled,  with  steps  unceasing,  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the  view  ; 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies. 
Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies ; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone, 
And  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own.     OoUlsmiik,  IVflv^ 
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WAHT — «M  Compaaiioii,  BiitreM,  Povtrty. 

To  men 

Press'd  bj  their  wants,  all  change  is  ever  welcome. 

The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule,  Ben  Jouton,Caiiline. 

That  ey'ry  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool. 

"  God  cannot  lore  (says  Blunt,  with  tearless  eyes) 

The  wretch  he  staires  " — and  piously  denies  : 

But  ike  good  bishop,  with  a  meeker  air. 

Admits  and  leaves  them  Providence's  care.  Po/>e,  Jf.^.iii.lOO. 
WAHT0nrE88— «M  Szpression. 

The  blood  of  youth  bums  not  with  such  excess, 

As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonness.  Sk.  Love*t  X.  L,  y.  2. 

WAB— j#«  Battle,  Disoord,  Boelling,  Fighting,  Xnrdar.  Peaea. 

Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land. 

Send  fair-play  orders,  and  make  compromise. 

Insinuation,  parley,  and  base  truce, 

To  arms  invasive  Y  8h,  K,  John,  y.  1. 

The  arms  are  fair. 

When  the  intent  of  bearing  them  is  just.   Sh,  Hen,  iv,  1,  y.  2. 

T^ow  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire. 

And  silken  cCalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies  ; 

iN^ow  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thoua^t 

Iteigns  solely  in  the  breast  of  eveiy  man.  Sh.Men.  v,  ii.  CAor. 

Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  once  more ; 

Or  close  the  wail  up  with  our  English  dead  I 

In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man 

As  modest  stillness,  and  humility ; 

But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  id  our  ears, 

Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger : 

Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood.    Sh.  Hen,  v,  iit.  1. 

Pving  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 

Th^  shall  be  fam'd ;  for  there  the  sun  shall  greet  thelm, 

And  draw  their  honours  reekine  up  to  heaven ; 

Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choke  your  clime.       lb.  iv.  3. 

Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  steel, 

And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 

19^umb'ring  our  ave-marias  with  our  beads  P 

Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 

Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  P  8h.  Hen.  vt,  8,  n.  !• 

O  war !  thou  son  of  hell, 
Whom  angry  heav'ns  do  make  their  minister. 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bosoms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  vengeance !  let  no  solcuer  fly ; 
fie  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war. 
Hath  no  self-love  :  for  he  that  loves  himself 

XX 


674  WAB. 

WAS — eotUmued. 
Hath  not  essentially,  but  by  circiunstance, 
The  name  of  Taloor.  Sk.  Sen.  n.  2,  t.  SL 

Cry  "  HaTOck/'  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war.  8h,  JuL  C  xii.l». 

Tell  me,  he  that  knows, 
Why  are  siich  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon. 
And  foreign  mart  of  implements  of  war  P 
Why  such  impress  orsmp-wrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  diriae  the  Sonday  from  the  week  P 
What  mieht  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  nig^ht  joint-labourer  wiUi  the  day ; 
Who  is't  that  can  mform  me  P  Sk.  Mmn,  x,  1. 

To  my  shame  I  see 
The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men. 
That  for  a  fantasy  and  trick  of  fame 
Go  to  their  grayes  like  beds,  fight  for  a  plot 
Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent. 
To  hide  the  slain.  8iL  Sam,  it.  4. 

1^0  wax  is  right  but  that  which  needful  is.  Sam,  Da$iMel. 

Wise  men  ever  hare  preferred  far, 
Th'  imjustest  peace,  before  the  justeat  war.        Sam.  Daniel. 

In  everr  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war ; 
Occasion  needs  but  fan  them  and  they  blaze  ; 
Cain  had  already  shed  a  brother's  blood.  Lord  Brooke, 

He  is  unwise  that  to  a  market  goes, 

Where  there  is  nothing  to  be  sold  but  blows.  Aleyn^  Sen.  vn. 

Great  cities  seldom  rest ;  if  there  be  none 

T'  invade  from  far,  they'll  find  worse  foes  at  home. 

Bloody  wars  at  first  began,  Serrick,  Apk.  2S3. 

The  artificial  plague  of  man. 
That  from  his  own  invention  rise. 
To  scourge  his  own  iniquities  ; 
That  if  the  heavens  should  chance  to  spare 
Supplies  of  constant  poison'd  air. 
They  might  not,  with  unfit  delay. 
For  lingering  destruction  stay  ; 
Nor  seek  recruits  of  death  so  far, 
But  plague  themselves  with  blood  and  war.      Builtf*,  Sat.  n* 

To  broach  a  war,  and  not  to  be  assur'd 

Of  certain  means  to  make  a  fair  defence, 

Howe'er  the  ground  he  just,  may  justly  seem 

A  wilful  madness.  fV.JIemings,  Jtv^s  TragtS^* 
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War,  he  soog,  is  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Hononr,  but  an  empty  babble ; 
Never  ending,  still  beginning, 
Fighting  still,  and  still  destroying.   Dryden,  Alex,  JS^aH,  39. 

No  law  betwixt  two  sor'reigns  can  decide. 

But  tiiat  of  arms,  where  fortune  is  tiie  judge^ 

Soldiers  the  lawyers,  and  the  bar  the  field.  lb.  Love  Triumph. 

War  wastes  the  noblest  part  of  the  creation. 
The  boast  and  masterpiece  of  the  great  Maker, 
That  wears  in  yain  th  impression  of  his  image, 
Unpriyileged  from  thee !  JSoieet  Tamerlane. 

My  voice  is  still  for  war, 
Gods  !  can  a  Boman  senate  long  debate 
Which  of  the  two  to  choose,  slaveiy  ordea.ik?Jddieon,Ca.n.l. 

Intestine  war  no  more  our  passions  wage, 
And  giddy  factions  bear  away  their  rage. 

Pope.  Ode  cm  CeeiUa'e  Day. 
Cease  to  consult,  the  time  for  action  calls. 
War,  horrid  war,  approaches  to  your  walls !  Pope,Iliad,uM7. 

Bash  fruitless  war,  from  wanton  gloiy  waged. 

Is  only  splendid  murder.   Tkomean,  JEdw,  and  Slecemray  x«  1* 

War,  my  lord. 
Is  of  eternal  use  to  human  kind ; 
For  ever  and  anon  when  you  hare  pass'd 
A  few  dull  jears  in  peace  and  propagation. 
The  world  is  overstocked  with  fools,  and  wants 
A  pestilence  at  least,  if  not  a  hero.  Qeo.  Jefferye^  Mdiein, 

Let  the  gull'd  fool  the  toils  of  war  pursue. 
Where  meed  the  many  to  enrich  the  few. 

SAenstone,  Jndgmemt  ofEJereulee^  158. 
One  to  destroy  is  murder  by  the  law, 
And  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe ; 
To  murder  thousands  takes  a  specious  name. 
War's  glorious  art,  and  gives  immortal  fame.  Youngs  L.  ofF-  7* 

So  stood  Eliza  on  the  wood-crowned  height 
O'er  Minden's  plain,  spectatress  of  the  fight ; 
Sought  with  bold  eye  amid  the  bloody  stnfe 
Her  dearer  self,  the  x>artDer  of  her  life  ; 
From  lull  to  hill  the  rushing  host  pursued, 
And  view'd  his  banner,  or  believ  a  she  viewed. 

Danoiny  Loves  of  ike  Plants^ 
War's  a  game  which,  were  their  subjects  wise, 
JB[ings  would  not  i)lay  at.  Cotaper,  Task,  v.  187» 
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"So  blood-stain'd  yictor^,  in  story  bright, 
Can  gjive  the  philosophic  mind  debght ; 
1^0  triumph  please,  while  rage  and  death  destroy : 
Reflection  sickens  at  the  monstrous  joy. 

JBloomfieldf  Farmer* %  Boy^  8mmmer. 
We  know,  too,  they  are  very  fond  of  war, 
A  pleasure — ^like  all  pleasures — ^rather  dear.jB>yroii,Z>.«71ii.l5d, 

All  was  prepared — ^the  fire,  the  sword,  the  men 

To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 

The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 

March'd  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay— 

A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 

To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way. 

Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which  cut  off  in  Tain, 

Immediately  in  others  grew  again.  JByron^  D,  J,  Tni.  2. 

Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic. 

And  thirty  thousand  muskets  flun^  their  pills 

Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic ; 

Mortality  I  thou  haat  thy  monthly  bills ! 

Thy  plagues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians,  yet  tick. 

Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  ills 

Fast,  present,  and  to  come  ;  but  all  may  yield 

To  the  true  portrait  of  the  battle-field.  Byron,  D,  J.  vxu.  12. 

All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excesses ; 
All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad  ; 
All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  distresses  ; 
All  that  the  devil  would  do,  if  run  stark  mad ; 
All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses ; 
All  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or  is  sad 
As  hell—- mere  mortals  who  their  power  abuse- 
Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose.  J6*  D.J.  viii.  123. 

War's  a  brain-spattering,  windpipe-slitting  art. 

Unless  her  cause  by  right  be  sanctified.     Byron,  D.  J.  ix.  4. 

By  Heaven  1  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 

(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 

Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix'd  embroidery. 

Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air ! 

What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their  lair, 

And  ^ash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  the  prey  1 

All  jom  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share  ; 

The  grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away. 

And  navoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array.  CI.  JET.  I.40, 

War,  war  is  still  the  cry,  war  even  to  the  knife  !  2&.CJr.i.86. 
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Oh,  world ! 
Ob,  men !  wliat  are  ye,  and  our  best  designfl. 
That  we  miut  work  by  crime  to  panish  crime  ? 
And  slay,  as  if  death  had  but  this  one  gate, 
When  a  few  years  would  make  their  sword  superfluous !  Byron. 

What  boots  the  oft-repeated  tale  of  strife, 

The  feast  of  yultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  P 

The  yaiyinff  fortune  of  each  senarate  field. 

The  fierce  that  ranquish,  and  tne  faint  that  jrield  P 

Tlie  smoking  ruin  and  the  crumbled  wall  P 

In  this  the  struggle  was  the  same  with  alL         Bjfron,  Lara. 

Thus,  as  the  stream  and  ocean  greet. 

With  wayes  that  madden  as  they  meet-* 

Thus  Join  the  bands  whom  mutiud  wrong. 

And  mte  and  fury  driye  along.  J?yroii,  Giaour. 

The  death-shot  hissing  from  afar— 

The  shock — ^the  shout — the  groan  of  war-* 

Beyerberate  along  that  vale, 

More  suited  to  the  shepherd's  tale : 

Though  few  the  numbers— their's  the  strife. 

That  neither  spares,  nor  speaks  for  life.  Byron,  Oiaour* 

I  own  my  natural  weakness ;  I  haye  not 

Yet  leam'd  to  think  of  indiscriminate  murder 

Without  some  sense  of  shuddering  ;  and  the  sight 

Of  blood,  which  spouts  through  hoary  scalps,  is  not, 

To  me  a  thin^^  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 

Of  men  surprised,  a  glory.  Byron,  Dogo  qf  Ten.  m.  2. 

With  common  men 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  neace,  and  for  a  king, 
'Tis  sometimes  better  to  oe  fear*d  than  loy'd.  Ib»8ardanapn  i.  2. 

War  is  honourable 
In  those  who  do  their  natiye  rights  maintain  ; 
In  those  whose  swords  an  iron  bamer  are 
Between  the  lawless  spoiler  and  the  weak ; 
But  is,  in  those  who  draw  th'  offensiye  blade 
For  added  power  or  gain,  sordid  and  detnicable 
As  meanest  office  of  the  worldly  churl.  Jo.  Baillis,  StkioaldU 

He  saw  that  men,  with  rage  and  hate. 
Made  war  upon  their  kiad. 
That  the  land  was  red  with  the  blood  they  shed 
In  their  lust  for  carnage,  blind. 
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And  he  said  "  Alas !  that  ever  I  made, 
Or  that  skill  of  mine  should  plan, 
The  spear  and  the  sword,  for  men  whose  joy 
Is  to  slaj  their  fellow-man  !"      Ckeu,  Mackay,  Iktbml  Cainj  8. 

Such  is  war ! 
O  hearens  !  when  will  the  spiritual  Sun  arise. 
And  with  His  beams  effdlffent,  drive  away 
The  mists  of  error  that  so  long  have  hung 
Their  dark,  unnatural  drapery  o'er  the  mind. 
That  broods  o'er  human  carnage  !  when  will  man 
Turn  from  the  path  of  Gain,  and  learn  to  see 
A  brother  without  hating  ?  Bufiu  DaneM  (Am.). 

The  warrior's  name  would  be  a  name  abhorred, 

And  every  nation  that  should  lift  again 

His  hand  against  a  brother,  on  its  forehead 

Should  wear  for  evermore  the  curse  of  Cain.         LongfaUttw. 

WABHIHO^Me  CaatimL. 

Men,  that  stumble  at  the  threshold, 

Are  well  foretold—that  danger  lurks  within.  S^A.  J24«.r/.3,iv.7. 

How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I  cannot  tell, 

Striving  to  hotter,  oft  we  mar  what's  weU.        Sk,  Lear,  i.  4. 

WABBIOB. 

He  was  a  man  of  rare,  undoubted  might. 

Famous  throughout  the  world  for  warlike  praise, 

And  glorious  spoils  purchas'd  in  perilous  nght ; 

Full  many  doughty  Icnights  he,  in  his  days. 

Had  done  to  death,  subdued  in  equal  frays.      Spenser,  JFl  Q. 

The  painful  warrior,  famoused  for  fight. 

After  a  thousand  victories  once  foiled, 

Is  fixMBL  the  books  of  honor  razed  quite. 

And  all  the  rest  forgot  for  which  he  toiled.  8h.  8tm»  25. 

WABHnroToir. 

Washington's  a  watchword  such  as  ne'er 

Shall  siiuc  while  there's  an  echo  left  to  aix.B^onfA^qPBromze, 

WAXEB— M«  Thirst. 

Smooth  runs  the  wateE,  where  the  brook  is  deep. 

Sh,  Sen.  Vl.  2^  m.  I. 
More  water  glide th  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  'tis 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive.  Sh,  IM.  And,  n.  I. 

Water  the  first  of  all  things  we  do  hold.  Pindar  {A^M:oore)0.  L 


WATKB — ^WEAKNESS.  W9 

Learn  tempeivnce,  friends  ;  and  hear  without  ^la^^Mw 
The  choice  of  water.    Thus  the  Coan  safe 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  leam'd  of  eveiy  school : 
what  least  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  best ;  l^e  lightest  then,  which  bears  the  touch 
Of  fire  the  least,  and  soonest  mounts  the  air ; 
The  most  insipid,  the  most  Toid  of  smell. 

Armtirong^  Art  P.  S.  n.  406. 
Till  taught  by  pain. 
Men  really  know  not  what  good  water's  worth : 
If  you  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 
Or  with  a  famish'd  boat's  crew  had  your  berih. 
Or  in  the  desert  heard  the  camel's  bell,* 
You'd  wish  yourself  where  truth  is — in  a  welL 

"Wine,  wine,  thy  power  and  praise     -%»^^  2>.  Jl  n,  84. 
Haye  eyer  been  echo  a  in  minstrel  lays ; 
But  water,  I  deem,  hath  a  mightier  claim 
To  fill  up  a  niche  in  the  temple  of  fame. 
Trayerse  t&e  desert,  and  then  ye  can  tell 
What  treasures  exist  in  the  cold  deep  well ; 
Sink  in  despair  on  the  red  parch*d  earth. 
And  then  ye  may  reckon  what  water  is  worth.  JS,  Cook,  Water. 

Water  is  the  mother  of  the  yine, 
The  nurse  and  fountain  of  fecundity. 
The  adomer  and  refresher  of  the  world. 

'Tis  a  little  thing     ^^a*-  Mackay^  TkeDun^na. 
To  giye  a  cup  of  water ;  yet  its  drauj|[ht 
Of  cool  refreshment,  dram'd  by  feyerish  lips 
May  giye  a  thrill  of  pleasure  to  the  frame 
More  exquisite  than  when  nectarian  juice 
EenewB  the  life  of  joy  in  happiest  hours.    Tayburd,  Son.  m. 
"WSAKHXSft—Mtf  Tears. 

How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly, 

Its  tenderness,  and  make  itself  a  pastime 

To  harder  bosoms !  8h.  Whd.  T.  i.  2. 

Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 
A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 
So  set  the  start  of  the  majestic  world, 
And  bear  the  palm  alone.  8h.  Jul,  C  I.  2. 

If  weakness  may  excuse. 
What  murderer,  what  traitor,  parricide, 
Incestuous,  sacrilegious,  but  may  plead  it  P 
All  wickedness  is  weakness ;  that  plea,  therefore, 
liitti  <i(od  or  man  will  gain  thee  no  remission. 

Miltoih  Sam.  Ag<m.  833> 
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WSALTH-nMw  Gold,  Iboosm,  Iiid«p«iidtiiM,  Xmi^,  BidhM. 

If  thou  art  rich,  thou  art  poor ; 
For,  like  an  ass,  whose  back  with  ingots  bows. 
Thou  bears't  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey, 
And  death  unloads  thee.  Sh.  M.forJIf*  tli.  L 

Yet  in  thy  thriyinf^  still  misdoubt  some  eyil ; 

Lest  ffaining  gain  on  thee,  and  make  thee  dim 

To  all  things  else.     Wealth  is  the  conjurer's  devil ; 

Whom  when  he  thinks  he  hath,  the  devil  hath  him. 

Gold  thou  may'st  safely  touch  ;  but  if  it  stick 

Unto  thy  hands,  it  woundeth  to  the  quick.    Herbert,  Temple. 

'Tis  not  those  orient  pearls  our  teeth. 

That  YOU  are  so  transported  with : 

But  those  we  wear  about  our  necks, 

Produce  those  amorous  effects.  Butler^  Hud.  LoAjfe  Ane.  65. 

That  wealth,  which  bounteous  fortune  sends 

Ab  presents  to  her  dearest  friends, 

Is  oft  laid  out  upon  a  purchase 

Of  two  yards  long  in  parish  churches.  Butler^  Sat.  ii. 

For  wealth  is  all  things  that  conduce 

To  man's  destruction  or  his  use ; 

A  standard  both  to  buy  and  sell 

All  things  from  heaven  down  to  hcU.  Butler,  Sat.  n. 

We  fretjuently  misplace  esteem. 

By  judmng  men  by  what  they  seem. 

To  oirm,  wealth,  power,  we  should  allow 

Precedence,  and  our  lowest  bow.  Oay,  ^able  3,  pt.  2. 

We  know  that  wealth  well  understood, 

Hath  frequent  power  of  doing  good ; 

Then  fancy  that  the  thing  is  done. 

As  if  the  power  and  will  were  one  ; 

Thus  oft  tne  cheated  crowd  adore 

The  thriving  knaves  that  keep  them  poor.  lb.  3,  pt.  2. 

Wealth  in  the  gross  is  death,  but  life  diffused ; 

As  poison  heals  in  just  proportions  us'd ; 

In  heaps,  like  amber^is,  a  stink  it  lies. 

But  well  dispersed  is  mcense  to  the  skies.  Popei  M.E.  iii.  263. 

Can  wealth  ^ive  happiness  ?  look  around,  and  see 

What  gay  distress  !  what  splendid  misery ! 

Whatever  fortunes  lavishly  can  pour, 

The  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more.  Young,L.(ifF.  sat.  5. 

Wealth  imparts 
OoEiTenicnce,  plenty,  elegance,  and  arts.  Ooldamiik. 
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WIALXH— MM^MMMdL 

To  pnrohaae  heayen,  has  gold  the  power  P 
Can  gold  remove  the  mortal  hour  r 
In  life,  can  loTe  be  boaght  with  gold  F 
Are  friendship's  pleasures  to  be  sold  P 
No ;  all  that's  worth  a  wish — a  thought- 
Fair  Tirtae  gires  nnbrib'd,  unbought ; 
Cease,  then,  on  trash  thy  hopes  to  bind. 
Let  nobler  Tiews  engage  thy  mind.  J}r.  Joknton,  to  a  friend. 

Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  in  his  mind. 

To  buud  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race, 

An  hospital,  a  church — and  leare  behind 

Some  dome  surmounted  by  his  meagre  face, 

Perhaps  he  fain  would  liberate  maiULind 

Even  with  the  Terr  ore  which  makes  them  base ; 

Perhaps  he  would  oe  wealthiest  of  his  nation. 

Or  revel  in  the  joys  of  calculation.         Byraut  D.  JI  xn.  10. 

Wealth  is  substantial  good  the  fates  allot : 

We  know  we  have  it,  or  we  have  it  not. 

But  all  those  graces,  which  men  highly  rate. 

Their  minds  themselves  imagine  and  create.  Crahhe. 

These  grains  of  sold  are  not  grains  of  wheat  \ 
These  bars  of  siRer  thou  canst  not  eat ; 
These  jewels  and  pearls  and  precious  stones 
Cannot  cure  the  aches  in  thy  bones. 
Nor  keep  the  feet  of  death  one  hour 
From  clmibing  the  stairways  of  thy  tower  I 

Longfellow^  Kdmbalu. 

WKDDIBQf  WBDl/KSKi—tm  Love,  Xaniage. 
How  hapny  a  thing  were  a  wedding. 
And  a  beading. 

If  a  man  might  purchase  a  wife 
For  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day ; 
But  to  live  with  her  all  a  man's  life. 
For  ever  and  for  aye, 
Till  she  grow  as  grey  as  a  cat. 
Good  faith,  Mr.  rarson,  excuse  me  from  {!l;ia,i,Tko*.Flaiman. 

Grave  authors  say,  and  witty  poets  sing. 

That  honest  wedlock  is  a  glorious  thing.  Pope^  Jan,  ^  May^  21. 

Talk  but  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady. 
And  you  may  get  the  wedding  dresses  ready. 

^  ^^  ^  Byroth  JD.  J.  TO.  6^^ 
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WEDHISQf  WSDLOCK^oontinued, 
Now,  whether  fate  decreed  this  pur  should  wad. 
And  blindly  drove  them  to  tlie  marriftffe  bed ; 
Or  whether  love  in  some  soft  hour  mdin*d 
The  damsers  heart,  and  won  her  to  be  kind. 
Is  jet  nnsnng :  they  were  an  ill-match'd  pair. 
But  both  disposed  to  wed— and  wed  they  were. 

yggna  Crabbe,  Birth  ^  S%aiiery. 

ISow  't  is  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  shallow-rooted ; 
Suffer  them  now,  and  tiliey  'U  o*erran  the  garden, 
And  chokethe  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry.  ^A.wSl?}».  r/.2,in.L 
WEXSTBQt—aee  Distress,  Xisery,  Xovniag,  Sorrow. 
The  eye  that  weeps,  shall  yet  be  dry. 
And  cloudless  as  a  summer  sky : 
Though  watering  now  with  countless  tears. 
The  garden  of  departed  years. 
The  eve  that  w^eps  shall  yet  be  bright 
As  golden  morning's  flashmg  li^ht ; 
Though  clouded  be  its  ray  awhile, 
That  eye  shall  beam  a  radiant  smile.  W.  H,  Priieaux. 

insuaoKE. 

Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  house  ; 

It  must  appear  m  other  ways  than  words, 

Therefore  I  scant  this  breathing  courtesy.  Sh,  M.  uf  Vetu  T.  1. 

A  general  welcome  from  his  graoe 

Salutes  ye  all :  this  night  he  dedicates 

To  fair  content,  and  you :  none  here,  he  hopes. 

In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 

One  care  abroad ;  he  would  have  all  as  merry 

As  first-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome 

Can  make  good  people.  Sk,  Men.  VliLi,  4. 

A  hundred  thdusand  welcomes  :  I  could  weep, 

And  I  could  laugh ;  I  am  light  and  heavy— welcome  I 

8k.  CorioL  n.  1. 
To  say  you  are  welcome,  were  superfluous.    Sk,  P^rio.  n.  3. 

I  am  glad  to  see  you  well, 
Hoimtio—or  I  do  forget  myself.  8k,  Sam.  i.  2. 

When  Hamilton  appears,  then  dawns  the  day, 
And  when  she  disappears,  begins  the  night. 
'WB1G8->M0  PoUtlciaas.  Lttfudawne,  To  tie  Dmekeu. 

Nought's  permanent  among  the  human  race, 
Except  tiie  Whigs  not  getting  into  place.  Byron,  D.  J",  xi.  82. 

But  bees,  on  flowers  alighting,  cease  their  hum, 
So,  settling  upon  places,  Whigs  grow  dumb. 

Tkos.  Moore,  Corruptiaih  161. 
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Be  it  fable  or  trath,  about  Wliittiiigton's  youth, 

Wliicli  the  tale  of  the  map;ical  ding-dong  imparts ; 

Yet  the  story  that  tells  or  the  boy  and  tiie  bellSy 

Has  a  might  and  a  meaning  for  many  sad  hearts. 

That  boj  sat  him  down,  and  look'd  oack  on  the  town, 

Where  merchants,  and  honoors,  and  money  were  rife ; 

With  his  wallet  and  stick,  little  fortuneless  Dick 

Was  desponding,  till  fairy  chimes  gare  him  new  life. 

Saying, '  Tom  again,  Whittington  r 

And  np  rose  the  boy,  with  the  impulse  of  Joy, 

And  a  vision  that  saw  not  the  dust  at  his  feet ; 

And  retracing  his  road,  he  was  found,  with  his  load. 

In  the  city  that  gare  him  its  loftiest  seat. 

Hope,  patience,  and  will,  made  him  brayely  fulfil 

What  tne  eloquent  tone  of  the  chimes  had  foretold ; 

And  that  echo  still  came,  breathing  light  on  his  name, 

When  by  chance  his  hard  fortune  seemed  rayless  and  cold. 

Saying, '  Turn  again,  Whittington  V  JEliza  Cook. 

WIDOWS. 

May  widows  wed  as  often  as  they  can, 
And  eyer  for  the  better  change  their  man ; 
And  some  deyouring  plague  pursue  their  Uyes, 
Who  will  not  well  be  govern  d  by  their  wives. 

Dry  den.  Wife  ^  BtUh^  643. 
Why  are  those  tears  P  why  droops  your  head  F 
Is  tnen  your  other  husband  deadP 
Or  does  a  worse  disgrace  betide  P 
Hath  no  one  since  his  death  applied?  Gay,  TahU  37. 

Thus,  day  by  day,  and  month  by  month,  we  passed ; 
It  pleas'd  the  Lord  to  take  my  spouse  at  last. 
I  tore  my  gown,  I  soil'd  my  locks  with  dust, 
And  beat  my  breasts— as  wretched  widows  must : 
Before  my  &ce  my  handkerchief  I  spread. 
To  hide  the  flood  of  tears  I  didr-not  shed. 

Tope,  Wife  ofBaik,  307. 
The  widow  can  bake,  an'  the  widow  can  brew, 
The  widow  can  shape,  and  tiie  widow  can  sew. 

MawkMoy,  C^enile  Skepkerd. 
See,  but  glance  briefly,  sorrow-worn  and  pale, 
Those  sunken  cheeks  beneath  the  widow^  veil ! 
Alone  she  wanders  where  with  him  she  trod, 
l^oanntostay  her ; — ^t  die  leans  onCtod.  O.  WiM9hmBs  (ulm.). 
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WJJKKWB—cantmwd 

When'er  jou  see  a  widow  weeping 

In  public  sight,. 

And  still  in  fls^j^prant  notice  keeping 

Her  doleful  plight, 

Aje  talking  of  ner  dear  departed; 

One  truth  is  plain. 

She  will  not  languish  broken-hearted. 

But  wed  again.  Chas.  MacJha^f  Safe  PrediHionf* 

WIFS,  WIVES ^«M  Love,  Xaniage, 

Give  me,  next  good,  an  understanding  wife. 

By  nature  wise,  not  learned  by  much  art ; 

Some  knowledge  on  her  side  wiU  all  my  Hfe 

More  scope  for  conyersation  then  impart. 

Besides  her  inborn  virtue  fortify ; 

They  are  most  good  who  best  know  why.  Sir  Thot-  Otm^ury. 

Happy  in  this,  she  is  not  yet  so  old. 

But  sue  may  leam ;  and  happier  than  this. 

She  is  not  bred  so  dull  but  sae  can  leam ; 

Happiest  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  spirit 

Commits  itself  to  jours,  to  be  directed.  Sh,  M>of  Fen.  iii.  2. 
She  18  mine  own  ; 

And  I  as  rich  in  having  such  a  jewel, 

As  twenty  seas,  if  all  meir  sands  were  pearl. 

The  water  nectar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold.    Sk.  2Wo  Q.  ii.  4. 

Well  leaye  a  proof,  by  that  which  we  will  do, 

Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honest  too.  8h.  3fer,  W,  it.  2. 

I  will  be  master  of  what  is  mine  own : 

She  is  my  goods,  mj  chattels ;  she  is  my  house. 

My  household'Stui!,  my  field,  my  bam, 

My  horse,  my  ox,  my  ass,  my  any  thing.    8h.  Tarn,  8.  in.  2. 

I  am  asham'd,  that  women  are  so  simple 

To  offer  war  where  they  should  kneel  for  peace : 

Or  seek  for  rule,  supremacy,  and  sway. 

When  they  are  bound  to  serve,  love,  and  obey.  8k.Tjm,S,Y.  2. 

Should  all  despair, 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themselves.  8k.  Wint.  2*.  i.  2. 

You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 

As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 

That  visit  my  sad  heart.  8h.  Jul.  C.  lu  I. 

As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another : 
The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours ;  which  with  a  snaffle 
Ton  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife.  Sk,  Ant,  Cleop*  n.  %m 
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WlfJB,  WTVEB— continued. 
In  the  election  of  a  wife»  as  in 
A  project  of  war,  to  err  but  once  Is 
To  be  undone  for  ever.  Middleton,  Anything  Jhr  a  Q,uiet  L{fe. 

What  thou  bidd'st 
Unarmed  I  obey ;  so  God  ordains  : 
Grod  18  thy  law ;  thou  mine  :  to  know  no  more 
Is  woman  s  happiest  knowledge  and  her  praise. 

Milton,  P.  Z.  17.  634. 
Thy  likeness,  thy  fit  help,  thy  other  self. 
Thy  wish,  exactly  to  thy  heart's  desire.  lb.  Tizi.  460. 

Nothing  lovelier  can  be  found  « 

In  woman,  than  to  study  household  good. 
And  good  works  in  her  nusband  to  promote.  76.  iz.  232. 

The  wife,  where  danger  or  dishonour  lurks, 
Safest  and  seemliest  oy  her  husband  stays, 
Who  guards  her,  or  with  her  the  worst  endures.   lb.  ix.  267. 

When  you  would  give  all  worldly  plagues  a  name, 

Worse  than  they  haye  already,  call  'em  wife 

But  a  new  married  wife's  a  teeming  mischief. 

Full  of  herself.    Why  what  a  deal  of  horror 

Has  that  poor  wretch  to  come,  that  married  yesterday  P 

I  look  on  wiyes,  as  on  good  dull  companions  ^*     ^ 

For  elder  brothers  to  sleep  out  their  time  with : 

All  we  can  hope  for  in  the  marriage  bed. 

Is  but  to  take  our  rest ;  and  what  care  I 

Who  lays  my  pillow  for  me.  Dryden,  Rival  Ladie$. 

If  I  but  hear  wife  nam'd,  I'm  sick  that  day ; 

The  sound  is  mortal,  and  frights  life  away.  Diyden,  Aurengt. 

Here  lies  my  wife :  here  let  her  lie  ! 

Now  she's  at  rest,  and  so  am  I.    Dryden^  iuggeHed  Epitaph, 

Sometimes  my  plague,  sometimes  my  darling, 

Kissing  to-day,  to-morrow  snarling.  Prior, 

The  man  to  Joye  his  suit  preferr'd ; 

He  begg'd  a  wife.    His  prayer  was  heard* 

Joye  wonder'd  at  his  bold  addressing : 

For  how  precarious  is  the  blessing !  G^|f,  Fable  39. 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend, 

To  charm  the  fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind ; 

In  her,  my  wife,  my  mistress,  and  mj  friendi 

I  taste  the  joys  of  sense  and  reason  join'd.  Sammcni* 


686  WIFE,  WITB8. 

WIFE,  WTTEH^-Hfoniinued, 
Lycoris  of  her  friends  still  makes  an  end : 
I  would  she  were  to  my  wife  such  a  fnend. 

Martial,  IT.  24  (JFrigkii^ 

A  wife  becomes  the  truest,  tend'rest  friend, 
The  balm  of  comfort,  and  the  source  of  joy ! 
Thro'  eyeiy  yarious  turn  of  life  the  same. 

^  Savage,  Sir  T%onuu  Ov€rhury. 
What  so  pure,  which  enyious  tongues  will  spare  P 
Some  wicked  wits  haye  libell'd  all  the  fair. 
With  matchless  impudence  they  style  a  wife, 
The  dear-bought  curse,  and  lawful  plague  of  life ; 
A  bosom  serpent,  a  domestic  eyil, 
A  night  inyasion,  and  a  mid-day  devil ; 
Let  not  the  wise  these  sland'rous  words  regard. 
But  curse  the  bones  of  ey'ry  living  bard. Pope,  Jan.  4"  Magf  48» 

Horses  (thou  say'st)  and  asses  men  may  try. 

And  ring  suspected  vessels  ere  they  buy ; 

But  wives,  a  random  choice,  untried  they  take ; 

They  dream  in  courtship,  but  in  wedlock  wake ; 

Then,  nor  till  then,  the  veil 's  removed  away. 

And  aU  the  woman  glares  in  open  day.  Pope,  W\fe  ofBaikt  101. 

Who  builds  his  house  on  sands, 
Pricks  his  blind  horse  across  the  fallow  lands. 
Or  lets  his  wife  abroad  with  pilgrims  roam, 
Deserves  a  fool's-cap  and  long  ears  at  home.    Pope,  lb.  247. 

Is't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  famines,  rise 

To  lash  our  crimes,  out  must  our  wives  be  wise  P 

Wliat  is  there  in  the  vale  of  Hfe  Touug,  L.  F.  sat  6. 

Half  so  delightful  as  a  wife, 

When  friendship,  love,  and  peace  combine 

To  stamp  the  marriage  bond  divine  P      Cofoper,  Love  Abused. 

Lord  Erskine,  on  woman  presuming  to  rail. 

Calls  a  v/ife  "  a  tin  canister  tied  to  one's  tail ;" 

And  fair  Lady  Anne,  while  the  subject  he  carries  on, 

Seems  hurt  at  his  lordship's  degradi::g  comparison. 

But  wherefore  degrading?  considered  aright, 

A  canister's  polish'd,  and  useful,  and  bright ; 

And  should  dirt  its  original  purity  hide. 

That's  the  fault  of  the  puppy  to  whom  it  is  tied.      Sheridan. 

Think  yoii,  if  Laura  had  been  Petrarch's  wife, 

He  would  liave  written  sonnets  all  his  life.  Bjjron,  2).  J*  in.  8. 
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WIVB,  WiVEB — continued. 

The  wife  was  pretty,  triflmfc,  childiwh,  weak ; 
She  coold  not  think,  hat  would  not  oeaae  to  apeak. 

Crabbe,  Struggles  qf  Chtueienct*- 
Oh !  't  ia  a  precioiia  thinf^,  when  wirea  are  dead. 
To  find  such  nnmbers  who  will  serve  instead  -. 
And  in  whaterer  state  a  man  be  thrown, 
Tib  that  precisely  they  would  wish  their  own.  lb.  Learned  Boy  ^ 

At  home  my  wife  wiU  supervise 
Each  meal  I  tdce.    I  wish  her  ^es 
Wei6  sometimes  tooeh'd  with  blmdness ! 
But  no — they  move  not  from  my  plate : 
Crod  bless  her !  how  I  loye,  yet  hate 
Her  ever  watchful  kindness. 
'*  My  dear !  you  know  you're  bilious — pray 
Avoid  the  turtle  soup  to-day. 
And  do  not  touch  the  sahnon  ; 
Just  take  a  chicken  wing,  or  leff. 
But  no  rich  sauce— and  let  me  oeg 
You  will  not  taste  the  gammon." 

Soraee  SmUk,  Answer  to  an  Old  Mans  Fraiss. 

The  world  well  tried— the  sweetest  thing  in  life 

Is  the  imclouded  welcome  of  a  wife.         If.  P.  Willis  (Am.). 


A  courage  to  endure  and  to  obey— 
A  hate  of  gossip  parlance,  and  of  sway, 
Crown'd  Isabel,  through  all  her  placid  life. 
The  queen  of  marriage— a  most  perfect  wife. 


Tennjfsan* 


A  man  may  spare. 

And  still  be  bare, 

If  his  wife  be  nowt,  if  his  wife  be  nowt ; 

But  a  man  may  spend. 

And  have  money  to  lend, 

If  his  wife  be  owt,  if  his  wife  be  owt. 

The  Gipsy's  Rhyme  (N.  ^  Q.,  Feb.  10, 1866). 
Of  earthly  goods,  the  best  is  a  good  wife ; 
A  bad,  the  bitterest  curse  of  human  life.  Simontdes. 

WICFUIinESS. 

Muse  not  that  I  thus  suddenly  proceed ; 

For  what  I  will,  I  will— and  there's  an  end.  S/i.  Tao  G.  i.  3. 

To  wilful  men. 
The  injuries,  that  they  themselves  procure, 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters.  S^'  Lear,  ii.  4. 
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VnXL^tee  Argument. 

In  idle  wishes  fools  supinely  stay, 

Be  there  a  wiU,  and  wisdom  finds  a  way. 
WIILIFGHE88.  Crabbe,  Birth  qfFlaiimy. 

A  willing  heart  adds  feathers  to  the  heel, 

And  makes  ike  down  a  winged  Mercury. 
uTTT.T/iTir  Jo.  Baillief  De  Ifan^fifrd* 

Thou  art  to  all  lost  lore  the  best. 

The  only  tme  plant  found  ; 

Wherewith  young  men  and  maids  distrest, 

And  lefb  of  love,  are  crown'd.      Herriek,  Amatory  Ode^  108. 

Willow's  a  sentimental  wood, 
And  many  sonneteers,  to  quicken  'em, 
A  relic  kept  of  that  which  stood 
Before  Pope's  Tusculum  at  Twickenham. 

Horace  Smith,  Poet  among  the  Treee. 
Tree  of  the  gloom,  o'erhanging  the  tomb, 
Thou  seem'st  to  love  the  churchyard  sod ; 
Thou  eyer  art  found  on  the  chamel  ground, 
Where  the  laughing  and  happy  have  rarely  trod. 
When  thy  branches  trail  to  tne  wintry  gale, 
Tbr  wailing  is  sad  to  the  hearts  of  men  ; 
When  the  world  is  bright  in  a  summer's  light, 
'Tis  only  the  wretched  that  love  thee  then. 
The  golden  moth  and  the  shining  bee 
Will  seldom  rest  on  the  willow  tree.  JSliza  Cook,  Willow  Tree. 

Except  wind  stands  as  never  it  stood, 
It  is  an  ill  wind  turns  none  to  good. 

Thos,  Tttsser.  Moral  Reflection  on  the  Wind, 
What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Pistol  ? 
Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  none  to  good.  Sh,  JET.  TV.  2,  v.  3. 

Ill  blows  the  wind  that  profits  nobody.     Sh.  Hen.  vu  3,  u.  6. 

Seas  are  the  fields  of  combat  for  the  winds  ; 
But  when  they  sweep  along  some  fiowery  coast. 
Their  winds  move  mildly,  and  their  rage  is  lost. 

Dryden,  Mival  Ladies. 
The  winds  come  lightly  whispering  from  the  west, 
£iBsing,not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene. ^^r(m,CA.J5r.n.70. 

Many  are  the  notes 
Which  in  his  tuneful  course  the  wind  draws  forth. 
From  rocks,  woods,  caverns,  heath,  and  dashing  shore. 
The  gentle  wind,  a  sweet  and  passionate  wooer,  Wordsworth. 
Eifises  the  blushing  leaf.  LontjfellutD. 
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WUilNIWS. 

Storied  windows  richly  dichtt 

Casting  ft  dim  religions  light.  Milton,  II  Penuroso,  169. 

wnmsofi. 

Whose  are  Windsor  and  Hampton,  the  pride  of  the  land* 

With  their  treasures  and  tropmes  so  varied  and  grand  P 

The  Queen's,  you  reply : — 

Deuce  a  bit!  you  and! 

Through  their  gates,  twice  a  week,  making  priyileg'd  way. 

Tread  their  gilaed  saloons, 

View  theirportraits,  cartoons. 

And,  like  Crusoe,  are  monarchs  of  all  we  surrey. 

Horace  Smith,  Unj}ossetsed  Possessiont, 

WJXZ—me  Drinkixig,  Vaetar,  Spirits. 

O  thou  inyisible  spirit  of  wine !  if  thou  hast 

No  name  to  be  known  by  let  us  call  thee  devil !  8k,  Oik.  ir.  3. 

Three  cups  of  wine  a  prudent  man  may  take  ; 

The  first  of  them  for  constitution  sake ; 

The  second  to  the  girl  ho  loves  the  best ; 

The  third,  and  last,  to  lull  him  to  his  rest.  AlkentButf  iiu 

What  cannot  wine  perform  P    It  brings  to  light 

The  secret  soul,  it  bids  the  coward  fi^t : 

Gives  being  to  our  hopes,  and  from  our  hearts 

Drives  the  dull  sorrow,  and  inspires  new  arts. 

Is  there  a  wretch  whom  bumpers  have  not  taught 

A  flow  of  words,  and  loftiness  of  thought  P 

Even  in  th'  oppressive  grasp  of  poverty 

It  con  enliurge,  and  bid  the  soul  be  firee.  Horaee,PraHeis,lfY,23, 

So  Koah,  when  he  anchor*d  safe  on 

The  mountain's  top,  his  loffy  haven, 

And  tJl  the  passengers  he  bore. 

Were  on  the  new  world  set  ashore. 

He  made  it  next  his  chief  design 

To  plant,  and  propagate  the  vine, 

Which  since  has  overwhelmed  and  drown'd 

Far  greater  numbers,  on  dry  ground. 

Of  wretched  mankind,  one  oy  one. 

Than  all  the  flood  before  had' done.  Butler,  Sat.  £• 

Wine  fills  the  veins,  and  healths  are  understood 

To  give  our  friends  a  title  to  our  blood.  fVallen 

Wine  makes  Love  forget  its  care» 

And  mirth  exalts  a  feast.  ParnelU  Anaereontic,  ii. 

Firom  wine  what  sudden  friendship  ffprings !      Gaif,  Fable  6* 
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Let  all  my  soldien  quaff 
That  gen'rons  iuice,  by  juggling  priests  den^'d. 
Lest  it  should  nelp  to  whet  our  understandings. 
And  ripen  reason,  tQ  see  through  their  crafts. 

Ja#.  Darcy,  Love  and  Amhiii*m, 
'      I  would  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 

Nor  evexy  trespass  shun :  the  feverish  strife, 

Bous'd  by  the  rare  debauch,  subdues,  expels 

The  loitering  crudities  that  burden  life  ; 

And,  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid,  clears 

The  obstructed  tubes.  Armstrong,  Art  tfP.H.  ii.  '160. 

Oh !  seldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 

Of  drinking  deep !    I  would  not  daily  taste. 

Except  when  life  declines,  eren  sober  cups ; 

Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  law  forbids. 

With  firugal  nectar,  smooth  and  slow  with  calm. 

The  sapless  habit  daily  to  bedew. 

And  pye  the  hesitating  wheels  of  life 

Glibber  to  play.  Armstrong,  Art  of  P.  JST.  ii.  490. 

Few  things  surpass  old  wine ;  and  they  may  preach 
Who  please — ^the  more  because  they  preach  in  rain — 
Let  us  have  wine  and  women,  mirtn  and  laughter, 
Sermons  and  soda-water  the  day  after.    B^ron,  D.  J*,  ix.  178. 

Wine  cheers  the  sad,  revives  the  old,  inspires 

The  young,  makes  weariness  forget  his  toil. 

And  fear  her  danger :  opens  a  new  world 

When  this,  the  present,  falls.         Byron,  Sardanapalus,  i.  S. 

Wine  is  like  au^er,  for  it  makes  us  strong ; 
Blind  and  impatient,  and  it  leads  us  wrong  ; 
The  strength  is  quickly  lost,  we  feel  the  error  long.    Crahhe. 

This  swift  business 
I  must  uneasy  make,  lest  too  light  winning 
Make  the  prize  light.  Sk.  Temp.  i.  2. 

WIHTXB— M0  Seasons. 

When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall, 
And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  nail, 
/Vnd  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall. 
And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail, 
When  blood  is  nipp'd,  and  ways  oe  foul, 
llien  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl» 
Tu-whit,  to-who,  a  merry  note, 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Sk,  Loves  L,  L  viii.  2,  Songm 
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See,  winter  comes  to  rule  the  yaried  year. 

Sullen  and  sad,  irifch  all  his  rising  tnun» 

Yaponrsy  and  clouds,  and  storms.  Hkomtanf  WtnUr,  1. 

T9'ow»  when  the  cheerless  empire  of  the  sky 
To  Capricorn  the  Centaur  Archer  yields. 
And  nerco  Aquarius  stains  th'  inrerted  year ; 
Hung  o'er  the  farthest  yerge  of  heaven,  ^e  sun 
Scarce  spreads  through  ether  the  dejected  day; 
Faint  are  his  gleams  and  ineffectual  shoot 
His  struggling  rays,  in  horizontal  lines. 
Through  the  thick  air.  I%am$on,  Winter,^. 

All  nature  feels  the  renoyatiug  force 

Of  winter,  only  to  the  thoughtless  eye 

In  ruin  seen.    The  frost-contracted  glebe 

Draws  in  abundant  yegetable  soul. 

And  gathers  yigour  for  the  coming  year* 

A  stronger  glow  sits  on  the  liyely  cheek 

Of  ruday  fire ;  and  luculent  along 

The  purer  riyers  flow :  their  sullen  deeps. 

Transparent,  open  to  the  shepherd's  gase 

And  murmur  hoarser  at  the  nxing  firost.  2^&omson,W%jUer,  704. 

Miserable  they ! 
Who,  here  entangled  in  the  gathering  ice. 
Take  Uieir  last  look  of  the  descending  sun. 
While,  full  of  death,  and  fierce  with  tenfold  frost. 
The  long,  long  night,  incumbent  o'er  their  heads. 
Falls  horrible.  TAtnnsan,  Winter,  920. 

Dread  Winter  spreads  his  latest  glooms, 
And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conguer'd  year. 
How  dread  the  yegetable  kingdom  lies : 
How  dumb  the  tuneful :  Horror  wide  extends 
His  desolate  domain.  I^jmou,  Winter,  1024. 

To-day  is  snow  array'd,  stem  winter  rules 

The  rayag'd  plain  \  anon  the  teeming  earth 

Unlocks  her  stores,  and  Spring  adorns  the  year ; 

And  shall  not  we,  while  fate  like  Winter  frowns. 

Expect  revolving  bliss  ?  T.  Smollett. 

J^o  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array. 

But  winter  lingering  chills  the  lap  of  May.  OoldemUU,  Tr.  171 . 

I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights,^ 
Fire-side  enjoyments,  home-bom  happinesff 
And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  undisturb'd  retirement,  and  the  hoius 
Of  long,  unintenrapted  evening,  know.  Cotoper,  Taek,  ly.  139* 

T  T  2 
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WTSTER-'COfUinued. 

Oh  Winter  I  ruler  of  tlie  inverted  year. 
Thy  8catter*d  hair  with  sleet-like  ashes  fill'd, 
Thj  breath  congeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Fnng'd  with  a  beard  made  wmte  with  other  snows 
Than  those  of  aee  ;  thy  forehead  wrapt  in  clouds, 
A  leafless  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  sliding  car  indebted  to  no  wheels. 
But  urged  by  storms  along  its  slippery  way ; 
I  love  uiee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seem  st, 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art.  Cowper,  Task,  ir.  120« 

When  winter  stem  his  gloomy  front  uprears, 
A  sable  void  the  barren  earth  appears  ; 
The  meads  no  more  their  former  verdure  boast. 
Fast-bound  their  streams,  and  all  their  beauty  lost ; 
The  herds,  the  flocks,  in  icy  garments  mourn. 
And  wildly  murmur  for  the  Spring's  return ; 
From  snow-topn'd  hills  the  whirlwinds  keenly  blow. 
Howl  through  tne  woods,  and  pierce  the  vales  below. 
Through  the  sharp  air  a  flaky  torrent  flies. 
Mocks  the  slow  sight,  and  hides  the  gloomy  skies. 

Geo,  Crabbe,  Inebriety. 
Let  winter  come !  let  polar  spirits  sweep 
The  darkening  world  and  tempest-troubled  deep  ! 
Through  boundless  snows  the  withered  heath  deform. 
And  the  dim  sun  scarce  wanders  thro'  the  storm ; 
Yet  shall  the  smile  of  social  love  repay 
With  mental  light  the  melancholy  aay !   Campbell,  PL  o/ITm 

The  bleak  wind  whistles — snow-showers,  far  and  near. 

Drift  without  echo  to  the  whitening  ground ; 

Autumn  hath  past  awav,  and  cold  ana  drear. 

Winter  stalks  m,with  urozen  mantle  bound.  H<m,Mrt,Norion, 

The  dead  leaves  strew  the  forest-walk, 

And  withered  are  the  pale  wild  flowers ; 

The  frost  hangs  blackening  on  the  stalk. 

The  dewdrops  fall  in  frozen  showers  ; 

Gone  are  the  spring's  green  sprouting  bowen, 

Grone,  summer  s  ridi  and  mantling  vines  ; 

And  autumn,  with  her  yellow  hours* 

On  hill  and  plain  no  longer  shines.  Barnard* 

WI8D0X— iM  Vewton. 
Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together. 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
1^0  chance  may  shake  it.  8h.  Ani,  Cleop,  iii.  11. 
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WIBDOX — eoHiimied, 
Wealtli,  without  wisdom,  may  lire  more  content 
Than  wit's  enjorers  can,  debarr'd  of  wealth  ; 
All  pray  for  riehes,  but  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
Of  any  since  Solomon  that  pray'd  for  wit. 

John  Taylor^  The  Rog  hath  lost  his  PearL 
All  foreign  wisdom  doth  amoant  to  this. 
To  take  all  that  is  given,  whether  wealth. 
Or  loye,  or  language  ;  nothing  comes  amiss  : 
A  good  digestion  tumeth  all  to  health.  G^.J7(?i'5^^  the  Temple, 

The  wise  do  always  govern  their  own  fates, 

And  fortune  with  officious  zeal  attends 

To  crown  their  enterprises  with  success.     Abdicated  Prince. 

What  is  it  to  be  wise  ? 
'Tis  but  to  know  how  little  can  be  known  ; 
To  see  all  others'  faults,  and  feel  our  own.  Pope,  E.  M.  ir.  260* 

"Wisdom,  slow  product  of  laborious  years, 

The  only  fruit  that  life's  cold  winter  bears  ; 

Thy  sacred  seeds  in  rain  in  youth  we  lay, 

By  the  fierce  storm  of  passion  torn  away ; 

Should  some  remain  in  a  rich  generous  soil. 

They  long  lie  hid,  and  must  be  rais'd  with  toil ; 

Faintly  they  struggle  with  inclement  skies, 

No  soonerbom  than  the  poor  planter  ^es.Ladj/.M.  W,  Montagu. 

Wisdom,  though  richer  than  Perurian  mines, 

And  sweeter  than  the  sweet  ambrosial  hire,— 

What  is  she,  but  the  means  of  happiness  ? 

That  unobtain'd,  than  folly  more  a  fool.    Young,  N,  T.  ii.  493. 

The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  estates ; 

Wealth  may  seek  us  but  wisdom  must  be  sought ; 

Sought  before  all  (but  how  unlike  all  else 

We  seek  on  earth !)  'tis  never  sought  in  vain.      lb.  vin.  620. 

Wisdom,  awful  wisdom,  which  inspects. 

Discerns,  compares,  weighs,  separates,  infers. 

Seizes  the  ri^t,  and  holds  it  to  the  last : 

How  rare  I     In  senates,  synods,  sought  in  rain  ; 

Or,  if  there  found,  'tis  sacred  to  the  few.  lb,  tiii.  1247. 

Teach  me  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 

My  trembling  heart  to  wisdom.  lb,  xx.  1314. 

Be  wise  with  speed ; 
A  fool  at  forty  ia  a  fool  indeed.  Toung,  X.  ofF.  ii.  282. 

Wisdom  and  Goodness  are  twin  bom,  one  heart 
Must  hold  both  sisters,  never  seen  apart.    Cotoper^  Exp  634. 
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WIT — eoiitittued. 
The  pride  of  nature  would  as  soon  admit 
Competitors  in  empire  as  in  wit ; 
Onward  they  rush  at  fame's  imperious  call, 
And  less  than  greatest,  would  not  be  at  all.  ChtareJUUt  Ap*  29» 

Against  their  wills,  what  numbers  ruin  shun* 
Purely  through  want  of  wit  to  be  undone : 
Nature  has  snown,  by  making  it  so  rare, 
That  wit's  a  jewel  wmch  we  need  not  wear. 

Young,  JSp.  to  Pope,  li.  80. 
Sense  is  our  helmet,  wit  is  but  the  plume. 
The  plume  expoeesy  'tis  our  helmet  saves. 
Sense  is  the  diamond,  weighty,  solid,  sound ; 
When  cut  by  wit,  it  casts  a  brighter  beam ; 
Yet,  wit  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  still.  Young,  N.  T.  nn.  1259. 

Wit,  how  delicious  to  man's  dainty  taste ! 
Tis  precious  as  the  vehicle  of  sense  ; 
But,  as  its  substitute,  a  dire  disease  ; 
Pernicious  talent !  flattep'd  by  the  worldi 
B7  the  blind  world,  which  thinks  the  talent  rare. 
.   Wisdom  is  rare — wit  abounds. 
Passion  can  give  it ;  sometimes  wine  inspires 
The  lucky  flash  and  madness  rarely  fails.  lb.  y.  T,  vm.  1219. 

•    As  in  smooth  oil,  the  razor  best  is  whetp 
80  wit  is  by  politeness  sharpest  set ; 
Their  want  of  edge  from  their  ofience  is  seen : 
Both  pain  us  least  when  exquisitely  keen.  lb.  L,qf.  F,  11. 118. 

What  though  wit  tickles  ?  tickling  is  unsafe. 

If  still  'tis  painful  while  it  makes  us  laugh ; 

Who,  for  the  poor  renown  of  being  smart. 

Would  leaye  a  sting  within  a  brother's  heart.  lb,  Z.  qfJF,ii,loS, 

How  hard  soe'er  it  be  to  bridle  wit. 

Yet  memory  oft  no  less  requires  the  bit.  SiillingfleeL 

The  rays  of  wit  gild  wheresoe'er  they  strike. 

But  are  not  therefore  fit  for  all  alike ; 

They  charm  the  lively,  but  the  grave  offend^ 

And  raise  a  foe  as  often  as  a  friend.  Stillingfleel, 

He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 

Owes  all  its  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead ; 

His  wit  invites  you  b^  his  looks  to  come. 

But  when  you  knock,  it  never  is  at  home.  Cowper^  Conver.  303. 
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A  Christian's  wit  is  inoffensiro  light, 

A  beam  that  aids,  bat  nerer  grieyes  the  sight ; 

Vig'roas  in  age  as  in  the  flush  of  yoath, 

'Tis  always  active  on  the  side  of  truth.     Cowper,  Conver,  599. 

Men  famed  for  wit»  of  dan^eroas  talents  vain, 
Treat  those  of  common  parts  with  proud  disdain  ; 
The  powers  that  wisdom  would,  improTing,  hide. 
They  blaze  abroad,  with  inconsid'rate  pride  ; 
While  yet  but  mere  probationers  for  fame. 
They  seize  the  honour  they  should  then  disclaim : 
Honour  so  hurried  to  the  fight  must  fade, 
Thelasting  laurels  flourish  in  the  shade.  Orabhe,  TaUs,  Patron,5, 

True  wit  is  like  the  brilliant  stone. 

Dug  from  the  Indian  mine. 

Which  boasts  two  diflerent  pow'rs  in  one* 

To  cut  as  well  as  shine.  Noteg  and  Queries,  Aug.  lUh,  1866. 

WITCHES. 

What  are  these. 
So  wither'd,  and  so  wild  in  their  attire  ; 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o'  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't.  Sh,  3fach.  i.  3. 

How  now,  you  secret,  black,  and  midnight  hags, 

What  is't  you  do  ?  6'A.  Mach.  iv.  4. 

Black  spirits  and  white,  red  spirits  and  gray. 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  tnat  mingle  may. 
Middleton,  Witch ii.  (Quoted  in  Stage IHr.o/Sh.  Mach.ir.  1.) 

These  midnight  hags. 
By  force  of  potent  spelu,  of  bloody  characters. 
And  conjurations,  horrible  to  hear, 
Call  fiends  and  spectres  from  the  yawning  deep. 
And  set  the  ministers  of  hell  at  work.         Bowe,  Jane  Shore. 

I  'spy'd  a  wither'd  hag,  with  n^e  grown  double, 

Pickmg  dry  sticks,  and  mumbUng  to  herself ; 

Her  eyes  with  scalding  rheum,  wore  gall'd  and  red,  ^ 

Cold  palsy  shook  her  head,  her  hands  soem'd  wither'd, 

And  on  her  crooked  shoulders  had  she  wrapp'd 

The  tatter'd  remnants  of  an  old  striped  hanging, 

Which  serv'd  to  keep  her  carcase  from  the  cola.  Otway,Orph, 

WOW —tee  Adversitj,  Oriel;  Sorrow. 
So  many  miseries  have  craz'd  my  roice. 
That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  still  and  mate.  SL  Ricm.ivA* 
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Woes  cluster ;  rare  are  solitary  woes  ; 

They  love  a  train,  they  tread  each  other's  heel. 

Young^  N.  T.  ui.  63. 
No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show. 
And  truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  woe.  £yron.  Corsair,  iii.  22* 

WOKAN ,  WOXEV— ^M»  Anger,  Coquette,  Ooortship,  Fxailtj,  Love, 
Maidensi  Xnliag  Passion,  Seereej. 
He  water  ploughs  and  soweth  in  the  sand 
And  hopes  the  flickering  wind  with  net  to  ]iold, 
Who  hath  his  hopes  laid  on  a  woman's  hand.   Sir  P.  Sjfdnegm 

Trust  not  the  treason  of  those  smiling  looks, 

Until  ye  have  their  guileful  trains  weU  tried. 

For  they  are  lUce  unto  the  golden  hooks, 

That  from  the  foolish  fish  their  baits  do  hide.     £d,  Spenser. 

Extremely  mad  the  man  I  surely  deem. 

That  weens  with  watch  and  hard  restraint  to  Btay 

A  woman's  wiU,  which  is  dispos'd  to  go  astray,  id.  Speueerm 

A  woman's  love  is  river-like,  which  stopt  will  overflow ; 
And  when  the  current  finds  no  let,  it  orien  falls  too  low. 

There  cannot  be  a  greater  clog  to  man,  *      arner. 

Than  to  be  weary  of  a  wanton  woman.       Sir  J.  Harrington* 

He  bears  an  honourable  mind. 

And  will  not  use  a  woman  lawlessly.  Sh,  Tieo  G.  T.  3. 

Women  are  as  roses ;  whose  fair  flower. 

Being  once  display'd,  doth  fall  that  very  hour.  Sk.  Tw,  iV*.  zi.  4. 

Women  are  frail. 
Ay,  as  the  glasses  where  they  view  themselves ; 
which  are  as  easy  broke  as  the}r  make  forms. 
Women  I  help  heaven !  men  their  creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them.  Sk.  M./or  M.  u.  4. 

We  cannot  fight  for  love  as  men  may  do ; 

We  should  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  woo. 

Sh.  Mid.  N.  XI.  S. 
What?    I!    Hovel    I  sue  I    I  seek  a  wife  I 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  Grerman  clock, 
Still  a  repairing,  ever  out  of  frame, 
And  never  going  aright ;  being  a  watch» 
And  beiug  watch'd  that  it  may  still  go  right ! 

Sh.  Love's  L.  L.  iii.  1. 
If  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair. 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it.  Sh.  Ae  Y.  X.ii.7* 
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All  that  life  can  r$Ae 
Worth  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  estimate  t 
Tenth,  beanty,  wisdom,  cooraffe,  rirtne,  all 
That  happiness  and pxime  ean  nappy  calL    8h.  AIVm  W.n.l. 

Whj  are  our  bodies  soft,  and  weak,  and  smooth, 

Unapt  to  toil  and  tronble  in  the  world ; 

Bnt  that  our  soft  conditions,  and  onr  hearts, 

Should  well  aj|;ree  with  onr  external  parts.     8k*  Tarn.  8.  v.  2. 

'1^  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward : 

But  a  harsh  hearing,  when  women  are  froward.  8h.Tam.8,y.2. 

'lis  beanty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  prond ; 

'Tis  Tirtne,  ^t  doth  make  them  most  admired ; 

'Tis  modesty,  that  makes  them  seem  divine.  Sk.Hen.  r/.3,i.4. 

Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitifnl,  and  flexible ; 
Thou  stem,  obdurate,  ninty,  rough,  remorseless. 

8k.  Sen.  VT.  3,  i.  4. 
Two  women  plao'd  together  makes  cold  weather. 

Sk.  Hen,  Viii,  X.  4. 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannish  grown 
Is  not  more  loath'd,  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  action.  8k.  TroU,  iii.  3. 

O  most  delicate  fiiend  1 
Wbo  is't  can  read  a  woman  ?  8k,  Oymb,  ▼.  6. 

fooper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend 

So  horrid,  as  in  woman.  8k,  Lear,  iv.  2. 

You  are  pictures  out  of  doors. 
Bells  in  your  parlours,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens. 
Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended. 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  m>usewiYe8  in  your  beds. 

8k.  Oik.  u.  1. 
Have  you  not  heard  it  said  full  oft, 
A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  for  naught?     8k.  Pass.  Pitg.  17. 

Among  the  many  rare  and  special  gifts. 

That  in  the  female  sex  are  found  to  sit. 

This  one  is  chief,  that  they  at  merest  shifts 

Give  best  advice,  and  shew  most  ready  wit ; 

But  man,  except  he  chew  and  think  and  sift. 

How  everv  part  may  answer  to  their  fit. 

By  rash  abuse  doth  often  over-shoot  him. 

And  doth  accept  the  thiogs  tiiat  do  not  boot  him.  J.  Weevm". 


WOKAH,  WOMEK— con^Vm^if. 
Women  !    Keep  me  from  women  ! 
Place  me  before  a  cannon,  'tis  a  pleasure : 
Stretch  me  upon  a  rack,  a  recreation : 
But  woman !  woman !  O  the  deril,  woman ! 
Curtius'  Gulph  was  never  half  so  dangerous  ! 

BeaumatU  Sf  Fletcher^  Custom  of  the  Couniry, 
Woman,  they  say,  was  only  made  of  man : 
Methinks  'tis  strange  they  should  be  so  unlike  I 
It  may  be  all  the  best  was  cut  away. 
To  malce  the  woman,  and  the  naught  was  left 
Behind  with  him.  Beaumont  6^ Fletcher ,  Coxcomb, 

Women  never 
Love  beauty  in  their  sex,  but  envy  ever.  Geo.  Chapman* 

The  fox. 
Hyena,  crocodile,  and  all  beasts  of  craft, 
Have  been  distill'd  to  make  one  woman.  Bandolph,  JeaLLov. 

Who  trusts  himself  to  woman,  or  to  waves. 
Should  never  hazard  what  he  fears  to  lose. 

Oldmixon,  Governor  of  Cypnu. 
How  sweetly  sounds  the  voice  of  a  good  woman  ! 
It  is  so  seldom  heard  that,  when  it  speaks. 
It  ravishes  all  senses.  Maesingert  Old  Lave,  iv.  2. 

There's  not  a  grain  of  faith  or  honestv 

In  all  your  sex :  you've  tongues  like  tne  hyseua. 

And  only  speak  us  fair,  to  ruin  us  ; 

You  carry  springs  within  your  eyes,  and  can 

Outweep  the  crocodile,  till  our  too  much  pity 

Betray  us  to  your  merciless  devouring.  Shtrletf,  Love*s  Cruellp, 

He  is  a  fool  who  thinks  by  force  or  skill 

To  turn  the  current  of  a  woman's  will.  l\ike,Five  Hours,  v.  3. 

Oh  fairest  of  creation  !  last  and  best 

Of  all  God's  works  !  creature  in  whom  excell'd 

Whatever  can  to  sight  or  thought  be  form'd 

Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  sweet !  Milton,  P.  Z.  ix.  896. 

The  souls  of  women  are  so  small. 

That  some  believe  they've  none  at  all ; 

Or  if  they  have,  like  cripples,  still 

They've  but  one  faculty,  the  will.    Butler^  MiseeL  T^oughis, 

Who  can  describe 
Women's  hypnocrisies  !  their  subtle  wiles. 
Betraying  smiles,  feign'd  tears,  inconstancies  ! 
Their  painted  outsides,  and  corrupted  minds. 
The  turn  of  all  their  follies,  and  their  falsehoods.  O^fi0ffy,Oi]»A. 
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WOKAV,  WOWEM—eontittued. 

O  woman !  lovely  woman  I    Katare  made  tliee 

To  temper  man  ;  we  bad  been  brutes  without  you. 

Angela  are  painted  fair  to  look  like  you : 

There's  in  you  all  that  we  belieye  of  heaYCUy 

Amazing  brightness,  purity,  and  truth. 

Eternal  joy,  and  everlasting  love*         Olwajjf,  Venice  Tret,  1. 

Their  sex  is  one  sross  cheat !  their  only  study 

How  to  deceive,  oetra^,  and  ruin  man  ! 

They  have  it  by  tradition  from  their  mothers, 

Which  they  improve  each  day,  and  grow  more  exquisite ! 

Their  pamting,  patching,  all  their  chamber-arts. 

And  public  affectations,  are  but  tricks 

To  draw  fond  man  into  that  snare,  their  love!  Otway^  A I  heist. 

As  for  the  women,  though  we  scorn  and  flout'em, 
We  may  live  with,  but  cannot  live  without  'em. 

Dryden,  The  Will,  ▼-  4. 

Women,  with  a  mischief  to  their  kind. 

Pervert,  with  bad  advice,  our  better  mind. 

A  woman's  counsel  brought  us  first  to  woe. 

And  made  her  man  his  paradise  forego. 

Where  at  heart's  ease  he  lived ;  and  might  have  been 

As  free  from  sorrow  as  he  was  from  sin. 

For  what  the  devil  had  their  sex  to  do, 

That,  bom  to  folly,  they  presumed  to  know. 

And  could  not  see  the  serpent  in  the  grass  P 

But  I  myself  presume,  and  let  it  pass. 

Dryden^  Coek  and  the  Fox,  555 

"So  woman  takes  herself  to  be  a  monster ; 
Yet  she  would  be  so,  if  her  ejes  were  stars* 
Her  lips  of  roses,  and  her  face  of  lilies  ; 
Why,  traps  were  made  for  foxes,  gins  for  hares. 
Lime-twigs  for  birds,  and  lies  and  oaths  for  women. 

Sir  Francis  Fane,  The  Sacrifice. 

Beshrew  my  heart,  but  it  is  wond'rous  strange  ; 
Sure  there  is  something  more  than  witchcraft  in  them* 
That  masters  ev'n  the  wisest  of  us  dlL        Eowe,  Jane  Shore. 

Women,  like  summer  storms,  awhile  are  cloudy. 

Burst  out  in  thunder,  and  impetuous  showers : 

But  strau^t  the  sun  of  beau^  dawns  abroad. 

And  all  we  fair  horizon  is  serene.  Rowe,  Tamerlane* 


f02  WOVAK,  WOKEir. 

WOKAV,  WOMSV— Mff^iftuMT. 

Mankind  from  Adam  haye  been  women's  fools, 
Women,  from  Eye,  Haye  been  the  deyiFs  tools  : 
Heaven  might  haye  spared  one  torment  when  we  fell ; 
l^ot  left  us  women,  or  not  threaten'd  hell. 

Lansdowne,  Ske-CMlanU* 
So  many  shapes  haye  women  for  deceit, 
That  man's  a  fool  whenerer  they  think  fit.  lb,  Jew  of  VenicB. 

Who  to  a  woman,  trusts  his  peace  of  mind, 

Trusts  a  frail  bark  with  a  tempestuous  wind.         Lansdovme. 

If  the  heart  of  a  man  is  depressed  with  cares, 

The  mist  is  dispell'd  when  a  woman  appears.  &ay,^.  Opera, nA* 

And  yet  belieye  me,  good  as  well  as  iU, 

Woman's  at  best  a  contradiction  still. 

Hearen,  when  it  strives  to  polish  all  it  can 

Its  last  best  works,  forms  but  a  softer  man.  Pope,M.S,  n.  269. 

Men,  some  to  business,  some  to  pleasure  take. 

But  eyery  woman  is  at  heart  a  rake  : 

Men,  some  to  quiet,  some  to  public  strife. 

But  every  lady  would  be  queen  for  life.     Pope^  M.  E,  ii.  21S. 

Our  grandsirc,  ere  of  Eve  possess'd. 

Alone,  and  e'en  in  Paradise  unblest, 

With  mournful  looks  the  blissful  scenes  survey *d. 

And  wander 'd  in  the  solitary  shade  ; 

The  Maker  saw,  took  pity,  and  bestow'd 

Woman,  the  last,  the  best,  reserv'd  of  God.  Pope,Jcmn  ^Jfajf. 

Shouldst  thou  search  the  spacio^s  world  around, 
.  Tet  one  good  woman  is  not  to  be  {o\uid.Pope,Jan,^May,6^* 

Heaven  gave  to  woman  the  peculiar  grace 

To  spin,  to  weep,  and  cully  human  race.  lb.  Wife  of  Bath,  100. 

A  woman  will,  or  won't,  depend  on't ; 

If  she  will  she  will,  and  there's  an  end  on't. 

Aaron  Hill,  Epilogue  to  Zara, 
Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight ; 
A  female  sloven  is  an  odious  sight.     Young,  Love  ofFam€y  t. 

If  you  resent,  and  wish  a  woman  ill. 

But  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  her  will.  R.  t.425. 

A  shameless  woman  is  the  worst  of  men.  lb.  ▼.  472. 

One  only  care  your  gentle  breasts  should  move, — 

Th'  important  business  of  your  hfe  is  love.     lard  Lyftelion, 

Seek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  to  be  great, 

A  woman's  noblest  station  is  retreat ; 

Her  fairest  virtues  fly  from  public  sight.        Lord  LytteUon. 
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WOXAV,  WOMSV— Mfi^MiM/. 
Why,  what  a  wilfiil,  wayward  thing  is  woman ! 
Eyen  in  their  best  ponoits  so  loose  of  sool. 
That  erexy  breath  of  pusion  shakes  their  frame,  ^ 
And  eyery  fancy  tnms  them.  JFraneis,  Eugenia. 

Charming  woman  can  tnie  conyerts  make. 

We  loye  the  precepts  for  the  teacher's  sake ; 

Virtue  in  her  appears  so  bright  and  gay. 

We  hear  with  pleasure,  and  with  pride  obey.  Benj.  Franhlin, 

Sm  Montague  to  me,  and  in  her  own  house, 

"  I  do  not  care  for  you  three  skips  of  a  louse." 

I  forgiye  it ;  for  women,  however  well  bred. 

Will  still  talk  of  that  wluch  runs  most  in  their  head.  CJ.Fox, 

And  nature  swears,  the  lovely  dears 

Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  O ; 

Her  'prentice  hand  she  tried  on  man, 

An'  then  she  made  the  lasses  O.  Bums,  Grreen  grow  the  Bushes. 

One  moral's  plain — ^without  more  fuss ; 
Man's  fiocial  napoiness  dl  rests  on  us  : 
Through  all  the  drama — ^whether  damn'd  or  not — 
Love  ^ds  the  scene,  and  women  guide  the  plot. 

Sheridan,  JZ;p.  to  the  Bivals, 
A  tigress  robb'd  of  young,  a  lioness, 
Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey. 
Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress 
Of  ladies  who  cannot  have  their  own  way.  Bj^ron,  D.  J.  y.  132. 

She  was  a  soft  landscape  of  mild  earth. 

Where  all  was  harmony,  and  calm,  and  cjuiet, 

Luxuriant,  budding ;  cneerful  without  mirth. 

Which,  if  not  happiness,  is  much  more  nigh  it 

Than  are  your  mighty  passions.  Byron,  D.  J.  n.  53. 

I've  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women. 

And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen.  lb.  vi*  63. 

What  a  strange  thing  is  man !  and  what  a  stranger 

Is  woman  !    What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head, 

And  what  a  whirlpool  full  of  depth  and  danger 

Is  all  the  rest  about  her  I    Whether  wed. 

Or  widow,  maid  or  mother,  she  can  change  her 

IVlind  like  the  wind ;  whatever  she  has  said 

Or  done,  is  lip;ht  to  what  she'll  say  or  do  ; — 

The  oldest  thmg  on  record,  and  yet  new !  Byron,  2).  J.  ix.  04 
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WOXAH,  WOlKES-^eoniinued. 
Some  waltz ;  some  draw ;  some  fathom  tlio  aby^ 
Of  metaphysics  ;  others  are  content 
With  music ;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wits, 
While  others  have  a  genius  tum'd  for  fits.  B^ron,  2>.«7'.  xii.53. 

And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 

A  woman;  so  she's  good,  what  does  it  signify  ?     lb.  xiv.  57. 

The  yezj  first 
Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman's  breast : 
Your  first  small  words  are  taught  you  from  her  lips  ; 
Your  first  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  your  last  sighs 
Too  often  breath^  out  in  a  woman's  hearing, 
When  men  hare  shrunk  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  wlio  led  them.  lb.  Sard.  i.  2. 

Oh,  woman !  in  our  hours  of  ease. 

Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please. 

And  variable  as  the  shade 

By  the  li^ht  quivering  aspen  made ; 

When  pam  and  anguish  wring  the  brow, 

A  ministering  angel  thou  I  Scotif  Marmion, 

Ladies,  like  towns  besieg'd,  for  honour's  sake, 

Will  some  defence,  or  its  appearance,  make.       Geo.  Crabbe. 

The  fair  not  always  view  with  favouring  eyes 

The  very  virtuous  or  extremely  wise, 

But,  odd  it  seems,  will  sometimes  rather  take 

Want  with  the  spendthnfl,  riot  with  the  rake.  JSon.  G,  Lamb. 

Nought  can  to  peace  the  busy  female  charm. 

And  if  she  can  t  do  good,  she  must  do  harm.  Hon.  G.  Lamb* 

Now,  had  not  woman  work'd  our  fall. 

How  many,  who  have  trades,  and  avocations, 

Would  shut  up  shop,  in  these  our  polish'd  nations. 

And  have  no  business  to  transact  at  aU ! 

In  such  an  instance,  what,  pray,  would  become 

Of  all  our  reverend  clergy  r 

Th&y  would  be  thoug^ht  uncommonly  hum-drum. 

And  banish'd,  in  a  trice, 

Who,  zealously,  for  pay,  should  urge  ye 

Not  to  be  vicious,  if  there  were  no  vice  ? 

Again,— •if  we  should  never  die,  nor  dress, 

But  walk,  immortally  in  nakedness, 

'Twould  be  a  very  losing  game  for  those 

Who  furnish  us  with  fimerals  and  clothes. 

To  sum  the  matter  up,  then,  briefly. 

Losers  through  innocency  would  be,  chiefly,— 
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The  lord  chief  instice,  undertaken, 
Hatters,  shoe,  boot,  and  breeches  makers ; 
Jack  Ketches,  parsons,  tailors,  proctors. 
Mercers  and  nulliners—perhaps,  quack  doctors ; 
Hosiers,  and  resnrrection-men, 
Sextons,  the  Bow  Street  officers,  and,  then 
Those  infinitely  f;rander  dmdjges. 
The  big-wigg'd  circaiteering  judges. 

Colman,  Vagaries,  2Wo  Parsons^ 
Three  things  a  wise  num  will  not  trust, 
The  wind,  the  sunshine  of  an  April  day, 
And  woman's  plighted  faith.    I  nave  beheld 
The  weathercock  ui>on  tiie  steeple  point 
Steady  from  mom  till  eye,  and  1  haye  seen 
The  bees  go  forth  upon  an  April  mom. 
Secure  the  sunshine  will  not  end  in  showers ; 
But  when  was  woman  true  P  Stmthey,  Madoe,  ii.  23. 

What  will  not  woman,  gentle  woman,  dare, 

When  strong  affection  stirs  her  spirit  up.  lb.  ii.  186. 

And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  our  fears, 

Without  the  home  that  plighted  lore  endears, 

Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won, 

Oh !  what  were  man  1 — a  world  without  a  9\ui»Campbell,P.H. 

Oh  woman  !  who  from  realms  aboye 

Hast  brought  to  earth  the  heayen  of  loye. 

Terrestrial  angel,  beautiful  as  pure ! 

Ko  pains,  no  penalties  dispense 

On  thy  traducers — ^their  onence 

Is  its  own  punishment,  most  sharp  and  sure. 

Morale  Smith,  Lachrymose  Writers. 
Oh  woman !  whose  form  and  whose  soul 
Are  the  spell  and  the  light  of  each  path  we  pursue ; 
Whether  sunn'd  in  tiie  tropics,  or  cnill'd  at  the  pole. 
If  woman  be  there,  there  is  happiness  too. 

T,  Moore,  On  Leaving  Philadelphia. 
My  only  books  were  woman's  looks, 
And  fouy's  all  they'ye  taught  me.  Moore,  The  Time  FveLost. 

Away,  away*-you're  all  the  same, 

A  fluttering,  smiling,  jilting  throng ! 

Oh,  by  my  soul  I  bum  with  shame, 

To  thmk  I'ye  been  your  slaye  so  long !  T.  Moore. 

Woman's  grief  is  lUce  a  summer  storm. 
Short  as  it  is  yiolent.  Joanna  Baillie,  JBasiL 

zz 
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WOICAH,  WOUXS—eontmuid. 
Join  to  a  slender  shape  a  syren's  head. 
Two  eyes  of  basilisks,  a  serpent's  tongue, 
The  heart  and  whining  of  a  crocodile, 
The  dazzling  of  the  sun,  the  moon's  inconstancy  ; 
To  this  odd  compound  gire  but  hands  and  feet. 
And  cover  all  with  a  soft  skin,  and  fair  complexion. 
You'll  make  a  perfect  woman.  S",  Smith,  Princes*  of  ParmOm 

Fairest  and  loveliest  of  created  things, 

By  our  great  author  in  the  image  form'd 

Of  his  celestial  glory,  and  design'd 

To  be  man's  soltuse.  JECon.  William  Herbert* 

The  man,  who  sets  his  heart  upon  a  woman. 

Is  a  chameleon,  and  doth  feed  on  air : 

From  air  he  takes  his  colours,  holds  his  life — 

Changes  with  every  wind — ^;rows  lean  or  fat— 

!Bo8y  with  hope,  or  {peen  with  jealousy. 

Or  pallid  with  despair— just  as  the  gale 

Vanes  from  north  to  south — from  heat  to  cold. 

Oh,  woman !  woman  1  thou  should'st  have  few  sins 

Of  thine  own  to  answer  for !    Thou  art  the  author 

Of  such  a  book  of  follies  in  a  man. 

That  it  would  need  the  tears  of  idl  the  angels 

To  blot  the  record  out !    Bulwer  ZyUon,  Lady  ofLjfons,  v.  1. 

Kot  for  herself  was  woman  first  create, 

Kor  yet  to  be  man's  idol,  but  his  mate.     Hon,  Mre.  Norton. 

Woman  may  err,  woman  may  give  her  mind 

To  evil  thoughts,  and  lose  her  pure  estate ; 

But  for  one  woman  who  affronts  her  kind 

By  wicked  passions  and  remorseless  hate, 

A  thousand  make  amends  in  age  and  youth, 

By  heavenly  pity,  by  sweet  sympathy, 

By  patient  kindness,  by  enduring  truth. 

By  love,  supremcst  in  aarersity.  C,  Afackay,  Praiseof  Wovten^ 

Whene'er  a  woman  vows  to  love  you 

In  fortune's  spite ; 

Makes  protestations  that  would  prove  you 

Her  soul's  delight. 

Swears  that  no  other  love  shall  win  her 

By  passion  stirr'd ; 

Beheve  her  not ; — the  charming  sinner 

Will  break  her  word.  Chas.  Mackay,  Sa^e  Prediriione. 

Woman  is  the  lesser  man.  Tsnayeon* 
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WOXAV,  WOMSK'-eoiUmiied. 
O  woman !  woxnan !  thou  vrimitiTe  seducer. 
Thai  with  the  serpent  chibo'd  for  our  damnation  ! 
Man  was  foiewam'd,  and  could  liave  stood  his  f^oile ; 
But  thou*  the  mater  fiend,  not  being  suspected, 
Finish'd  whai  Satan  but  imperfect  drew ! 

Mouutfordf  8uec€9sfid  Stram^ftn- 

Men  hsTe  many  faults ;  poor  women  hare  but  two : 

There's  nothing  good  they  say,  and  nothing  right  they  do. 

Where  is  the  man  who  has  the  power  and  skill     Anonymous. 

To  stem  the  torrent  of  a  woman's  will  P 

For  if  she  will,  she  will,  you  may  depend  on't. 

And  if  she  won't,  she  won't,  so  were  s  an  end  on't. 

On  a  Pillar  at  Cauterbury  (See  Notes  4*  Qtieries,  ill.  285). 

The  man's  a  fool  who  tries  by  force  or  skill 
To  stem  the  current  of  a  woman's  will ; 
For  if  she  will,  she  will,  you  may  depeud  on't. 
And  if  she  won't,  she  won't»  and  there's  an  end  on't. 
WOOSXAV.  See  N.  ^  Or  u  24J. 

Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leaTing  unconcem'd 
The  cheerful  haunts  of  man  to  wield  the  axe 
And  drire  the  wedge  in  yonder  forest  drear ; 
From  mom  to  eve  nis  solitair  task; 
Shaggy,  and  lean,  and  shrew  d,  with  pointed  ears, 
And  tail  cropp'd  short,  half  lurcher  and  half  cur, 
His  dog  attends  him.  Cowper,  21wX-,  v.  41. 

WOOnrO— Mf  Oovrtship. 

'Tis  an  old  lesson  ;  Time  approves  it  true. 

And  those  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  most ; 

When  all  is  won  that  all  desire  to  woo. 

The  paltry  prize  is  hardly  worth  the  cost : 

Youth  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honour  lost. 

These  are  thy  fruits,  successful  Passion !  these  ! 

If,  kindly  cruel,  early  hope  is  crost. 

Still  to  the  last  it  rankles,  a  disease. 

Not  to  be  cur'd  when  love  itself  forgets  to  please. 

Woo  the  fair  one  when  around  Byron^  Ch,  ^.  ii.  da. 

lEarly  birds  are  singing ; 

When  o'er  all  the  mgrant  groiind 

Early  flowers  are  spnnging; 

When  the  brookside,  bank,  and  grore 

All  with  blossoms  laden. 

Shine  with  beauty,  breathe  of  love. 

Woo  the  timid  maiden.  w.  C.  Bryant  {^m.). 

2JB  2 
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W0SD8— «M  Galiminy,  Sloqnaaod,  HeedlesBaess,  Lettsr,  Slandar. 
Few  words  well  coucli'd  do  most  content  the  wise.  JS.  Gremie. 

One  doth  not  know 
How  mucli  an  ill  word  may  empoison  liking,  5!S.3f.  Ado,uu  L 

Words 
Windy  attorneys  to  their  client  woes, 
Airy  succeeders  of  intestate  joys» 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miseries, 
Let  them  have  scope  :  though  what  they  do  impart 
Help  nothing  else,  yet  do  they  ease  the  heart.    SA.  JB.  ^L  it.  4. 

My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below : 

Words,  without  thoughts,  nerer  to  heaven  go,  Sh.  Mam, iii. 3. 

Words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear. 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear.  SL,  Otk.i^, 

Men  do  foulest  when  they  finest  speak.  Sam.  DaiM. 

Words  are  the  soul's  ambassadors,  that  go 

Abroad  upon  her  errands,  to  and  fro  ; 

They  are  the  sole  expounders  of  the  mind. 

And  correspondence  Keep  'twixt  all  mankind.  Jame$  SbwelL 

Words  beget  anger  :  anger  brings  forth  blows ; 
Blows  makes  of  dearest  friends  immortal  foes. 

Serrich^  Heap*  485* 
Apt  words  have  power  to  'suage 
The  tumours  of  a  troubled  mind. 
And  are  as  balm  to  fester'd  wounds.      Milton,  Sam,  Ag,  186. 

Words  are  but  pictures,  true  or  false  designed. 

To  draw  the  lines  and  features  of  the  mind ; 

The  characters  and  artificial  draughts, 

T'  express  the  inward  images  of  thoughts  ; 

And  artists  say  a  picture  may  be  good. 

Although  the  moral  be  not  understood ; 

Whence  some  infer  they  may  admire  a  style. 

Though  all  the  rest  be  e'er  so  mean  and  vile ; 

Applaud  th'  ontsides  of  words,  but  never  mind 

With  what  fantastic  tawdry  they  are  lin'd.       JBuUer,  Sat.  1. 

What  you  keep  by  you,  yon  may  change  and  mend ; 
But  words  once  spoke  can  never  be  recall'd. 

Boscommant  Art  qf  Poetry, 
Men  ever  had,  and  ever  will  have,  leave 
To  coin  new  words  well  suited  to  the  age. 
Words  are  like  leaves,  some  wither  every  year, 
And  every  year  a  younger  race  succeeds.    lb.  Art  of  Poetry, 
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WOBM— 09fl<MtfMf. 

Soil  words,  with  nothing  in  them,  make  a  song. 

Waller,  to  Mr.  Cre^ck* 
Where  do  the  words  of  Greece  and  Some  excel. 
That  England  may  not  please  the  ear  as  wellP 
What  might|^  magic's  in  the  place  or  air, 
That  all  perfection  needs  must  centre  there  P 

Ckurehill,  Boiciad,  201. 
Words  are  things ;  and  a  small  drop  of  ink. 
Falling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produces 
That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  millions,  think. 
Thy  words  had  such  a  melting  flow,  -ffyron,  D.  J. 

And  spoke  of  truth  so  sweetly  well, 
They  dropp'd,  like  heaven's  serenest  snow. 
And  all  was  brightness  where  they  fell !  Tkos,  Moore* 

WOSDSWOEIH. 

Pedlars,  and  boats,  and  waggons  1  Oh  ye  shades 

Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  tnis  F 

That  trash  of  each  sort  not  alone  evades 

Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos'  vast  abyss 

Floats  scum-like  uppermost,  and  these  Jack  Cades, 

Of  sense  and  song  aoove  your  graves  may  hiss — 

The  '  Little  Boatman,'  and  his  '  Peter  Bell,' 

Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  '  Achitophel.'  Bifron,  D.  J,  iii.ll6« 

W0BKS. 

If  faith  produce  no  works,  I  see 

That  faith  is  not  a  living  tree. 

Thus  faith  and  works  together  grow, 

No  separate  life  they  e'er  can  know : 

They're  soul  and  body,  hand  and  heart  ;— 

What  God  hath  join'd,  let  no  man  part.  Hannah  More. 

WGBLB— JM  Age,  Time. 

Why,  then,  the  world's  mine  oyster. 

Which  1  with  sword  will  open.  8k,  Mer.  W.  xi.  2. 

I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano ; 

A  stage,  where  every  man  must  play  a  part. 

And  mine  a  sad  one.  Sh»  M»  of  Von*  i.  1. 

You  have  too  much  respect  upon  the  world : 

They  lose  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care.  8h.  A*  T.L*  1. 1. 

O,  how  full  of  briars  is  this  working*day  world !         lb,  i.  3. 

Oh,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely, 

£nvenoms  him  that  bean  it !  Sh,  A$  Fl  1h  ii*  3. 
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WOBLD — eoHtinued, 
Thou  seest,  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy ! 
This  wide  and  uniyersal  theatre 
Presents  more  woeful  pageants  than  the  scene 
Wherein  we  play  it.  8/i.  Am  Y,  L.tu  7% 

This  earthly  world ;  where  to  do  harm 

Is  often  laudable ;  to  do  ^ood,  sometimes 

Accounted  dangerous  folly.  A4.  McuA.  iv.  % 

How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 

Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world ! 

Fie  on't !  oh,  fie !  it  is  an  unweeded  garden. 

That  grows  to  seed ;  things  rank,  and  gross  in  nature. 

Possess  it  merely.  8k,  Ham.  i.  2. 

The  world  contains 
Princes  for  arms,  and  counsellors  for  brains, 
Xiawyers  for  tongues,  diyines  for  hearts,  and  more. 
The  rich  for  stomachs,  and  for  backs  the  poor ; 
The  officers  for  hands,  merchants  for  feet. 
By  which  remote  and  distant  countries  meet.  Donne. 

There  was  an  ancient  sagephilosopher. 

That  had  read  Alexander  Koss  over. 

And  swore  the  world,  as  he  could  prove. 

Was  made  of  fighting  and  of  love.  Butler^  Su<L  i.  2, 1. 

The  world's  a  wood,  in  which  all  lose  their  way. 

Though  by  a  different  path  each  goes  astray.     Buckingham. 

Like  pilgrims  to  th'  appointed  place  we  tend ; 
The  wond's  an  inn,  ana  death  the  journey's  end. 
E'en  kings  but  play ;  and  when  their  part  is  done. 
Some  other,  worse  or  better,  mounts  tne  throne. 

Drtfd^n,  Palamon  and  Arcite,  in.  897. 
Truth,  modesty,  and  shame,  the  world  forsook, 
Eraud,  avarice,  and  force  their  places  took.  Dryden. 

What  is  this  world  ? — A  term  which  men  have  got. 
To  signify  not  one  in  ten  knows  what ; 
A  term,  which  with  no  more  precision  passes 
To  point  out  herds  of  men  than  herds  of  asses ; 
In  common  use  no  more  it  means,  we  find. 
Than  many  fools  in  same  opLnions  joined.  ChurekiU,  NL  353. 

What  is  this  worid  P    Thy  school,  O  misery  I 

Our  only  lesson  is  to  learn  to  suffer. 

And  he  who  knows  not  that,  was  bom  for  nothing. 

Young f  Mecengo,  8.  z. 
Let  not  the  oooings  of  the  world  allure  thee ; 
Whiohof  her  lovers  ever  found  her  true?  Young^N.  r.rni.lSTS. 
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WQBLD — continued. 
The  world  is  a  well-fbrnisli'd  table, 
Where  guests  are  promiscaously  set : 
Where  all  fare  as  well  as  they're  able« 
And  scramble  for  what  they  can  get.  BieJeerstaff. 

The  world  is  a  bundle  of  hay. 

Mankind  are  the  asses  who  poll ; 

Each  tags  it  a  different  w^, 

And  the  greatest  of  all  is  John  BoU.  Byron,  JE^ram. 

How  beautiful  is  all  this  visible  world  I 

How  glorious  in  its  action  and  itself ! 

But  we,  who  name  ourselyes  its  sovereigns,  we. 

Half  dust,  half  deity,  alike  unfit 

To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mix'd  essence  make 

A  conflict  of  its  elements,  and  breathe 

A  breath  of  degradation  and  of  pride. 

Contending  wiui  low  wants  and  lofty  will, 

Till  our  mortality  predominates. 

And  men  are — what  they  name  not  to  themselyes, 

And  trust  not  to  each  other.  Byrout  Manfred,  i.  2. 

Well — ^well,  the  world  must  turn  upon  its  axis, 

And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails. 

And  lire  and  die,  make  love  and  jtVLj  the  taxes. 

And  as  the  yeerins  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails ; 

The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us. 

The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhiues, 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame. 

Fighting,  dey otion, dust, — ^perhaps  a  name .    Byron, D,J.iu 4. 

This  same  world  of  ours  ; 
'Tis  but  a  pool  amid  a  storm  of  rain. 
And  we  the  air  bladders  that  course  up  and  down. 
And  joust  and  tilt  in  every  tournament ; 
And  when  one  bubble  runs  foul  of  another. 
The  weaker  needs  must  break.  8.  T.  Coleridge, 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show. 
For  man's  illusion  siven ; 
The  smiles  of  joy,  tne  tears  of  woe. 
Deceitful  shine,  deceitful  flow — 
There's  nothing  true  but  Heaven. 

T.  Moore,  The  World  is  all  a  FUeting  Skov 

'Tis  a  very  good  world  that  we  live  in. 

To  lend,  or  to  spend,  or  to  give  in. 

But  to  beg,  or  to  borrow,  or  get  a  man's  own, 

•Tig  the  very  worst  world  that  ever  wag  known.       Old  Song* 
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O  world !  so  few  the  years  we  lire. 

Would  that  the  life  which  thou  dost  gire 

Were  life  indeed ! 

Alas !  thy  sorrows  fall  so  fast. 

Our  happiest  hour  is  when  at  last 

The  soul  is  freed*  Longfellow^  TrafulaiionB, 

The  world  is  just  as  hollow  as  an  egg-sheU, 

It  is  a  surface  not  a  solid,  round ; 

And  all  this  boasted  knowledge  of  the  world 

To  me  seems  but  to  mean  acquaintance  with 

Low  things^  or  evil,  or  indifferent.  Bailey^  JFestusm 

wosm. 

A  man  may  fish  with  a  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a  l^iug- 

Sk.  Mam.  IV.  3. 

W0B8EIP— M»  Seyotioii,  Prayer. 

First  worship  God ;  he  that  forgets  to  pray. 

Bids  not  himself  good-morrow,  nor  good-day.    T,  Bandolph. 
WOBTH,  WOSTHmSS— «M  Courage,  ICsery,  Poverty. 

Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellon- ; 

The  rest  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella.     Pope,  E,  M.  xv.  203. 

To  hide  true  worth  from  nublic  view. 
Is  burying  diamonds  in  tneir  mine ; 
All  is  not  gold  that  shines,  'tis  true : 

But  all  that  is  gold — ought  to  shine.  5.  BUkop, 

WSATH^^M  Anger,  Passion,  Bage. 
Come  not  within  the  measure  of  my  wrath.   8h,  Two  G.  v.  4. 

WBBTCH. 
A  needy,  hollow-eyed,  sharp-looking  wretch, 
A  living  dead  man.  SA.  Com,  of  Br.  v.  1. 

WBIVKLBS— ««#  Age. 

Fled  are  the  charms  that  grac'd  that  ivory  brow. 
Where  snul'd  a  dimple,  gapes  a  wrinkle  now. 

Bnhert  Tread  Paine  (Am,). 

WBITEB8,  WBITDI G— M»  Authorship,  Gritieism,  Poetry. 
Sound  judgment  is  the  ground  of  writing  well. 
And  when  philosophy  directs  your  choice. 
To  proper  subjects  nchly  understood. 
Words  firom  the  pen  will  naturally  flow. 

Boecommotiffrom  Horace* 
'Tis  hard  to  say,  if  greater  want  of  skill 
Appear  in  writing  or  in  judging  iU.  Pope^  B.  C  1. 

You  write  with  case  to  show  your  breeding. 

Bat  easy  writing's  cors'dhard  reading.  Skmidam,  Clio's  Proi. 
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Time. 

Jumping  o'er  tune. 
Taming  the  accomplialunents  ofmany  years 
Into  an  hour-glass.  ah.  Sen,  r.  1. 1,  Chorus. 

Years  following  years,  steal  something  every  day  ; 
At  last  they  steal  us  firom  ourselres  away. 

Pope,  fmit,  qfSor.  2.  n.  72. 
Years  steal 
Fire  firom  the  mind,  as  rigour  from  the  limb ; 
And  life's  enchanted  enp  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

Byron,  Ch.  H.  in.  8. 


And  yon,  good  yeomen. 
Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 
The  mettlt/  of  your  pasture ;  let  us  swear 
That  YOU  are  worth  your  breeding ;  which  I  doubt  not ; 
For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base, 
That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  your  eyes.     <S/*.  Hen.  y.  in.  1. 

TE8  AVD  KO. 

Yes,  I  answered  you  last  night ; 
"So,  this  morning,  sir,  I  say : 
Colours  seen  by  candle-light 
Will  not  look  we  same  by  day. 

Elizaheih  Barrett  Browning,  Lctdy^e  Yen. 


Cheerless,  unsocial  plant !  that  loves  to  dwell 

'Midst  skulls  and  coffins,  epitaphs  and  worms : 

Where  light-heel'd  ghosts,  and  yisionary  shades. 

Beneath  we  wan  cold  moon  (as  fame  reports) 

Embodied,  thick,  perform  their  mystic  rounds. 

ISo  other  merriment,  dull  tree !  is  thine.     Blair,  Grave,  22. 

TOUTH  —  «M  Age,   Boyhood,   Childhood,    Disparity,   Sdueationt 
nogging,  Homo. 

For  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears. 
Than  settled  age  his  sables,  and  his  weeds 
Importing  health  and  graveness.  Sh.  Ham,  it.  7. 

That  age  is  best  which  is  the  first. 

When  youth  and  blood  are  warmer ; 

But,  being  spent,  the  worse,  and  worst 

Times  still  succeed  the  former. 

Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  time  ; 

And  while  ye  may,  go  marry : 

For,  having  lost  but  once  your  prime. 

You  may  for  ever  tarry.  Herriekf  An^tory  Odes,  93. 
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YOUTH— «0fi<MtMtf. 

How  small  a  part  of  time  thej  share. 

That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair.  Waller,  QOf  laveljf  jRos»m 

Intemperate  youth,  by  sad  experience  found. 

Ends  in  an  age  imperfect  and  unsound.        Sir  Jno.  Denkawim 

Some  thin  )i^  of  youth  I  in  old  age  approve  ; 

But  more  the  marks  of  a^e  in  youth  I  love« 

Who  this  obserres  may  m  his  body  find 

Decrepit  age,  but  never  in  his  mind.  Sir  Jno.  Denkam. 

Grief  seldom  join'd  with  youthful  bloom  is  seen ; 
Can  sorrow  be  where  knowledge  scarce  has  been  P 

Howard,  Indian  Q»eeiu 
We  think  our  fathers  fools,  so  wise  we  grow ; 
Our  wiser  sons,  no  doubt,  will  think  us  so.    JPcpe,  JS.  C  438. 

Fair  laughs  the  mom,  and  soft  the  zephyr  blows. 

While  proudly  riding[  o'er  the  azure  reaun 

In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  vessel  goes, 

Touth  on  the  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  the  helm ; 

IBegardless  of  the  sweeping  whirlwind's  sway, 

That,  hush'd  in  grim  repose,  expects  his  evening  prey. 

Oray,  Bard,  zi.  2. 
The  charms  of  youth  at  once  are  seen  and  past ; 
And  Nature  says,  '*  They  are  too  sweet  to  last.'' 
So  blooms  the  rose,  and  so  the  blushing  maid ; 
Be  gay  :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  Spring  will  fade.  Sir  W,  Jtmetm 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  pnuse. 
We  love  the  play-place  of  our  early  days. 
The  scene  is  touchmg,  and  the  heiurt  is  stone. 
That  feels  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 

Oh !  the  joy  Cowper,  I^roeinium,  296. 

Of  young  ideas  painted  on  the  mind. 
In  the  warm  glowing  colours  fancy  spreads 
On  objects  not  yet  known,  when  all  is  new. 
And  all  is  lovely.  Hannah  Mare,  David  and  OoUai. 

I  can  remember,  with  unsteady  feet. 

Tottering  from  room  to  room,  and  finding  pleasure 

In  flowers,  and  toys,  and  sweetmeats,  thmgs  which  long 

Have  lost  their  power  to  please ;  which  when  I  see  them, 

Kaise  only  now  a  melancholy  wish« 

I  were  the  little  trifler  once  again 

Who  could  be  pleas'd  so  lightly.  Sontkey,  Thalaba* 

What  is  youth? — ^a  dancing  billow. 

Winds  behind,  and  rocks  before  I  Wordstoorik, 
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YOUTH— «MfiiiiM(l. 

Ah  who,  when  fading  of  itself  awsj, 
Would  cloud  the  sunshine  of  his  httlo  day  ! 
Now  is  the  May  of  life.    Careering  round, 
J07  wings  his  feet,  joys  lift  him  from  the  ground  ! 

Rogen,  Human  X^« 
Let  them  exult!  their  laugh  and  song 
Are  rarely  known  to  last  too  long ; 
Why  should  we  strive,  with  ejrnic  frown. 
To  inock  their  fairy  castles  cu>wn.  Sliza  Cook, 

IdTo  that  thy  young  and  glowing  breast ' 

Can  think  of  &ath  without  a  sigh. 

And  be  assured  that  life  is  best 

Which  finds  us  least  afraid  to  die.  Sliza  CcoJt. 

There  is  nothing  can  equal  the  tender  hours 

When  life  is  first  in  bloom. 

When  the  heart  like  a  bee,  in  a  wild  of  fiowers. 

Finds  eyerywhere  perfume ; 

When  the  present  is  all  and  it  questions  not 

If  those  flowers  shall  pass  away. 

But  pleas'd  with  its  own  delighted  lot. 

Dreams  never  of  decay.  MS^ 


ZEAL,  ZEALOTS— «««  Bigotry,  Ealth,  Saints. 
Zeal  and  duty  are  not  slow ; 
But  on  occasion's  forelock  watchful  wait.  Aniton,P,B.  iii.l72. 

His  zeal 
J^'one  seconded,  as  out  of  season  judg'd, 
Or  singular  and  rash.  Miliou,  P.  X.  v.  849. 

No  seared  conscience  is  so  fell 

As  that,  which  has  been  bum'd  with  aeal ; 

For  Christian  charity's  as  well 

A  great  impediment  to  zeal. 

As  zeal's  a  pestilent  disease 

To  Christian  charity  and  peace.  Butler,  MUe,  Thoughts. 

Easy  stiU  it  proves,  in  factious  times, 
Wiui  public  zeal  to  cancel  private  crimes. 

Dryden,  Absalom  and  AeJiitopJieU  I*  ISO. 
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